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PREFACE. 

The  central  part  of  "Illusiones  Perdues,"  which  in  reason 
iZirAi  bf  iiscir,  and  may  do  so  ostensibly  with  considerably 
iess  than  the  introduction  explanatory  which  Balzac  often 
pTK  to  his  own  books,  is  one  of  the  most  carefully  worked 
ODt  and  diversely  important  of  his  novels.  It  should,  of 
KVizie.  be  read  before  "Sptendeurs  et  Mis^res  des  Courle- 
sines,  "  wliich  is  avowedly  its  second  pari,  a  small  piece  of 
"  Eve  et  David  "  serving  as  the  link  between  them.  But  it  is 
»Imoj*  s-.ifficient  by  and  to  itself.  "  Lucien  de  Riibempr*  ou 
k  hurnilisme"  would  be  the  most  straightforward  and  de- 
VT-:/:\--:  :iile  fi)r  it,  and  one  which  Balzac,  in  some  of  his 
iT".>>l;,  *juld  hnve  been  conieni  enoiiyh  to  use. 

Trc  story  of  it  is  too  continuous  and  inieresting  to  need  elab- 
'-:■:;  .-r^t'itneni.  for  nobody  is  likely  to  miss  any  important  link 
■  -.:.  B'l;  BiUac  has  nowhere  excelled  in ^icij^  and  success 
::  ir,i!\ii=  ;he  double  disillusion  which  introduces  itself  at 
■-■  (  i.riw-en  Madame  de  Uargeton  and  Lucien,  and  which 
'  .'t-^i  i:\y  rfJinlr gratio  amciris  of  a  v.iHd  kind  impossihlc, 
'.*:  i:^  fjch  cJnnoi  but  be  aware  that  the  other  has  antici- 
;  .*t;  ih;  nipture.  It  will  not,  perhaps,  be  matter  of  such 
--";■::  agreement  whether  be  has  or  has  not  exceeded  the 
'-'  .  i:cn«;  of  the  novelist  in  attributing  to  Lucien  those 
■  -'T-  fif  body  and  gifts  of  mind  which  m.ike  him,  till  his 
'  --■  KL-akne-s  and  worihlessness  are  exposed,  irresistible,  and 
'-"-''.t  T:r.i  for  a  time  to  repair  hi=  faults  by  a  sort  of  fairy 
-■  '■'.■'.'i'\.  The  sonnets  of  "  Les  Marguerites,"  which  were 
-'^-.a  10  the  author  bv  poetical  friends — Gautier,  it  is  said, 
■■-:;!d  the  "Tulip  " — are  undoubtedly  good  and  sufficient. 
^■".  I.'icien's  first  article,  which  is  (according  to  a  pncticc  the 
:ji^;)ess  of  which  cannot  be  too  much  deprecated)  given  likc- 

(i.) 


wite,  is  oenatahf  sot  way  ■CBdaM;  and  die  Puis  preis 
nmS  hzvc  beeo  nHxiB  a:  a  low  ebb  if  it  made  anj  xnsuioo. 
As  we  are  cm  &rcpr?d  «i:h  jujf  acrsil  portnii  of  Lucicii,  de- 

Irciion  is  ica  pt^bic  berc,  tan  ;i*  =.-OT«]ist  ejs  pnhaps  a 
v-TT  ::::le  abased  :rje  jjcrrilfg;  &f  :t2t;-g  a  hero,  *•  Like  Patii 
f.an<l«>g)c,  and  !:tc  Hector  b»a»e,"  or.  rallm.  *'  Like  Paris 
t.andiorDe,  acd  I:ke  Pltoebos  clrra."  Tbere  is  no  doobt, 
hoverer,  thai  the  icierest  of  tbc  book  lies  partlr  in  the  rind 
and  serere  pictine  of  journal isni  ^ven  in  it.  and  panlr  in  the 
way  in  which  the  character  of  Lociea  is  adjusted  to  show  op 
thai  of  tbe  abstract  jonrnalist  still  farther. 

How  far  b  ihb  picture  tme?  It  mnsi  be  said,  in  fairness 
to  Balzac,  that  a  good  manj  persons  of  soioe  competence  in 
France  hare  proDOODced  for  its  Inith  there ;  and  if  that  be  so, 
alt  one  can  say  is,  "  So  much  the  worse  for  French  jonmalists." 
It  is  also  certain  that  a  lesser,  but  still  not  inconsiderable 
number  of  persons  in  England — generally  persons  who,  not 
perhaps  with  Balzac's  gentns,  have  tike  Balzac  published 
books,  and  are  riot  satisfied  with  their  reception  by  the  press — 
agree  more  or  less  as  to  England.  For  myself,  I  can  only  say 
that  I  do  not  believe  things  have  ever  been  quite  so  bad  in 
England,  and  that  I  am  qoite  sore  there  never  has  been  any 
need  for  them  to  be.  There  are,  no  doubt,  spiteful,  onprin- 
ripled,  incompetent  practitioners  of  journalism  as  of  everything 
ehc;  and  it  tsof  coatse  obvious  that  while  advertisements,  the 
favor  of  the  chiefs  of  parties,  and  so  forth,  are  temptations  to 
nrwiiiaper  managers  not  to  hoH  up  a  very  high  slanfiard  of 
lionor,  anonymity  affords  to  newspaper  writers  a  dangerously 
ea^j  shield  to  rover  malice  or  dishonesty.  But  I  can  only  say 
that  ilnriiig  long  practice  in  every  kind  of  political  and  literary 
journali'ini,  1  never  was  seriously  asked  to  write  anything  I 
did  iiDl  Ihink,  and  never  had  the  slightest  didiculty  in  con- 
fining myself  to  what  I  did  think. 

In  fncl  Balzac,  like  a  good  many  other  men  of  letters  who 
abuse  Journaliiim,  put  himself  very  much  out  of  court  by  con- 


in%pnclkii«  t^  not  merdydariog  lu*atn«tffaCIJ)^9(ti 
litloaf  aficT  he  had  nMk  liii  luUBe,  isdeed  alinqU  to  tbc 
wrj  Im.  And  it  ii  vety  bud  to  resiit  the  cooclosioQ  that 
vka  be  chafged  jowrnalbw  (enenUj  not  merejy  wi())  ov/, 
hncd,  nalioc,  add  >U  aach»rittMfnm,  but  with  bopeln^ 
mi  pcmdtng  dkboooty,  be  had  little  nwre  groond  for  it 
IbM  •■  iaabilitj  to  cooccifc  bow  any  one,  esc«pt  fiom 
vile  Naoos  of  this   kind,  oould  £ul  to  pniie   Honort  de 


Ai  nj  nUe,  either  hit  art  bjr  itidf,  or  hit  ^n  »aisted.  ^^4 
itKa|theBed  by  that  penMwl  feding  which,  as  we  have  seea, 
nmxid  for  mnch  with  him,  has  bete  [wodaced  a  wonderfully 
mid  piece  of  fiction— one,  I  think,  inferior  in  iucc#*B  19 
ImUjt  tBytbing  be  has  done.  Whether,  as  at  a  late  fcriod  a 
m]r  vell-infonned,  wdl-afiected,  and  well-e9U|q>cd  critic 
binted,  his  picrure  of  the  Luciens  2nd  ihe  Lousieaus  did  not 
1  liitle  to  propagate  both  is  another  matter.  The  seriousitess 
•iih  whiiii  Bjkac  took  the  accasation  peHiaps  shows  a  little 
vnicorgilliiig.  But,  putting  this  aside,  "UnGrand  Homme 
d(  Province  a  Pjris  "  must  be  ranked,  both  for  comedy  and 
'ragtJy,  boih  for  scheme  and  cMcution,  in  the  first  rank  of 
ills  work. 

For  bibliography,  see  Preface  to  "The  Two  Poets.") 

'Z,  Marcas." — Numerous  and  often  good  as  are  the  stories 

liF  Jl  manner  of  liands,  eminent  and  other,  of  the  strange 

Miglibors  and  acquaintance  which  the  French  habit  of  living 

in  liuriinents  brings  about,  this  may  vie  with  almost  tiic  btst 

^>  iliem  for  individuality  and  force.     Of  course,  it  may  be 

"iJ  ibat  Its  brevity  demanded  no  very  great  effort ;  and  also, . 

"iwe  noteworthy  criticism,  that  Balzac  has  not  made  it  so 

trtdear,  after  ail,  why  the  |>oliiical  ingratitude  of  those  for 

■nam  Marcas  labored  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  gain  a 

lining  more  amply  and  comfortably  than  by  copying.     The 

lormer  carp  needs  uo  answer ;  the  sonnet  >'s  the  equal  of  the 

toD|  poem  if  it  is  a  perfect  sound.     The   latitr,  more  re- 
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ipectable,  U  also  more  damaging.  But  it  is  a  fair,  if  not  quite 
full,  defense  to  say  that  Baizac  i&  here  once  more  cxcin]j]i  Tying 
his  bvorite  notion  of  the  maniaque  in  ilic  Ftenth  sense— of 
the  man  with  one  ides,  wiio  is  incapable  not  only  of  making  a 
dislionorable  surrender  of  that  idea,  but  of  entering  into  even 
the  nio&t  honorable  armistice  in  his  fight  (or  it.  Not  only  will 
such  a  man  not  bow  in  the  Houm  of  Rinimon,  but  tli«  fullcn 
liberty  lo  slay  outside  will  not  content  him — lic  mu*l  force 
himself  in  and  be  at  the  idol.  The  cxl(.-mal  as  well  as  the 
internal  portraiture  of  "  Z.  Marcas  "  is  also  as  good  as  it  can 
be:  and  it  cannot  but  add  legitimate  intercut  to  the  sketch  to 
remember,  first,  that  Balzac  attributes  to  MarcoK  his  own 
favoiite  habits  and  times  of  work;  and,  secondly.  I'lat,  like 
some  other  men  of  letters,  he  hJmtelf  watt  an  untiring,  and 
would  Clin  have  been  an  influential,  politician. 

"  Z.  Marcas,"  written  in  1840,  ajipcared  in  the  "  Revue 
Parisiennc"  for  July  of  that  year,  made  its  first  book  api>ear- 
aoce  in  a  miscellany  by  dilTerent  liandx  called  "  Lc  Fruit 
D^fendu "  (1841),  and  five  years  later  took  rank  in  the 
"  Comtdie." 

G.  S. 


A  DISnNGUISHBD  PROVINCIAL 
ATPARia 

PARTI. 

IbB.  mt  Bucnm  and  Lucien  de  Snbeoiprt  bud  kft 
Hfimiriiif  behind,  ind  were  Intrcling  together  opoB  the 
md  to  Van.  Not  one  of  the  partjr  who  nude  tkU  Joanejr 
4UkI  to  it  afterwiid ;  bat  it  mj  be  believed  that  u  i»- 
toned  jooth  who  had  looked  bxwaiA  to  the  ddigfata  of  aa 
dopeBBit  mnt  have  found  the  continoal  pretence  of  Gentil, 
the  Bamerrant,  and  Albertine,  the  maid,  not  a  little  irkaome 
OD  \:,e  wjy.  I.ucien,  traveling  post  for  the  first  time  in  hit 
!:«.  was  horrified  to  see  pretiy  nearly  the  whole  snm  on  which 
be  mrant  to  live  in  Paris  for  a  twelvemonth  dmpped  along 
ibe  road.  Like  other  men  who  combine  great  intellectual 
powers  with  the  charming  simplicity  of  childhood,  he  openlj 
"pTtssed  his  surprise  at  the  new  and  wonderfiil  things  which 
~e  uv,  and  thereby  made  a  mistake.  A  man  should  study  a 
w^aua  nty  carefully  before  he  allows  her  to  see  his  thoughts 
^-i  eraoiions  as  they  arise  in  him.  A  woman,  whose  nature 
^  iir^e  as  her  heart  is  tender,  can  smile  upon  childishness 
ud  tnake  allowances  ;  but  let  her  have  ever  so  small  a  spice 
rf  ranity  herseli,  and  she  cannot  forgive  childishness,  or 
Ii:i!eiiess,  or  vanity  in  her  lover.  Many  a  woman  b  so  ex- 
fin^int  a  worshiper  that  she  must  always  see  the  god  in  her 
li-'i;  but  there  are  yet  others  who  love  a  man  for  hit  sake 
ind  Boi  for  their  own,  and  adore  his  failings  with  his  greater 
qailities. 

l^icien  had  not  guessed  as  yet  that  Mme.  de  Sainton's 
love  'as  grafted  on  pride.  He  made  another  mistake  when 
k  biled  to  discern  the  meaning  of  <xrtain  smiles  which 

0) 


Riitcd  over  Louie's  lijis  from  time  to  liinc  ;  and  instead  of  j 
kccpiog  him&cir  lo  himself,  he  indulged  in  tiic  pbyfulnes&  of] 
the  young  rat  emerging  from  his  hole  for  ihc  fii«  liiuc. 

The  travelers  wete  set  down  before  daybicA  at  the  sign  of  I 
l)ie  Ciiiltatd-Bois  in  tlie  Rue  de  rEdicllc,  buih  lo  tired  out] 
with  ihe  juucney  ihii  l.uuisc  went  slr^ii^lu  lo  bed  and  slept,,! 
first  bidding  Lucien  to  engage  the  room  immediately  ov 
head.  Lucien  slept  on  until  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon, I 
when  he  was  awnkeiicd  by  Mmc.  de  Hargeton's  servant,  and,' 
]eaiiiin;{  the  hour,  made  x  hasty  toilet  and  buiiied  downMaira. 

Louise  was  silting  in  Ihc  sliabby  inn  siltingruom.  iiotcl 
accommodation  is  a  blot  on  the  ^iviliiaiion  of  l'aii&  j  for  with 
all  IIS  )>[ctcnsiOL>:i  to  elegance,  the  city  as  ycl  does  not  boast  a 
single  inn  whcie  a  wcil-io-do  traveler  can  find  tlie  surtuuiKl- 
iiigs  to  which  he  b  accustomed  at  home.  To  Lucien'i  paX- 
awakened,  sleep-dimmed  eyes,  Louise  was  hardly  recogtiirabk 
in  this  cheerless,  sunless  room,  wiih  the  shabby  window-cur- 
tains, the  comfortless  polished  Boor,  the  hideous  fiiniiiure 
Wnght  second-hand,  or  innch  the  wontc  for  wear. 

Some  people  no  longer  look  the  same  when  detached  from 
the  background  of  faces,  objects,  and  surroundings  which 
serve  as  a  selling,  without  which,  indeed,  Ihey  seem  to  lose 
something  of  their  intrinsic  worth.  Personality  demands  its 
appropriate  aimo!i[>here  lo  bring  out  its  values,  just  as  the 
figures  in  Flemish  interiors  need  the  arrangement  of  light  and 
sJiailc  in  which  ihey  arc  placed  by  the  painler's  genius  if  they 
are  to  lite  for  ta.  Tliis  is  especially  true  of  provincials. 
Mine,  de  Bargcion,  moreover,  looked  more  thoughtful  and 
dignified  than  was  necessary  now,  when  do  barrier?  stood 
between  her  and  happiness. 

Genii)  and  Albertme  waited  u]x>n  them,  and  while  they 
were  present  Lucien  could  not  complain.  The  dinner,  sent 
in  from  a  neighboring  rest.iuiani,  fell  far  below  the  provincial 
average,  boiti  in  quantity  and  quality  ;  the  essential  goodness 
of  country  fare  was  wanting,  and  in  point  of  qnanlity  ih< 


Ott  with  tu  stnct  an  eyr  to  businc 
of  than  cmninoD*.  la  mch  snull  luatten 
lU  best  utte  to  trsvetere  or  raodciaic  Io\ 
•Blicii  itU  ihr  ma]  «j>  ovrr.  Sonic  cha»£ 
l^wriig.  fv  (iMMgbf,  bot  iie  could  noi  explain  n. 

i  chance  had,  in  fict,  ukta  place.     Evcnis  bad  oc- 
■hilc  be  »iept ;  for  teAcciion  a  an  cveni  in  our  inner 
',  and  Male,  it  fkrgcton  had  been  rcllccring. 

iwQ  oVJork  ihal  aftcnionn,  Sixic  du  Chitdei  made 
ifff^rauct  id  tlic  Rue  dc  T^hellc  and  asked   fur   Al- 
Thc  ^cefiiDg  danne)  was  aroused,  and  lu  her  he 
hit    vbfa  lo  apeak  with  her  rnislrcK..      Mine,  dc 
had  Kaicetj  ttiiie  lo  dneo  Ivforc  he  came   back 
Tbe  onaccogntable  a|iparitioa  of  H.   du   CtUietet 
dK  ladj*a  mhoai^i  for  the  had  kept  her  journey  a 
IS  the  thiMght.     At  thiee  o'clock  the  vi»itor 
Mued. 

*1  fcMe  tiiked  a  reprimand  from  headquarters  to  follow 
iS'  he  aaid,  aa  he  greeted  ber;  "  I  foreuw  coming  events. 
I  if  1  lose  iB)r  post  for  it,  yM,  at  anjr  rate,  shall  not  be 


*■  What  do  fOQ  mean  ?  "  excUimed  Mine,  de  Bar^eton. 

**I  caa  Ke  plainly  that  yoa  love  Lucien,"  he  contintied, 
vtih  an  air  of  tender  resignation.  "  You  mint  love  indeed 
if  fim  can  act  tbia  recklessly  and  disregard  the  conventiooi 
wUcb  yoa  know  to  well.  Dear  adored  NaTs,  can  yon  realty 
■Mfiae  that  Madame  d'Espard's  salon,  or  any  other  salon  in 
hfia,  will  »ot  be  closed  to  yoa  as  soon  as  it  is  known  that 
yoa  hare  fled  from  AngoulCme,  as  it  were,  with  a  young 
■aa,  especially  after  the  duel  between  de  Bargeion  and  de 
Chaadoor?  The  fact  that  your  huband  has  gone  lo  the  Es- 
arbos  looks  like  a  separation.  Under  such  circumstances  a 
{cstleman  fights  first  and  afterward  leaves  his  wife  at  lib- 
erty. Give  Monsieur  de  Rnbempri  your  tore  and  your  coun- 
: ;  do  jast  as  yoa  please  j  bat  you  most  not  live  in  the 
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taayt  liouxc.     If  ^injbody  liere  in  Puis  koew  that  you 
traveled  together,  ihc  whole  world  that  you  have  a  mind 
see  would  point  the  finger  at  you. 

"  And,  NaTs,  do  not  make  these  ucriAces  lor  >  young 
whom  you  have  as  yet  compared  with  no  one  etsc;  he,  on 
side,  his  been  put  to  no  proof;  he  may  for&akc  you  for  son 
Ru-isiennc,  belter  Able,  as  he  niay  fajicy,  to  I'urther  his  an 
tions.     1  mean  no  harm  to  ilie  man  you  love,  but  you ' 
permit  me  to  put  your  own  interests  before  hii,  and  to 
you  to  study  him,  to  be  fully  aware  of  the  serious  nature 
this  fttep  that  yuu  are  taking.     And,  then,  if  you  And 
doon  closed  against  you,  and  that  none  of  the  women 
apon  you,  make  sure  at  least  that  you  will  feci  no  regret 
all  that  you  have  icnounccd  for  him.     Be  very  certain  fici 
thai  he  for  whom  you  will  have  given  up  so  much  will  alwa| 
be  worthy  of  your  sacrifices  and  appreciate  them. 

"  Juit  now,"  continticd  Chatelel,  "  Madame  d'Espird  is  I 
more  prudish  and  particular  because  she  herself  issepar 
front  her  husband,  nobody  knows  why.  The  Navarrcins,  ik 
Lenoncourts,  the  Blamoni-Chauvrys,  and  tlie  rest  of  llie  reli 
lions  have  all  rallidl  round  her  ;  the  most  strait-laced  womctt 
are  seen  at  her  hooie,  and  receive  her  with  respect,  and  the 
Marquis  d'Espard  lias  been  put  in  the  wrong.  The  first  calK 
that  you  pay  will  make  it  clear  to  you  that  I  am  right;  indeed, 
knowing  Paris  as  I  do,  I  can  tell  you  beforehand  that  yois 
vill  DO  sooner  enter  the  Marquise's  salon  than  you  will  be  ni 
despair  lest  she  should  lind  oitt  that  you  are  staying  at  tlie 
Gaillard-Boii  with  an  apothecary's  son,  thouf^h  he  may  wista 
to  be  cilled  Monsieur  dc  Rubcmpr^. 

"Yoti  will  have  rivals  here,  women  far  more  astute  and 
shrewd  than  Amtlie;  they  will  not  fail  to  discover  whom  yon 
are,  where  you  are,  where  you  come  from,  and  all  that  you 
are  doing.  You  have  counted  upon  your  incognito,  I  see, 
but  you  are  one  of  those  women  for  whom  an  incognito  is  out 
of  Ihe  question.    You  will  meet  AngoulCme  at  every  turn. 


A  fMOVttfCtAt  At  papja.  t 

re  die  dqntws  firom  the  Chanote  conring  op  for  tbe 
Vt  tbe  KKJOB ;  thera  b  tbe  comnumUDt  in  Puis  m. 
Wbj,  the  fint  nntt  or  wmntn  from  Angoulfime  who 
to  Me  yon  wottld  cnt  yoac  career  short  in  a  strange 
Too  woold  simfrtjr  be  Lucien'a  mtstresa. 
*If  JOB  Deed  me  at  way  time,  I  am  stajing  with  the  re- 
uhu  t».mial  in  the  Roe  do  Fattboorg  Saint-Honoti,  two 
from  Hadame  d'Espard's.  I  am  sufficiently  ac- 
with  the  Hartchale  de  Carigliano,  Madame  de  S^iy, 
■d  Ae  prcndent  or  the  comtcil  to  introdoce  you  to  them ; 
Ik  jKm  vDI  meet  so  maoy  peo^  at  Madame  d'Espard's  that 
jm  an  Boi  likdy  to  require  me.  So  &t  from  wishing  to  gain 
iWuance'to  thb  set  or  that,  every  one  will  be  longing  to 
■Ae  yoor  jcquuntance." 

CUtdet  talked  on;  Mme.  de  Bargeton  made  no  inters 
nption.  She  was  struck  with  his  perspicacity.  The  queen 
of  Angoultmc  had,  in  fact,  counted  upon  preserving  her  in- 
(»piiio. 

"You  are  right,  my  dear  friend,"  she  said  at  length;  "but 
■hu  am  I  to  do  ?  " 

"Allow  me  to  find  suitable  fiimished  lodgings  for  you," 
Kggwitd  Ch4telet ;  "  that  way  of  living  is  less  expensive  than 
u  inn.  You  will  have  a  home  of  your  own;  and,  if  you 
"nil  lake  my  advice,  you  will  sleep  in  your  new  rooms  this 
try  night." 
*■  But  how  did  you  know  my  address  ?  "  queried  she. 
"  Your  traveling  carriage  is  easily  recognized  ;  and,  beside, 
I  was  following  you.  At  Sivres  your  postillion  told  mine  that 
Ik  had  brought  yon  here.  Will  you  permit  me  to  act  as 
T*a  harbinger?  I  will  write  as  soon  as  I  have  found  lodg- 
'"p-" 

"Very  well,  do  so,"  said  she.  And  in  those  seemingly 
insignificant  words,  all  was  said.  Tlie  Baron  du  ChStelet  had 
■riken  the  language  of  worldly  wisdom  to  a  woman  of  the 
*:r!d.     He  had  made  his  appearance  before  her  in  faultless 
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dress,  a  neat  cab  was  waiting  for  him  at  the  door;  and  Mme. 
de  Bargcton,  staodiog  by  the  window  thinking  over  the  posi- 
tion, chanced  to  see  the  elderly  dandy  drive  away. 

A  few  moments  later  Lucien  appeared,  half-awake  and 
hastily  dressed.  He  was  handsome,  it  is  true;  but  hisclothei, 
his  last  year's  nankeen  trousers,  and  his  shabby  tight  jacket 
were  ridiculous.  Put  Antinous  or  the  Apollo  Belvedere  him- 
self into  a  water-carrier's  blouse,  and  how  shall  you  recogniw 
the  godlike  creature  of  the  Greek  or  Roman  chisel?  The 
eyes  note  and  compare  before  the  heart  has  time  to  revise  the 
swift  involuntary  judgment ;  and  the  contrast  between  Lucien 
and  Chatelet  was  so  abrupt  that  it  could  not  fail  to  strike 
Louise. 

Toward  six  o'clock  that  evening,  when  dinner  was  over, 
Mme.  de  Bargeton  beckoned  Lucien  to  sit  beside  her  on  the 
shabby  sofa,  covered  with  a  flowered  chintz — a  yellow  pattern 
on  a  red  ground. 

"  Lucien  mine,"  she  said,  "  don't  you  think  that  if  we  have 
both  of  us  done  a  foolish  thing,  suicidal  for  both  our  interests, 
that  it  would  only  be  commonseuse  to  set  matters  right?  We 
ought  not  to  live  together  in  Paris,  dear  boy,  and  we  must  not 
allow  any  one  to  suspect  that  we  traveled  together.  Your 
career  depends  so  much  upon  my  position  that  I  ought  to  do 
nothing  to  spoil  it.  So,  to-night,  I  am  going  to  remove  into 
lodgings  near  by.  But  yon  will  stay  on  here,  we  can  see  each 
other  every  day,  and  nobody  can  say  a  word  against  us." 

And  Louise  explained  conventions  to  Lucien,  who  opened 
wide  eyes.  He  had  still  to  learn  that  when  a  woman  thinks 
better  of  her  folly,  she  thinks  better  of  her  love ;  but  one 
thing  he  understood— he  saw  that  he  was  no  longer  the  Lucien 
of  AngoulCme.  Louise  talked  of  herself,  of  hrr  interests,  her 
reputation,  and  of  the  world  ;  and,  to  veil  her  egoism,  she 
tried  to  make  him  believe  that  this  was  all  on  his  account. 
He  had  no  claim  upon  Louise  thus  suddenly  transformed  into 
Mme,  de  Bargeton,  and,  more  serious  still,  he  had  no  power 
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f#>kK    He  ccnld  sot  k«Bp  tiMk  dwMm  tbatiBed  h« 

"If  I  am  jomr  glory,"  cried  the  poet.  "  jwi  an  jtt  warn 
Km— 70a  are  107  one  bope,  mj  whole  fiittiR  rests  with  jon. 
lig^ght  that  if  jvn  meaai  to  make  mj  tnoccMet  yom%t  r<» 
aaU  Nndy  make  in7  adTenity  joon  abo,  and  here  wc  ue 
yiif  to  put  already." 

"Tm  are  )frfr*g  my  condiKt,"  aid  she;  "yoa  do  not 
(mmc" 

laiiCB  looked  at  her  with  ndt  a  dokmNS  twfnmiom  thu, 
kifite  o(  hendf.  she  Mid— 

"DvliBg,  IwflltUjr  ifjronlike.  We  shill  both  be  raiDed ; 
K  lUa  have  no  one  to  come  to  oar  aid.  Bat  when  we  are 
kA  e(|nlly  witt<^>ed,  and  etcr/  ooe  aboti  their  door  spoa 
■  both ;  wh«n  faiXan  (for  we  most  htok  all  povibilitia  in 
tte  face),  when  lailitn  drives  xa  back  to  the  Escarbas,  then 
itmembcr,  love,  that  I  foresaw  the  end,  and  that  at  the  first 
I  propped  that  ne  should  make  your  way  by  conforming  to 
otablished  rules." 

"Louise."  he  crifd,  with  his  arms  round  her,  "yon  are 
wise;  you  frighten  me  !  Remember  that  I  am  a  child,  ihat 
1  iiive  given  myself  up  entirely  to  your  dear  will.  I  myself 
ihoQld  have  preferred  to  overcome  obstacles  and  win  my  wav 
imong  men  by  the  power  that  is  in  me;  but  if  I  can  reach 
iHegoal  sooner  through  your  aid,  1  shall  be  very  glad  to  owe 
Jil  my  success  lo  yon.  Forgive  me  !  Yon  mean  so  mnch  to 
me  that  I  cannot  help  fearing  all  kinds  of  things;  and,  for 
UK,  parting  means  that  desertion  is  at  hand,  and  desertion  is 
dnih." 

"But,  my  dear  boy,  the  world's  demands  are  soon  sat- 
"fied,"  she  returned,  "You  mu^it  sleep  here;  that  is  all. 
.^11  day  long  you  will  he  with  me,  and  no  one  can  say  a  word." 
.\  few  kisses  set  Lurien's  mind  completely  at  rest.  An 
hour  later  Gentil  brought  in  a  note  from  ChSictct.  He  told 
MiDc.  de  Bargeton  that  he  had  found  lodgings  for  her  in  the 
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Roe  Netr»ie-<ie-ljBTirwhr>ntf.  Mate,  de  BjrsetOB  infotiiwd 
basdf  of  tbe  exact  pt3c«,  aad  fbond  that  it  mi  not  very  fiw 
from  tbe  Rac  de  rfchcllc.  "We  shall  be  neigbbore,"  >ii« 
told  Lodeo. 

Two  hotirs  aftenrard  Loobe  stepped  into  tbe  brred  carrbge 
Ktit  by  Cb&tdet  (or  ibe  removal  to  tbe  new  raocus-  TbS 
apirtmenu  were  of  tbe  cUss  that  n]d>olaeren  famiA  and 
lo  wealihjr  dcfxitMS  and  petK>t«  of  coos*dentio«  on  a  short 
v»it  to  Pam  —  showy  and  naooatlbcUkbk.  It  wu  eleven 
o'clock  when  Lucien  retttmed  lo  kis  tttn,  baving  seen  nothing 
as  yet  oi  Paris  except  tbe  port  of  the  Roe  Sainl-Ronor^  which 
liej  between  the  Roe  Neove-de-Luaemboutg  and  ibe  Roe  de 
r^bclle.  He  lay  down  in  hb  miteraUe  little  room,  and 
coold  not  help  comparing  it  in  bis  own  mind  with  Loube'i^ 
snmpraoos  3p:iTtinents. 

Jmt  as  he  came  away  the  Baron  dn  Cliitetet  came  in,  gw 
geowly  arrayed  in  e^vning  drew,  fre^^h  front  the  minister  for 
foreign  aifairc,  lo  inquire  whether  Mme.  de  Bargeton  wu. 
satisfied  with  all  that  he  had  done  on  her  behalf.  NaTs  wa* 
nncasjr.  Tkut  splendor  was  alarming  lo  her  mind.  Prorindil 
life  had  reacted  upon  her;  she  wxi  painfully  conscientiooi 
over  her  accotints  and  economical  lo  a  degree  that  is  looked 
npon  as  mtKTty  in  Raris.  She  had  brought  with  her  twenty 
tbowand  francs  in  the  shape  of  a  drafi  on  the  receiver-general, 
considering  that  the  sum  would  more  than  cover  the  expensea 
of  fotir  year*  in  Paris ;  she  was  afraid  already  lest  she  should 
not  have  enough  and  should  ran  into  <lelit ;  and  now  Chtte- 
let  told  her  that  her  rooms  would  only  cost  six  hundre<l  fraiKS 
per  month. 

"  A  mere  trifle,"  added  he,  seeing  that  NaTs  was  surtled. 
"For  five  hundred  francs  a  month  you  can  have  a  carriage 
from  a  livery  stable  ;  fifty  louts  in  all.  Von  need  only  think 
of  your  drest.  A  woman  moving  in  good  society  could  not 
well  do  leu;  aivd  if  yon  mean  to  obtain  a  receiver-general 's 
apfwintment  for  de  Bargeton,  or  a  post  in  the  booschold, 


ool  IB  looh  powftx^Crickeo.     Here,  in  ! 
vrtj  cn>«  u  the  rich.     Il  b  moat  fununatc  ihat  yi 

0   go  oat    wild    you,   and  Alberlinc    Tor  /oat 
Cm  Kfvuttf  uc  FRDUgh  la  ruin  you  here.     But 
tefwhactkiM  vvo  will  Kidota  t>c  at  horiK  to  a  ninl."    " 
de  BuccUKi  and  the  fijron  du  Chfttclt^t  ctuiicd  ab< 
Chtickt  cave  btr  all  the  ocwt  of  the  day,  the  myr 
thai  yoo  M<  boand  to  know,  titxler  penally  of  be< 
Befon  wry  long  Ibc  Baron  atw  gave  advice  u 
racoamciMfing  Hertuuitt  for  to^im  and  Juhetle  i 
boaiu-ii ;   he  added  the  addrcs  of  a  rashtoaatrii 
lu  •njarr>«de  Virtonne.     In  «hort,  h«  made  t 
If  ■■  Ihe  iwteuitt  u(  niMiing  off  Angotiltmc.     Tlico 
ih  lik  l^ve  aficf  a  final  Aa«h  of  happy  inspiration.       B^ 
'  I  expect  I  (hnll  have  a  bos  u  one  of  the  theatrerfr 
be  murfctd  carele^y ;  '*  I  will  call  for  yuu  and 
de  Rnbenprt,  far  you  mint  allow  tne  to  do  tbc  hon- 
•■vfPkria." 

**  There  is  more  genemity  in  hit  rhsractcr  than  I  ihoughi," 
«td  Hmc.  de  Bwfeton  to  herself  when  Lticicn  wu  included 
B  U)tf  inritattoo. 

la  the  month  of  June  minister  are  oflen  puz/Ied  to  know 
vtaindowiih  Imxcv  at  the  theatre;  ministerial i^i  deputies 
ad  ihefr  cootliiumtB  are  busy  in  their  vineyards  or  harvest- 
■Bd  their  iiMie  eiaeting  acquaintances  are  in  the 
»»r  trtvelinc  alwm  ;  to  it  rfMnes  tn  pass  thnt  Ihe  best 
are  filled  at  Ihr«  leaton  with  hetcrr>(;eneous  theatre-goers, 
at  any  other  time  of  year,  and  the  house  is  apt  to 
bofc  ai  If  it  were  Upc«tned  with  very  sh.ibby  material. 
CMielet  had  thoafht  already  that  thi<t  was  hii  opportunity  of 
l^riif  Nab  the  aiDUtement*  whirh  ptuvincialt  crave  mMt 
Mferiy,  and  that  with  very  Uitlc  cxpenxe. 

The  next  RKiniinif,  the  very  Ant  mominf;  in  Pari«,  I.(icien 
vtM  lathe  Roe  Neuve-de-I.iisentbDiir^  :itid  rmitii)  iliit  lattice 
U  |ooc  ott.    She  bad  gone  tg  make  soiik  indispensable 
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jjr--->  MJt,  ia  u^  gaanad  of  dK  niglitf  and  tPiutriow 
aiitaor;::ts  i=  :s£  Bazter  oc  cne  traunme  toilet,  pointed  (Mt 
to  her  t>T  C.'-I;e^.  lor  six  had  vntten  to  tell  tbe  HarqiaM 
A'E.'i-j^i  o:'  be;  arrival.  Mcae.  cc  Barjcioo  possessed  tbe 
sclf-c^r.fid^^ce  borri  of  a  locg  (ubit  of  rote,  bat  she  wis  tif 
ceti:7.g.y  ai'raid  of  appearicig  :o  be  pronociaL  She  had  Ud 
en'-jug:i  ts  know  ho*  grvaiij  the  tciations  of  wookd  amaog 
ihentKlvn  dtpead  nfio:)  6r^  impcessioos ;  and  tbongh  she 
felt  tha:  she  wis  eqojl  :o  lakiog  her  place  at  ooce  in  such  a 
(lisiir.g'ji>^itd  set  as.  Mme.  d'Espaid's,  she  felt  xlso  that  ibe 
stood  in  need  of  goodwill  at  her  fitst  enirance  into  aocietf, 
and  «u  resolved,  in  the  &rst  place,  that  she  wmld  lette 
nothing  iindor.e  to  secure  socces.  So  she  felt  bomidkaly 
thankful  lo  Chjielet  for  pointing  oat  these  wajrs  of  putting 
herself  in  harmony  with  the  fashionable  world. 

A  sing'jiar  chance  so  ordered  it  that  the  Marquise  was  de> 
lighted  to  find  an  opportunely  of  being  oseful  to  a  coanection 
of  her  husliand's  family.  Tlie  Marqais  d'Espard  had  JDSt 
withdrawn  himself  without  apparent  reason  from  socictf,  and 
reaped  lo  take  any  .ictive  interest  in  affairs,  political  or  dt^ 
mcstic.  His  wife,  thus  left  mistress  of  her  actions,  felt  the 
need  of  the  support  of  public  opinion,  and  was  glad  to  take 
the  Marquis'  place  and  give  her  countenance  to  one  of  her 
hulbiind's  relations.  She  meant  to  be  ostentatiously  graciooSt 
no  M  to  put  her  husband  more  evidently  in  the  wrong ;  and 
thai  very  day  she  wroie  "  Mme.  de  Bargeton  itif  Ndgrepelisse  " 
a  rli.iriniiig  billet,  one  of  the  prettily  worded  compositions  of 
whif.li  lime  alone  can  discover  the  emptiness. 

"She  was  delighted  that  rircumstances  had  brought  a  rela- 
tive, 'if  whom  she  bad  heard,  whose  acquaintance  she  bad 
drsirrd  (o  make,  into  closer  connection  with  her  family. 
Friendships  in  I'aris  were  not  so  solid  but  that  she  longed  to 
find  one  more  to  love  on  earth  ;  and  if  this  might  not  be,  there 
would  only  be  one  more  illusion  to  bury  with  the  rest.    She 
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Lu  .i:i  Ji  !i'.a  icsrr:.  «b  ii:c  :™=  -^^l  liiasctf  ^  fee  fXtflcl 
>p. "..  iTj'l  -rxx^  '-.ic  Liiaai:;  3iat:  lad  ir:iijpE  tie  B^roo  to 
?K":!,  T'-.rt  iir'.ti  li-ii  liir  isi.:ict:n  '-'■m-  'nnx^zz.  biai  to 
-.-,'■ ".  .  :^.  .-"1  "-I'-iJ-^a  '.t  in  i^ntiii'jrmac  a  3<K~;:irT-g«i€ral 
V,  1  TVi^— .-ir:  -. i^.;i.— 1:1;:: -.  ir..i  3:eu=r  -;  iixi  1  «a;  ia  lac 
r.v.-..-. .  -.r  ir,-.r;  is  -niici-  :>"  -i-r:tsrj .  Hi  '2:3c.  '::zi=sl  :o  Puis 
"■-,  s;it  :-.r  r'l.^  .-jier.-  :c --j;  ^riirsds  '^:jiZ  r.ni  "iei=  iirsn  him, 

f.fyr.y::  •r  "...  >..3  -5; .  ■-';  »:i:Li  nirc  ':«;  ::c'2;=5  ae  all, 
>:'\  ■M'-!  - .".y.'i'-'  •'.<ir-.:r  ;:?  --'■:  7-  :c  r^^-::;; ijlocnacy. 

ir^^»  kr.o^i  Hr-i;  i^d,  =■;■=;  ::'  ill.  b;  :^I:  3sLi3:<»i  to  owe 
hi*  ryr..-^'^  i.-.-sieT^vn;  ■;  -j  ri-nl.  A-d  wi:!*  ;fce  poet 
Iv/it^'!  ...  i"  ^aie  ar.ii  i-"i»ij-d.  i'.-S'  nril  >!^-.:«s'  ex-secn- 
lary  wa.;  'jii't  ;r.  --.i?  -Isa:;^:.  Hi  i^ilsc  i:  hb  r:¥a;'s  besiu- 
%,'i:i\,  at  !.i(  ait'/r.ii?.:s<:i:,  a;  tis  -q^tST:;=s  '-<  per,  a:  the  little 
frii;'akn  wfijch  :r.e  li'.-.'^T  •.z::'-ira:.:'.j  ::^d;,  c:::cH  as  ao  old 
fisi'  latiifht  a*  an  apprtr.'ice  who  r.ai  r.::  faa^d  h-s  sea  le^; 
)*<i'  l^j'.i^ri's  j)!eM"re  ai  scti'g  a  pav  fcr  :"-c  firs:  time  in 
I',i(ii  i'^iitir':igri^'I  i'r.<;  ariTioyar.cc  of  ihest  srra'I  h::n; illations. 

Tint  Tvrning  marked  an  epoch  in  Ljcien's  career  :  he  pat 
«■*  ly  n  n'^fd  many  of  r.is  ideas  as  to  proviccial  life  in  the 
i.imtv:  of  it.  Ilii  horizon  widened  ;  society  assumed  difletent 
pi'ilMifti'in"!.  There  were  fair  Parisiennes  in  fresh  and  elegant 
I(iil'-l4  all  ahoDl  him  ;  Mmc.  de  Bargeton's  costume,  tolerably 
(imljitifji|!i  Ili'iiiKb  it  was,  looked  dowdy  by  comparison  ;  the 
irntlTi;!!,  Ilk''  ihc  fashion  and  the  color,  was  out  of  date. 
Thill  w'ty  'if  .'irrariging  her  hair,  so  bewitching  in  AngoulSme. 
tiiokril  fijfrlitfiiliy  iinly  here  among  the  daintily  devised  coif- 
fitrt-H  wliji  h  hr  ti.iw  in  every  direction. 

"Will  1I1C  :ilwayn  look  like  that?"  he  said  to  himself, 
l([i">i'iiii  ih;il  the  morning  h»l  been  spent  in  preparing  a 
irMii'iforiii.itiiin. 

Ill  llir  priivinrp*  comparison  and  choice  are  out  of  the 
quntlun ;  when  a  face  has  grown  familiar  it  comes  10  possess  a 
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'  Alt  ■  liken  Car  gnnted.  Bat  tiaiM|)ort  the 
I  of  the  frnviaoei  to  X^rii  lod  no  one  uka  the 
of  her ;  ber  fxeniiKM  »  of  the  oomprntiTe 
!  IBBMntad  by  the  njiog  that  amoitg  the  blind  the  oo^ 
qnd  aie  kini^  Loden't  eyes  vera  now  boif  compering 
,  de  Bufeian  with  other  woomd,  jut  ■■  abe  benelf  bad 
lum  with  CUUelet  on  the  previoDi  day.  And 
Uhu  de  Beigetoo,  oa  ber  pen,  pennitted  henelf  eone 
MHfe  rdfectioH  vpaa  ber  lover.  Tbe  poet  cat  a  poor  fig* 
■e  aatvuhttuiding  bis  einguUr  beauty.  The  ileens  of  hit 
jiAct  «en  too  dwft  j  with  hit  ill-cnt  country  gloves  and  ft 
miMoeai  too  acanty  for  him,  be  looked  prodigiously  tidico- 
Ihv  coBvarcd  with  the  young  men  in  the  balcony — "  ppai-: 
lii^  pitiable,"  thought  Mme.  de  BargetoD.  CbUelet,  io- 
hMMed  in  ber  witlxiat  pronmption,  taking  care  of  her  in  a 
DiaiiQer  that  revealed  a  profound  passion  ;  ChAtclet,  elegant, 
ind  as  mach  at  home  as  an  acior  treading  the  familiar  boards 
of  his  theatre,  in  two  days  had  recovered  all  the  ground  lost 
IL  the  past  six  months. 

Ordinary  people  will  not  admit  that  our  sentiments  toward 
each  other  can  totally  change  in  a  moment,  and  yet  certain  it 
ii  that  two  lovers  not  seldom  fly  apart  even  more  quickly 
ikan  they  drew  together.  In  Mme.  de  BargeEon  and  in 
Uicien  a  process  of  disenchantment  was  at  work ;  Paris  was 
tbe  cause.  Life  had  widened  out  before  the  poet's  eyes,  as 
society  came  to  wear  a  new  aspect  for  Louise.  Nothing  but 
u  accident  now  was  needed  to  sever  finally  the  bond  that 
mited  them ;  nor  was  that  blow,  s^o  terrible  for  Luclen,  very 
long  delayed. 

Mme.  de  Bargcton  set  Lucien  down  at  his  inn,  and  drove 
bwDc  with  Ch&telet,  to  the  intense  vexation  of  the  luckless 
forer. 

"What  will  they  say  about  me?"  he  wondered,  as  be 
climbed  the  stairs  to  his  dismal  room. 

"That  poor  fellow  is  uncommonly  dull,"  said  ChAtelet, 
with  a  smile,  n^ien  the  door  was  closed. 
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"Tlut  is  ihc  way  vith  tlioic  wito  have  a  world  of  itioughts 
in  their  Itcait  and  Uaiii.  Men  who  have  so  much  in  llKin  to 
give  oul  ID  great  irorks  lung  ilreaa>ed  of  piofci&  a  cciUia 
cootenipi  for  convijr&aiiun,  a  (.omincrce  id  whiiih  tlte  inteUeCC 
sfwnd^  Itself  in  small  chaugc,"  tet«tn«J  ilie  Itaughiiy  Nejre* 
|«li$sc.  She  ttiil  had  couiij^c  to  deleitd  L^ckii,  but  Icwi  for 
l^rieo's  sake  than  for  Ikt  own. 

■'  I  grant  it  yoti  willingly,"  tq>li«I  tlie  Baron.  ■'  b«t  we- 
live  wilh  human  beings  aiHJ  noi  with  bookv  There,  dear 
Nj»,  I  see  how  li  is,  tltcK  is  nothing  between  you  yei.  and 
I  am  delighted  that  it  h  m>.  If  you  decide  to  bring  an  in- 
lerrsl  of  a  kind  hiiheno  la<.king  into  your  life,  let  it  not  be 
thnso^allcd  genius,  I  iinjilore  you.  How  if  yott  have  made 
a  mistake?  Suppose  that  in  a  few  days'  lime,  when  you  Ivave 
compared  him  with  men  whom  you  wilt  meet,  men  of  real 
ability,  men  who  hare  dittincutiihed  tl»Gin^lvci  in  good  earn- 
est ;  suppose  that  yoti  should  discover,  dear  and  fair  siren, 
that  it  is  no  lyrc-beaier  that  you  have  borae  into  port  on  yoar 
dauling  shoulders,  but  a  little  ape,  with  no  manners  and  no 
capacity;  a  presumpluous  foot  who  may  be  a  wit  in  L'Hou- 
roeau,  but  turns  out  a  very  or<linary  specimen  of  a  yoang  man 
in  Paris?  And,  after  all,  volumct  of  verse  come  out  every 
week  here,  the  worst  of  them  bctlcr  than  all  this  Chaidon's 
poetry  put  togciiier.  For  pity's  sake,  wait  and  compare! 
To-morrow,  Friday,  \>  o|>era  night,"  he  continued,  ax  the 
carriage  lunied  into  the  Rue  Ncuve-de. Luxembourg ;  "  Mme. 
d'Expord  has  the  box  of  the  firet  gcnilcmen  of  thechambcf, 
and  will  take  you,  no  doubt.  I  shall  go  to  Mme.  dc  Siriiy's 
box  to  behold  you  in  your  glory.  They  are  giving  '  Les 
DanaTdes.' " 

"Good-by,"  .-Mid  she. 

Next  morning  Mme.  de  Bargcion  tried  to  arrange  a  suitable 
toilet  in  which  to  call  on  her  cousin,  Mme.  d'Espaid.  Tlie 
weather  was  rather  chilly.  I.ooking  through  the  dowdy  ward- 
robe from  AngouICmc,  she  found  nothing  belter  than  a  certain 
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gicCD  *elT«t  gown,  trimiMd  lantasticaJIy  enough.  Lucicn, 
'.'jr  hb  pan,  felt  that  be  must  go  at  once  for  his  celebrated 
Uue  best  coat;  he  Telt  aghast  at  the  thought  of  his  tight 
)M:kct,  and  deiennincd  to  be  well  dretised,  lust  he  should 
SKt  the  Marquise  d'Espard  or  receive  a  sudden  suiniiioiis  to 
vr  bcKMC.  He  must  have  his  luggage  at  uucc,  so  he  took  a 
ub,  and  in  two  hours'  time  spent  tlirce  or  four  francs,  matter 
lurmuch  >ubiequcnt  reflection  on  the  scale  of  the  cost  of  living 
ID  Paris.  Having  dressed  himself  in  his  be^i,  siirli  us  ii  wus, 
ae«ent  to  the  Rue  Nciivc-de- Luxembourg,  and  on  the  (loo>- 
Bcp  encountered  Gentil  in  company  with  a  goigeoualy  be- 
blhered  chaneur. 

"  I  was  just  going  round  to  you,  sir ;  madame  gave  me  a 
liM  for  you,"  said  Gentil,  ignorant  of  Parisian  forms  of  re- 
iptct,  and  accustonted  lo  homely  provincial  ways.  The  chas- 
mr  :ook  the  poet  for  a  scrvant- 

Ljcien  tore  >i|>en  the  note,  amt  learned  \\\.\\  Mnie.  de 
GLt^eioii  had  gone  to  s|M;nd  tlie  tl.iy  with  the  M.iri|uise 
^Esjurd.  She  was  goinj;  lo  ihc  o|)era  in  the  evening,  but 
^-J  !o!il  I.'icicn  to  lie  ihere  to  meet  her.  Her  cousin  |>er- 
vi.wtA  her  to  give  him  a  seat  in  her  box.  The  Marquise 
''l:~I^a^d  was  delighted  to  procure  the  young  i^oet  that 
llea-jre. 

"  Then  she  loves  me !  my  fears  were  all  nonsense  1  "  ;-;ii'l 
L.i-ien  to  himself.  '■  Si>e  is  going  to  present  me  lo  her 
';:-in  thi<  very  cvcninp." 

He  jumped  for  joy.  He  would  spend  the  day  thai  .separ- 
•'?]  him  from  the  happy  evening  as  joyously  as  might  be, 
H?  fia-heil  o'lt  in  the  direction  of  the  Tuilerir-,  drt-aniiii^  -if 
■ikmg  there  until  it  was  time  to  dine  al  V6ry's.  Ami  iinw, 
''•'.'  'Id  I/icien  frisking  and  skipping,  light  of  foot  l)crau»e  liL:li; 
■■■'  Srart,  on  his  way  lo  tlic  Terrasse  des  Feuillants  lo  lake  a 
\y\  at  ihe  people  of  quality  on  promenade  ihcrc.  I'rctly 
*?R)en  walk  arm  in  arm  with  men  of  fashion,  their  adorecs; 
ooples  greet  each  other  with  a  glance  as  they  pass ;  how 


IS  A   PkOli^ClAL   AT  PARIS. 

different  ii  is  from  the  terrace  ax  Bcaulicu !  liw«r  iu  fijicr 
the  bird*  oii  ibb  pcicU  ihau  the  AngoulCinc  ipccirt  1  It  is  u 
if  jou  iKbetd  all  tlic  colors  ihjt  glow  id  titc  pluiuagc  of  the 
(eathcrcd  tnbcs  of  India  oud  America,  iwtead  of  the  >obet 
CuroiKSii  families. 

ThcHc  were  two  wrctciied  tioure  that  Lucien  speui  in  the 
garden  of  the  I'uilcrics.  A  violent  revulsion  swept  through 
him,  and  he  &at  in  judi^ment  upon  hlnudf. 

Id  tl>e  lint  place,  not  a  lingle  one  of  these  gilded  jroutht 
woie  a  twal  tow -tailed  coat.  The  few  exceptions,  one  Of 
two  poor  wretches,  a  cleric  iKre  aiid  there,  an  aiinuitani 
from  the  Marab,  could  be  ruled  out  on  tlie  score  of  igc; 
and  hard  upon  the  discovery  of  a  diuinciion  between 
morning  and  evening  dress,  the  jioet's  ([uick  sensibilittfa&d 
keen  eyes  saw  likcnisc  thai  his  slubb)-  old  cloihcs  were 
not  fit  to  be  seen ;  tiic  defects  in  his  coat  branded  that; 
gannent  as  ridiculoiut;  the  cut  was  old-la.shioned,  the 
was  the  wrong  shade  of  bine,  the  colbr  outrageoosljr 
gaioly,  ilx  coal-tails,  by  dint  of  long  wear,  overlapped 
other,  the  buttons  were  reddened,  and  tlierc  were  fatal  whe 
lines  along  the  scams.  Then  his  waistcoat  was  loo 
and  so  grotesquely  provincial,  that  he  hastily  bultoncd 
coat  over  it ;  and.  finally,  do  man  of  any  prctcnsioo 
fashion  wore  nankeen  trouicis.  Well-dressed  men 
charming  fancy  materials  or  imnucuUte  white,  and  every 
had  straps  to  his  trousers,  while  the  shrunken  hems  of  Lucicn'i 
nether  garments  inanif»te<I  a  violent  antipathy  for  the  heel 
of  shoes  which  they  welded  with  ohviout  reluctance.  IjjcicS 
wore  a  white  cravat  with  embroidered  ends ;  his  sister  had 
seen  that  M.  du  Ilauioy  and  M.  de  Chandour  wore  such 
things,  and  hastened  to  make  similar  ones  for  her  brotlter. 
Here,  no  one  appeared  to  wear  white  cravats  of  a  morning 
except  a  few  grave  seniors,  elderly  capitalists,  and  auitcrc 
public  functionaries,  until,  in  the  street  on  the  other  side  of  the 
railings,  I^cicn  noticed  a  grocer's  boy  walking  along  the  Rue 
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[  4r  Rivoli  with  2  basket  on  his  heid ;  him  the  man  of  Angoo- 

■cdctected  in  the  act  of  sporting  a  cravat,  with  both  ends 
[  doncd  by  (he  handiwork  of  some  adored  shop-girl.  The 
I  iiai  «ai  a  stab  10  Lucien's  breast ;  penetrating  straight  to 
I  Alt  oT^an  as  yet  undefined,  the  seat  of  our  sensibility,  the 
[  xgioa  whither,  since  sentiment  has  had  any  existence,  the 

■  of  men  carry  their  hands  in  any  exce^  uf  joy  or 
mgoidi.  Do  not  accuse  this  chronicle  of  puerility.  The 
rich,  to  be  sure,  never  having  experienced  suSerings  of  this 
ktad,  may  think  them  incredibly  petty  and  smalt ;   but  the 

BBia  of  lets  fortunate  mortals  are  as  well  worth  our  atten- 
tiM  «  crises  and  vicissitudes  in  the  lives  of  the  mighty  and 
privileged  ones  of  canh.  Is  not  the  pain  equally  great  for 
cither?  Suffering  »alU  all  things.  And,  after  all,  suppose 
thst  we  change  the  terms,  and  for  a  suit  of  clothes,  more  or 
lis  fire,  Tiut  ins:ead  a  ribbon,  or  a  star,  or  a  title ;  have  not 
i:....ar.t  t.ireere  been  tormented  by  re.ison  of  such  apparent 
-.des  as  liiese?  .^dd,  moreover,  that  for  those  people  wlio 
a  j:  iitni  to  liave  that  which  they  have  not,  the  qiicstion  of 
c.jiiici  li  of  enormous  imporl.\nce,  and  not  unfruquently  the 
i;pearsncc  of  possession  is  the  shortest  road  to  possession  at 
»'i:er  d.iy, 

Acoid  fweai  broke  out  over  Lucien  as  he  bethought  himself 
■.;.  ;  :o  r.i^ht  htf  must  make  his  first  appearance  before  the 
H_-vi-fe  in  this  dress — the  Manjuise  d'Espard,  relative  of  a 
:'-■!  i";  ::c:nan  of  the  bedchamber,  a  woman  whose  house  was 
»  -]:rr>.d  by  the  most  illustrious  among  illustrious  men  in 


■  I  .J.  it  like  an  aiKithecary's  son,  a  regular  shop-drudge," 
'-t  "ijid  inwardly,  watching  the  youth  of  the  Faubourg  de 
^l.r.^Cs^:n3in  paas  un^K-r  i-.is  --yts;  graceful,  spruce,  fashion- 
i- V  ircissd.  with  a  cer'.jin  uuil'ormity  of  air,  a  sameness  due 
'3  J  ji.ieness  of  contour,  and  a  certain  dignity  of  ( arriagc  and 
ftrresiion  ;  t:-.oiigii,  at  the  s.inie  time,  eacii  one  difTcreil  from 
'.'rest  in  the  setting  by  which  he  had  chosen  to  bring  his 
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lienonal  chancieiiMics  into  prominence.  Each  one 
the  most  of  his  pcrsonnl  advaniagcs.  Young  men  in  Puis 
understand  the  an  of  prcscniing  iliemsclves  quite  as  well  u 
women.  Lucien  had  inheriled  fiom  his  raotliet  the  invalu- 
able [ihysical  diitinclion  of  nu:e,  but  ihe  nicUl  wu  still  in  ibe 
ore,  and  not  set  free  by  the  craftsinsn'K  hand. 

His  h.iir  was  badly  cut.  Instead  of  holding  himself  upright 
with  an  clastic  corset,  he  felt  that  lie  was  cooped  u|>  inside  a 
hideoun  shirt-collaT ;  he  Imng  his  dejected  head  without  rcttsl- 
ancc  on  the  |>arl  of  ^  tinip  rnvat.  What  woman  could  guess 
that  SL  handsome  fool  w.u  hidden  by  ihc  clumsy  boots  whicb 
he  had  brought  fnim  Angoul&me?  Wli^t  yoiio);  man  could 
envy  him  his  graceful  figure,  disguised  by  the  slui>eles  blue 
ui  k  which  hitherto  he  had  mistakenly  believed  to  be  a  cMt? 
Wh.it  bewitching  studs  he  saw  on  those  dazzling  while  shirt 
fronts,  his  own  lookrd  dingy  by  cam|iariso» ;  and  how  nutr* 
vclously  all  these  elegant  jicrions  were  gloved,  hit  own  glova 
were  only  fit  for  a  policeman  !  Yonder  was  a  youth  toying 
wirh  a  cane  exqiiisiii-ty  mounted  ;  there,  another  with  dainty 
gold  studs  in  his  wristbands.  Yet  another  was  twitting  a 
(harming  riding-whip  while  he  talked  with  a  woman  ;  tltere 
were  specks  of  mm!  on  ihc  ample  folds  of  his  wlme  troitiefs. 
he  wore  clanking  spurs  and  a  tight-fitting  jacket,  evidt-ntly 
he  was  about  tu  mount  one  of  the  two  horses  hehl  by  a  hat>- 
o'-roy-ihumb  of  a  tiger.  A  young  man  who  went  \ta\i  iltew 
a  watch  no  thicker  than  a  five-franc  piece  from  his  pockcl, 
and  looked  at  it  with  the  air  of  a  person  who  b  cither  loo 
early  or  too  laic  for  an  appointmcnl. 

I.ucien,  seeing  these  pretty  trifles,  hiilierin  unimagined,  be- 
came aware  of  a  whole  world  of  indispensable  supciRuiiies, 
and  shuddered  to  think  of  the  enormous  cjpiial  needed  by  c 
pfofessionat  prelly  fellow  !  The  more  he  admired  thoc  gay 
and  careless  beings,  the  more  comcioui  he  grew  of  his  own 
outlandishness;  he  knew  tliat  he  looked  like  a  man  who  haa 
no  idea  of  the  direction  of  ihc  streets,  who  stands  close  to 
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tk  FtUu  Royal  and  cantioi  find  it,  and  asks  his  way  to  the 

Lottrre  of  a  passer-by,  who  tells  him,  "  Here  you  are."     Lu- 

oeo  saw  s  great  gulf  fixed  between  him  and  this  new  world, 

and  asked  himself  how  he  might  crass  over,  for  he  meant  to 

be  OM  of  these  delicate,  slim  youths  of  Paris,  these  young 

pilrictans  who  bowed  btfore  women    divinely  dressed   and 

diiiiKly  faax.     For  one  kiss  from  one  of  these,  LucJen  was 

mdy  to  be  cot  in  pieces,  like  Count  Philip  of  Konigsmark. 

Louise's  face  rose  up  somewhere  in  the  shadowy  background 

of  memory — compared  with  these  queens,  she  looked  like  an 

nld  woman.     He  saw  women  whose  names  will  appear  in  the 

biSory  of  the  nineteenth  century,  women  no  less  famous  than 

Ihf  queens  of  past  limes  for  their  wit,  their  beauty,  or  their 

lovers  ;  one  who  passed  was  the  heroine  Mile,  des  Touches, 

so  veil  known  as  Camilic  Mnupin,  the  great  woman  of  letters, 

.";j:  by  her  intellect,  great  no  less  by  her  beauty.     He  over- 

ii'.ir.i  tlif  nnmi'  pronounced  by  those  who  went  by. 

■■  \';i  !  "  he  thought  to  hiin^'lf,  "  she  is  I'uciry." 

Wt,.-.t  w.i-  Mnif.  de  ft.irj,"-ton  in  cnmliarisoii  wilh  tills  angel 

■.  j'i  '!.■■  u'lory  of  youili.  .iiiil  li"]>e,  .irid  [iroiiiise  of  the  future, 

■;:     :;i.it  ■  wect  -iniile  of  licr-;,  arnl  llie  <;rf,il  liaik  eyes  wilh  all 

'■•n  .1  i;i  them,  and  ihe  pUnvini;   iiL;lil  of  I  lie  sun  ?     She  was 

■  'i.i  v,i  .iii'l  rlmtine  "itli  Mine.  f-'Lrnii:ini,  one  <if  tlie  most 
■'  ■■rmirj  woiii-ii  in  Pari-;  .\  vnic  inilre-l  cried,  "  Iiitcllci  I 
.-  :'•  t:  irvet  In  wliirh  lo  ninv  llie  wiiM,"  !>ul  anolhcr  voice 
t:  -1  :.o  leis  i'luJlv  lliat  iii"i;ev  iv.i^  llie  liikruui. 

He  wniiM  not  5i.iv  ai.v  InictT  on  ilif  scene  of  hi'?  collapse 
i"-J  'i-feat.  ami  went  toward  ilie  I'.il.ii>  Royal.  He  did  iioi 
i'w  r'lC  Iii|i.icr.ii>Iiv  of  tiis  cjiartcr  vel,  a:id  wa-;  oblij;e<l  (o 
s-r  :  I?  wav.     Tlieii  he  went  to  Vcr\'s  atvl  ordered  liinner  by 

■  iv  "f  .in  icitiatjon  into  the  plra  nrc=  of  I'.iris  anii  a  solace 
■'■:  hi:  di";.  Mijra;_'eiiirnt.  .\  Imiili-  nf  Bordeaux,  oysters  from 
'^'eu'l,  a  dish  of  (iOi.  a  p.iririd':''.  a  di-.h  of  ni.icaroni  and 
Vvrl — tiiis  was  the  nf  f-fut  ul/'.i  of  liis  ilej-ire.      He  ciijovcd 

T    -■  ;.t;ie  debauch.  -:ui|\;r;'  ■.,;■  w'.iic  how  to  give  tlic  Mar- 
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quise  d'Espard  proof  of  his  wit,  and  redeem  the  shabbiDea 
of  his  grotesque  accoutrements  by  the  display  of  intellectiial 
riches.  The  total  of  the  bill  drew  him  down  from  these 
dreams,  and  left  him  the  poorer  by  fifty  of  the  francs  which 
were  to  have  gone  such  a  long  way  in  Paris.  He  could  have 
lived  in  Angoulerae  for  a  month  on  the  price  of  that  dinner. 
Wherefore  he  closed  the  door  of  the  palace  with  awe,  think- 
ing as  he  did  so  that  he  should  never  set  foot  in  it  again. 

"Eve  was  right,"  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  went  back 
under  ihe  stone  arcading  for  some  more  money.  "  There  la 
a  difference  between  Paris  prices  and  prices  in  L'Houmean." 

He  gazed  in  at  the  tailors'  windows  on  the  way,  and 
thought  of  the  costumes  in  Ihe  garden  of  the  Tuileries. 

"No,"  he  exclaimed,  "I  will  not  appear  before  Mnie. 
d'Espard  dressed  out  as  I  am." 

He  fled  to  his  inn,  fleet  as  a  stag,  rushed  up  to  his  room, 
toolc  out  a  hundred  crowns,  and  went  down  again  to  the 
Palais  Royal,  where  his  future  elegance  lay  scattered  over 
half  a  score  of  shops.  The  first  tailor  whose  door  he  entered 
tried  as  many  coats  upon  him  as  he  would  consent  to  put  on, 
and  persuaded  his  customer  that  all  were  in  the  very  latest 
fashion.  Lucien  came  out  the  owner  of  a  green  coat,  a  pair 
of  white  trousers,  and  a  "  fancy  waistcoat,"  for  which  outfit 
he  gave  two  hundred  francs.  Ere  long  he  found  a  very  ele- 
gant pair  of  ready-made  shoes  (hat  fitted  his  foot ;  and  finally, 
when  he  had  made  all  necessary  purchases,  he  ordered  the 
tradespeople  to  send  them  to  his  address,  and  inquired  for  a 
hairdresser.  At  seven  o'clock  that  evening  he  called  a  cab 
and  drove  away  to  the  opera,  curled  like  a  Saint  John  of  a 
procession  day,  elegantly  waistcoated  and  gloved,  but  feeling 
a  little  awkward  in  this  kind  of  sheath  in  which  he  found  him- 
self for  the  first  time. 

In  obedience  to  Mme.  de  Bargeton's  instructions,  he  asked 
for  the  1k)X  reserved  for  the  first  gentlemen  of  the  bedchamber. 
The  man  at  the  box  office  looked  at  him,  and  beholding 
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I  Ikmb  m  an  the  gnndcnr  uuiocd  for  the  occjokmi,  ia  irhkh 
,  httaoked  like  a  bat  tata  at  «  wc(Idiii(,  asked  Lucieo  for  hi* 


ibww. 


"I  have  no  order." 

"Then  you  canaol  %o  id,"  said  (tie  ouii  at  the  box  office 
My. 
"But  I  belong  to  Madame  d'Espard't  pony." 
"It  i»  not  our  buuncs  to  know  that,"  said  the  man,  who 
1  <Htd  not  help  cxcbanging  a  bircly  pcrcqitiUc  traile  with  his 

[oDbvoc- 

■topped  under  the  peristyle  as  he  spoke.     A 

r,  ia  a  livery  which  Lucicn  did  noi  recognize,  let  down 

,  and  two  women  in  evening  ilicgg  t^inc  out  of  the 

Locicn   liad  no  mind  lu  Uy  litiuielt  upcii  to  aii 

onkr  to  get  out  uf  the  way  front  the  official.     He 

I  awle  lo  kt  tltc  two  ladies  pa»t. 

'Why.  thai  lady  is  iIk  Maiqatse  d'Ksjurd,  whora  you  say 

r,  air,"  the  man  said  ironically. 

.  to  much  the  more  confounded  because  Mme.  de 

■ltd  not  ecmi  lo  recognize  him  in  his  new  plumage; 

he  stepped  up  to  her,  s)i«  stnilcd  at  him  and  said — 

*Tha  has  Ikllcn  out  wonderfully — come  I  " 

The  fanctionaries  ai  the  box  office  icrew  serious  again  as 

jinn  followed  Mme.  de  Bsrgeion,     On  their  way  up  the 

|pw  staircase  the  Udy  introduced  M.  de  Ruliempr^  to  her 

The  bos  belonging  to  tlic  (iist  gcnilcmen  of  tiK 

I  lifchitlLi  is  utuatcd  iii  one  of  tiK  angles  at  the  back  of  the 

hw,  0  that  its  occupants  see  oitd  are  seen  all  over  tlw 

Ikcme.     Lucicn  took  his  teat  on  a  chair  behind  Ume.  de 

fa|ElM,  thankful  lo  be  in  the  sh.Mlow. 

"ICunainir  de  Rnbcmpri,"  said  the  Marquise  with  flalter- 
^  {rviouBKV,  "  this  is  your  first  visit  to  the  opcia,  is  it 
M }   Vou  muit  have  a  view  of  the  lu>use ;  take  this  Kat,  sit  in 
hat  of  the  boK  ;  we  give  you  permission." 
L»,iea  obeyed  as  the  first  act  cane  to  an  end. 
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"You  have  made  good  use  of  your  time,"  Lonise  nidil 
his  ear,  in  her  first  surprise  at  the  chaoge  in  his  aiyeaiMce. 

Louise  was  still  tht  same.  The  near  presence  of  the  liny 
quisi;  d'Espard,  a  Parisian  Mmc.  de  Bargeton,  was  so  djun^- 
ing  to  her ',  the  brilliancy  of  the  Parisicnne  brought  out  all 
the  defects  in  lier  countfy  cousin  so  clearly  by  contrast,  thM 
Lucicn,  looking  out  over  the  fashionable  aixJience  in  the 
sui>erb  building,  and  then  al  the  great  lady,  was  twice  ealight- 
ened,  and  saw  poor  Ana'i's  de  N^grepelisse  as  she  reallj  wa^ 
as  Parisians  saw  her — a  tall,  lean,  withered  woman,  with  a 
pimpled  face  and  faded  couiiileKiyn  j  angular,  stiff;  afTected 
in  her  manner  ;  (ximpous  and  provincial  in  her  speech ;  andt 
above  al!  these  tilings,  dowdily  dressed.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  creases  in  an  old  drets  from  Paris  still  bear  witness  to 
good  la-ste,  you  can  lell  what  the  gown  was  meant  for ;  but 
an  olit  dress  made  in  the  country  is  inexplicable,  it  is  a  thing 
to  provoke  laughter.  There  was  neither  charm  nor  frcshnev 
about  the  dress  or  its  wearer  ;  the  velvet,  like  the  complexion, 
had  seen  wear.  Lucicn  felt  ashamed  to  liave  fallen  in  love 
with  this  cutllc-fi^h  hone,  and  vowed  that  he  would  profit  bj 
Ijouise's  next  fit  of  virtue  to  leave  her  for  good.  Having  an 
excellent  view  of  the  house,  he  could  see  the  opera  glasses 
pointed  at  the  aristocratic  box  par  exceUcnce.  The  best- 
dressed  women  must  certainly  be  scrutinizing  Mme.  de  Barge- 
ton,  for  they  smiled  at  each  other  as  they  talked  among  than- 
selves. 

If  Mme.  d'Espard  knew  the  object  of  their  sarcasms  from 
those  feminine  smiles  and  gestures,  she  was  iJcrfectly  insensi- 
ble to  them.  In  the  first  place,  anybody  must  see  that  bei 
companion  was  a  poor  relation  from  the  country,  an  afilictioQ 
with  which  any  Parisian  family  may  be  visited.  And,  in  the 
second,  when  her  cousin  had  spoken  to  her  of  her  dress  with 
manifest  misgivings,  she  had  reassured  AnaTs,  seeing  that, 
when  once  properly  dressed,  her  relative  would  very  easily 
acquire  the  tone  of  Parisian  society.     If  Mme.  de  Bargeton 


A  PKOVINCIAL  AT  PARIS.  23 

■ceded  poli^,  on  ibe  other  huid,  she  posseiised  the  naiivc 
hp^tincss  of  good  birth,  and  that  indescribable  something 
■hicA  nuy  be  called  "  pedigree."  So,  on  Monday  her  luni 
■nU  come.  And,  moreover,  the  Marquise  knew  lliLit  as 
noDas  jKople  teamed  that  the  stranger  was  her  coubin,  tiiey 
■odd  suspend  their  banter  and  look  twice  before  they  cou- 
dnuted  her. 

Lacien  did  foresee  the  change  in  Louise's  appearance  shortly 
to  be  wtirked  by  a  scarf  about  her  throat,  a  pretty  dre^s,  an 
drjant  coiffure,  and  Mine.  d'Es]>ard's  advice.  As  they  came 
«ptSe  staircase  even  now,  the  Marquise  told  her  cousin  not 
to  hold  her  handkerchief  unfolded  in  her  hand.  Guud  or 
Ind  taste  tnma  upon  hundreds  of  such  almost  imperci'ptible 
ihades,  which  a  quirk-witted  woman  discerns  at  uncu,  while 
(Then  will  never  grasp  thei)i.  Mme.  de  Bargeton,  plentifully 
j;.;,  wji  mur-^  ilian  ilfvcr  enough  to  ilisruvcr  licr  shuriioin- 
■■''p..  Mmc.  if'K.-.|iard,  sure  that  her  ]>ii]>jl  would  lio  her  c  rcdit, 
:id  1.01  deiliMc  lo  form  licr.  In  >liort.  the  comjjatt  bi'iwi.'i.ii 
tS-  Two  women  had  betn  confirmed  by  self-interest  on  either 
■iii- 

M:nr.  dt-  Bargclon,  enthralled,  d.iz/led,  and  fi'ciiiated  by 
hrt  fouai'i'-.  tnaniier,  wit,  .inil  .n 'pi.iint.im  es,  h-ui  iiiddenlv 
ifiiiieii  iirrM-lf  a  votary  of  tlie  idul  of  tiie  day.  Slie  hid 
iliscrrucd  ihe  aii;ns  of  the  otciill  [jowcr  exerted  by  tlii;  amlii- 
ti.'Ui  ireal  l.jdy,  and  told  herself  that  she  eould  (;.iiii  het  end 
*  t.ic  iitellitc  i)f  iliis  siar,  so  she  had  been  (njls|iukt.-ii  in  her 
Kinirition.  Tiie  Marquise  was  not  in-en-ible  to  tlie  artlessly 
aimi'.ied  cunipivT.!.  She  look  an  interest  in  her  con-^iii,  weing 
tut  >.he  wa-'  wiak  and  [loor  ;  she  wjs,  beside,  not  ii;di-|ioseil 
;o  lake  a  pu|id  wiili  whom  to  found  a  school,  and  aski-d  iiolh- 
'ig  letter  than  in  have  a  -.ort  of  l.adjiii-wailiiig  in  Mme.  de 
Bargeton,  a  dependent  who  wmdd  sing  her  |irai-.es,  a  iteasure 
f»ea  mote  scarce  among  Parisian  women  than  asMnih  and 
bral  critic  among  the  literary  tribe.  The  flutter  of  curiosity 
ID  :he    house  was  loo  marked   to  be   ignored,  however,  and 
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Miuc.  d'Esiard  politely  cudcavored  to  lum  bet  cousin's 
ffoca  the  irutli. 

"If  ail)- one  comes  to  our  boi,"  sbe  saidt  " perhaps 
may  discover  the  cause  to  whkh  we  owe  the  honor  of  ti 
iBicrcst  that  these  ladi«  arc  Ukiiig " 

"  I  luve  a  strong  suspicion  thai  it  is  tay  old  \-cIvet  gO' 
and  Auguumoisiii  air  which  Pariiian   ladies  find  unuting," 
Mme.  dc  Boigeton  answered,  laughing. 

*'  No,  it  is  not  you ;  it  is  somcihing  thai  I  cannot  cxjilaio,' 
she  added,  turning  lo  the  poet,  and,  as  she  looked  at  him 
the  first  time,  it  seemed  to  strike  her  that  he  wju  singul 
dreued. 

"There  is  Monsieur du  Chaiclei,"  exclaimed  Lncienat  tl 
very   tnomeiit,  and  Ik    |)ointed  a  finger  toward  Mu>c. 
S^rixy's  box,  which  the  renoraled  beau  had  just  cnlered. 

MoK.  de  Bargclon  bit  her  lip«  wiih  chagrin  a&  she  saw  i 
gesture,  and  saw  beside  the  Marquise's  ilt-Kippre>«ed  smile 
contennplnous  astonishment.     "  Where  docs  the  young  man 
come  from?"  her  look  said,  and  Louise  felt  humbled  ihrou^ 
her  love,  one  of  the  sliariicst  of  all  {ungs  for  a  Frcnchwoi 
a  mortilication  for  which  she  cannot  foi^ve  her  lover. 

In  these  circles  wlicrc  trifles  arc  of  such  importance, 
gesture  or  a  word  at  the  outset  is  enough  to  r^iin  a  new-coHMTi 
It  is  the  principal  merit  of  fine  manners  and  the  hi 
breeding  that  tltcy  produce  the  elTcci  of  a  harmoniout  wbok)' 
in  which  every  clement  is  so  blended  that  nothing  is  start! 
or  olrtrusiTc.  Even  those  who  break  the  laws  of  (his  science^' 
cither  through  ignorance  or  carried  away  by  some  im)iolie) 
must  comjin-lveml  that  it  is  with  social  intercourse  as  with 
music,  a  tingle  discordant  note  is  a  complete  negation  of  the| 
art  itself,  for  the  harmony  exists  only  when  all  its  condilioi 
are  observed  down  to  the  least  particular. 

'•  Who  is  the  gentleman  ?  "  asked  Mme.  d'Espard,  look! 
towjrd  Chjielet.     "And  liave  you  made  Madame  de  Sttiiy'l 
acquaintance  already?" 
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"Oa  \  ii  that  tiie  famous  Madame  dc  Sirizy  who  has  had  so 
maaj  adventures  and  yet  goes  everywhere?  " 

".in  onhcard-of  thing,  my  dear,  explicable  but  unexplained. 
Tm  mtH:  lurmidaLle  men  are  her  friends,  and  wliy  ?  Nobody 
diicj  Eo  (aihom  :he  mystery.  Then  is  this  person  the  lion  of 
Acgoaltme  ?  " 

"Well,  Monsieur  le  Baron  du  Cliitelei  has  been  a  good 
<kal  UJked  about,"  answered  Mine,  de  Bargeton,  moved  by 
nciiy  to  give  her  adorer  the  title  which  she  herself  had  called 
ID  que>iioii.  "He  was  Monsieur  de  Montriveau's  traveling 
companion." 

".\;i!"  said  the  Mutquise  d'Espard,  "I  never  hear  that 
Bixe  without  thinking  of  tlxe  Duchesse  dc  Langeais,  poor 
lliisg.  She  vanished  like  a  falling  star.  That  is  Monsieur 
«  Rastignac  wilh  Madame  de  Nucingen,"  she  continued, 
.:M:.LJ:i::g  iLiotiicr  bo\ ;  "  slie  is  the  wife  of  a  contractor,  a 
iir.kcr.  a  city  man,  a  broker  on  a  large  stale  ;  l.c  forced  liis 
»sv  ir.to  society  wiili  his  money,  and  they  >ay  that  he  is  not 
itr\  itr-jp'jlous  as  lo  llie  methods  of  making  ii.  He  is  at 
nv::e-j  pains  to  establish  his  credit  as  a  s;aiHh  uplmlder  of 
I'jc  D  "rbii^i.  and  l;.is  tried  already  to  gain  a!iuii;iai;ce  into 
^>  •*:.  \Vh;n  hia  *\\<  luck  Madame  df  l-.m^eai?'  box,  she 
;".c'j.;r,:  ■,'.-;  she  coi;'d  take  her  cliarni,  her  \s\:.  and  her  suc- 
m.  i-  kSA.     It  is  the  old  fable  of  tlic  jay  in  i^c  pcarock's 

■  H3H-  d>j  Monsieur  and  M.idanie  dc  R.iiiignac  manage  lo 
if  ■  :l.;:r  sun  in  I'.iris.  w*i;cn,  as  w-.-  k^iow,  ii;cir  income  is 
.  J--  J  ;i;i-tiia!id  itoh-i;??"  .iskcd  I.iicieii,  in  iiis  astonish- 
~:'.'.  ;:  Rasiigiiac's  elega;it  ami  exjieiisin-  dress. 

■■  I,    .;  ■-■aay  to  icc  that   you  come   froiii   .\i;«;i>!i!C;iie,"  sain 

Mv  tr.  d'Espard,   ironically  enough,  as  she  con;i;;u,d  lo  gaze 

:  r..-jg';  ii^r  ojwra-j^iass. 

Her  re:naik  was  lost  iiponLunen;  the  all-aWoiMi^g  sjiec- 

-  o!  ".he  I'oxos  prevented  l.iiii  mi::i  ii;iriki;;g  uf  aiiythin^ 

H-~  ja^^ssed   tlie  conimcnia  \\\.\(vz  upon  Mme.  de  Bar- 
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geton,  and  saw  that  he  liimseir  was  an  object  of  no  smj 
curiosity.     I»uisc,  on  the  other  hand,  was  exceedingly  mo 
tified  by  the  evident  slight  esteem  in  which  the  Marqu 
held  Lucien's  beamy. 

"  He  cannot  be  so  handsome  as  1  thought  hini,"  the 
to  herself;  and  between  ■'  not  so  liandsome  "  and  "  not 
clever  as  I  thought  him  "  there  was  but  one  step. 

The  cuTtaio  fell.    Chatelet  was  [paying  a  visit  to  the  Ducb 
de  Carigliano  in  an  adjoining  box;  Mmc.  dc  Borgeton 
knowledged  his  bow  by  a  slight   inclination  of  the  he 
Nothing  escapes  a  woman  of  the  world;   Chlielcl's  air 
distinction  was  not  lost  upon  Mmc.  d'Esi»Td.     Just  «  l\. 
moment  four  personages,  four  Parisian  celebiiltes,  cacoe  inli 
the  box,  one  after  another. 

The  moa  striking  feature  of  the  first  comer,  M.  dc  ManajJ 
famous  for  the  passions  which  he  had  inspired,  was  his  girlU 
beauty  ;  but  its  softness  and  elTirminacy  were  cuunteracied 
the  expression  of  his  eyes,  unflinching,  steady,  untamed,  an 
hard  as  a  tiger's.  He  was  loved  and  he  was  feared.  Ludfl 
was  no  less  handsome ;  but  Lucien's  expression  was  so  gent 
his  blue  eyes  su  limpid,  that  he  scarcely  seamed  to  ]>ossen  til 
strength  and  power  which  attract  women  so  strongly.  No 
ing,  moreover,  so  far  had  brought  out  the  poet's  meritij 
while  de  Marsay,  with  his  (law  of  spirits,  his  confidence  in  lili 
power  to  please,  and  appropriate  style  of  dreu,  eclipsed 
rival  by  his  presence.  Judge,  therefore,  the  kind  of 
that  Lucien,  stilF,  starched,  unl>ending  in  clothes  as  new  i 
unfamiliar  as  his  surroundings,  was  likely  to  cut  in  de  Mar- 
say's  vicinity.  Dc  Marsay  with  his  wit  and  charm  of  manner 
was  privileged  to  be  insolent.  From  Mme.  d'Eipard's  recep- 
tion of  this  personage  his  importance  was  at  once  evident  to 
Mme.  de  Bargelon. 

The  second  comer  was  a  Vandcncsse,  the  cause  of  the 
scandal  in  which  Lady  Dudley  was  concerned.  Ftlix  de 
VandcDcsse,  amiable,  intellectual,  and  modnt,  had  none  of 
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dcndcmiia  aa  which  dc  ManAy  prided  himself  and 
itf  hs  MCC«Ki  to  dumeiricaUy  opposed  qualiijes.  Her  had 
■  wBinlj  recommended  lo  Mcnc.  d'Esp;ird  by  her  cuiuia 
K.  de  ^(onuaf. 

dttrd  wu  Gcacial  dr  Moniriveau,  the  author  uf  the 
'itc  Langnii'  ruin. 
Tkc  fafth,  M.  d<  Cantlis,  one  of  the  ramous  |K>ets  of  the 
feft  aad  at  yet  I  newly  (ikh  celebrity,  was  prouder  of  hii 
of  hit  gcBim,  and  dangled  in  Mine.  d'Ejpaid's 
I  by  w«X  o'  concealing  liii  love  for  the  Ducheae  de  Chau- 
la  ^Icof  hU  graca  snd  the  affectation  thM  spoiled 
I,  it  w»*  easy  to  disteni  the  vast,  lurking  ambiiioriFi  that 
hint  at  a  Later  day  into  the  ^tonus  uf  political  life. 
4  As  tbM  mithi  be  called  insignificantly  pretty  and  careu* 
•f  nauKO  ihtnly  diffoinj  t)<e  man't  deeply  rooted  egoism 
■id  Wfait  of  (imtintBlly  calculating  the  chances  of  a  career 
I  St  the  time  lookal  problem  mica  I  enough  ;  though  his 
of  Mmc.  de  Chaulieu  (a  woman  past  forty)  made  in- 
fur  him  at  caart,  and  brought  him  the  applause  of  the 
f«ibo«.'S  Ssini  Otrmain  and  the  gil>cs  of  the  liberal  party, 
«bo  dabbed  him  "  (he  fwcl  of  the  sacristy." 

de  Bargeton,  with  these  remarkable  figures  before 
longer  wondered  at  the  slight  esteem  in  which  the 
'  held  Lucien's  good  looks.  And  when  conver^tion 
intetJeiU  *o  keen,  so  subtle,  were  revealed  in 
words  "iih  more  meaning  and  depth  in  ihem  than 
ide  Bargeton  hranl  in  a  raomh  of  talk  at  AngoulJmcj 
ad,  ao«l  of  all,  when  Canalii  uttered  a  soDorom  phravr, 
■■ning  np  a  materialistic  epoch,  and  gilding  it  with  imnry 
— 4htn  Aita'a  fell  all  the  tnilh  of  ChAielet's  dicium  of  ili« 
rventnf.  I.aHen  wm  nothing  to  her  now.  Eccry 
crwelly  ignored  tl»c  aniacky  stranger ;  he  wai  so  miicH 
■  foneig^er  Iluening  to  an  unknown  language  thai  tlie 
d'£tpard  took  pity  on  him.  She  liirned  to  Canalii. 
••  PtmM  DC  to  introduce  Monsieur  de  Rubempr^,"  ihe 
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said.     "You  rank  too  high  in  the  world  of  letters  not  lo  we 
com«  a  dtbittanl.     Monsieur  dc  Rubcmpri  is  from  Angoultmc,  \ 
and  will  need  your  influence,  no  doubt,  with  the  ]>owen  itut-j 
bniig  genius  to  light.     Si.>  far,  he  h:u  no  enemict  to  help  hin 
to  SHccc&s  by  their  attacks  upon  him.     Is  (here  enough  orig- 
inality ii)  the  idea  of  obtaining  for  him  by  friendthip  all  ihi 
haired  has  doDe  for  you  to  lempt  you  to  nuke  ilie  cxt)cit-J 
ment?" 

The  four  new-comers  all  looked  at  Lncien  while  the  Mar-1 
quisc  was  i>pcakiiig.  Dc  Marsay,  only  a  couple  of  pace* 
away,  put  up  an  eyegla^  and  looked  from  Lucicn  lo  Mme.  d« 
Bargeton,  and  then  again  at  Lucien,  coupling  tlieiii  with  some  ' 
mocking  thought,  cruelly  mortifying  lo  both.  He  scrtili-| 
nized  tliem  as  if  Ihey  had  been  a  pair  of  strange  anitnah,  %vA,\ 
then  he  smiled.  The  smile  was  like  a  stab  to  the  diMinguished  ] 
prorincial.  F^lix  de  Vandenesse  assumed  a  charitable  air. , 
Montriveau,  with  insolent  conlemgit,  looked  Lucicn  throu 
and  (hrough. 

"M.ndaine,"  M.  de  Onalis  answered  wiih  a  bow,  "I  wllll 
obey  you,  in  spite  of  the  selfuli  instinct  which  prompts  us  wl 
show  a  rival  no  favor;  but  you  have  accuston>ed  as  lof 
miracles." 

"Very  well,  do  me  ihe  pleasure  of  dining  with  vat  om{ 
Monday  will)  Moniieur  \\t  Rubemiiri,  and  you  can  talk  of  ' 
matters  lileniy  at  your  e.^se.  I  will  try  to  cnliii  some  of  the-| 
tyrants  of  the  worl<I  of  letter;  and  the  great  people  who  pro-  [ 
Icct  them,  the  author  of  '  Ourika,'  and  one  or  two  youngj 
poets  with  M>iitid  views." 

"Madame  \x  Marquise,"  said  de  Mar>ay,  "if  yon  giv 
your  uippott  to  (hi^  genilemnn  for  Ills  intellect,  I  will  tupjiortj 
him  for  his  good  looks.     I  will  give  liim  advice  which  wiV 
put  him  in  a  fair  way  lo  be  the  luckiest  dandy  ii»  Paris.   Afte( 
that,  he  may  be  a  poet — if  he  has  a  mind-" 

Mme.  de  Bargelon  tli.inked  tier  coiiMri  hy  a  grateful  glanc«^ 

"  I  did  not  know  thai  you  were  jealous  of  intellect,"  Mon- 
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throa  said,  turuing  to  de  Marsay ;  "good  fortune  is  the 
deuh  of  a  pucE." 

"Is  ilal  why  your  lordship  U  thinking  of  marriage?  "  iii- 
qiired  the  dandy,  atldrcssing  Caiialis,  and  watching  Mme. 
d'Espard  to  see  if  tlie  words  went  home. 

Canalis  shrugged  his  siiouldcrs,  and  Mme.  d'Espard,  Mme. 
de  Chaolieu's  niece,  began  to  laugh.  Lucien  in  his  ni:iv 
clotbes  fell  as  if  he  were  an  Egyptian  statue  in  its  narrow 
sbeath  ;  he  was  ashamed  that  he  liad  nothing  to  say  for  him- 
Klf  all  this  while.  At  length  he  turned  gracefully  to  tlie 
Varq-jise. 

"After  your  kindness,  madame,  I  am  pledged  to  make  no 
Uaies,"  he  said  in  those  soft  tones  of  his. 

Chitelet  came  in  as  he  spoke;  he  had  seen  Montriveau, 
nd  by  hook  or  crook  snatched  at  the  chance  of  a  good  in- 
;rodac:;on  to  the  Marquise  d'Espard  through  one  of  the  kings 
5i'  Pjr;5.  He  l>o*ed  10  Mine,  de  Bargeton,  and  begged 
Mme.  d'E^p-.rd  to  pardo]i  him  for  the  liberty  he  look  in  in- 
viJ.r^  her  box  ;  he  bad  b^-en  separated  so  long  from  his 
;:^vcl:rg  conipanioii !  Montriveau  and  ChStelet  met  for  the 
n.*^:  ::rae  since  tiiey  parted  in  the  desert. 

"To  part  in  the  desert,  and  meet  again  in  the  opera 
Mase  !  "  said  I.ucien. 

"■Quite  a  tiieatrical  meeting !  "  said  Canalis. 

Mjntriveau  introduced  the  Baron  du  Chltelet  to  the  Mar- 
^.i--;.  and  the  Manjiiise  received  her  royal  highness'  ex-secre- 
■.iTvihe  more  gr,i<;iously  becanse  she  had  seen  that  he  had 
-^tn  very  well  received  in  lliree  boxes  already.  Mme.  de 
>:'-i\  kntw  none  but  uufxcepiionable  people,  and,  moreover, 
■■:  Hi  Mur.'.riveau's  traveling  companion.  So  potent  was  this 
-■I  tredential  thai  Mme.  de  Ilargeton  saw  from  the  manner 
til  ..He  group  that  (licy  accepted  ChSiclel  as  one  of  iliemselves 
* '"ou;  demur.  Chatclcl  snk.in's  airs  in  Aiigoiil^mc  were 
K'iJenly  explained. 

■U  length  the  Baron  saw  Lucien,  and  favored  him  with  a 


» 


A  PROVINCIAL  AT  PAKIS. 


cool,  disparaging  iitttc  pod,  iiidtcative  to  men  of  the  world  < 
tbe  rccipicDi's  infenor  siaiion.  A  sardonic  ciprcutou 
compaiiied  ibe  grcelingf  "How  does  kt  come  here?" 
seemed  to  say.  This  was  not  lu>t  on  littnc  whu  u<r  it  j 
dc  Mar»y  leaned  lovrard  Monlriveau,  and  uid  in  t« 
ludiblc  to  Chaiclcl — 

"Di>  ask  him  who  the  queer-loolcing  young  fellow  is  tb 
looks  like  a  dummy  at  a  tailor's  slore-door." 

ChAlelel  spoke  a  few  words  in  his  iiavchng  coupuieBtt 
ear,  and,  while  apjucenily  renewing  hisacquaiQUace,  not 
cut  his  ri\'al  to  pieces. 

If  Lucien  was  surprised  ai  the  apt  wit  and  the  subtlety  with] 
which  these  gentlctucn  formulated  their  replies,  he  felt  \t\ 
wildered  with  epigram  and  repartee,  and,  most  of  all,  by  '■ 
oiT-hand  way  of  talking  and  iheir  ease  of  manner,  five  i 
tcrial  luxnry  of  Paris  had  slinned  him  that  morning ;  at  nigh 
he  saw  the  same  lavish  expenditure  of  intellect.  By 
mysleriou.''  means,  he  asked  himself,  did  these  people 
such  piquant  reflections  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  th 
repartees  which  he  could  only  have  made  after  much  pQDdeN| 
ing.  And  not  only  were  they  at  ease  in  their  speech,  th 
were  at  ease  in  their  dress,  nothing  looked  new,  nothing 
looked  old,  nothing  about  then)  was  conspicuous,  ererythta 
attracted  the  eyes.  The  fine  gentleman  of  to-day  was  tli 
tame  yesterday  and  w>iuld  be  the  same  to-morrow.  Lucie 
guessed  thfit  he  himself  looked  as  if  he  wcr«  dressed  for  th 
first  time  in  his  life. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  said  de  Marsay,  addressing  Fdlix 
Vandenesse,  "that  young    R:islignac  is  soaring   awny  tike  •] 
paj^er-kiie.     Look  at   him   in  the  Marquise  rfe  Listomtre'l 
box ;  he  it  making  progress  he  is  putting  up  his  eyeglass  it] 
us  1     He  knows  this  gentleman,  no  doubt,"  added  ll>e  dandf,| 
speaking  to  Lucicn,  but  looking  elsewhere. 

"  He  can  scarcely  fail  to  have  heard  the  name  of  ■ 
man  of  whom  we  are   proud,"  aid   Mme.   de   Bargelon.' 


Moy/^i/C/AL  AT  PAJt/S.  m 

iMdy  his  snrter  «n  present  whes  Honsteor  de  So* 
md  M  MNiae  verjr  fine  poetrjr." 

FcJis  (Ic  Vandrnesse  and  de  Maniy  then  took  leftve  of  th* 
lUrquuc  d'Espud,  and  went  off  to  Mine,  de  Urtonitw, 
ViDdncaK's  riner.  The  lecond  act  began,  xnd  the  thrav 
me  lei't  to  iLenuelves  agaia.  Tlie  curious  women  leaniad 
b*  Mioe.  dc  Bargeioa  cxmc  to  be  there  from  sooM  of  tlw 
|Btj,  wbile  the  otitcrs  announced  the  arrival  o{  a  post  ux) 
Mdc  fbn  of  his  conume.  Csualii  went  back  to  the  Docbent 
de  Chanlicti  and  no  more  was  seen  o(  him. 

Lociea  wsi  glad  when  the  rising  of  the  curtain  produced  a 
All  Mhk.  de  Bargeton's  misgivings  with  regatd 
trt  increased  by  the  marked  atlentioii  which  the 
d'Espord  bad  shown  luCliiielct;  her  manitertowud 
At  Bnon  wa*  very  diflereni  from  the  patronizing  affitbility 
■ilh  which  she  treated  I.ucien.  Mme.  de  Listomire's  box 
ns  foil  during  the  second  act,  and,  to  all  appearance,  the 
Hlk  tamed  upon  Mine,  de  Bargeioii  and  Lucien.  Young 
Ksiigiijc  was  evidently  entertaining  the  party ;  he  had  raised 
iwguter  ijiai  needs  frc^li  fuel  every  day  in  Parts,  the  laughter 
ilai  seties  upon  a  topic  and  exhausts  it,  and  leaves  it  stale 
ud  threadbare  in  a  moment.  Mme.  d'Espard  grew  uneasy. 
She  knew  that  an  ill-natured  speech  is  not  long  in  coming  to 
the  ears  of  those  whom  it  will  wound,  and  wailed  till  the  end 
Bf  the  act. 

Afier  a  revulsion  of  feeling  such  as  had  taken  place  in  Mme. 
•k  Bargeton  and  Lucien,  strange  things  come  to  pass  in  a 
Iwief  space  of  time,  and  any  revolution  within  us  is  controlled 
bylaws  that  work  with  great  swiftness.  Cli&telet's  sage  and 
politic  words  as  to  Lucien,  spoken  on  the  wny  home  from  the 
VMderilte,  were  fresh  in  Louise's  memory.  Every  phrase  was 
spnphecy ;  it  seemed  as  if  Lucien  had  set  himself  to  fulfill 
Ae  predictions  one  by  one.  When  Lucien  and  Mme.  dc 
Bngeion  had  parted  with  their  illusions  concerning  each 
ste,  the  Incklecs  youth,  with  a  destiny  not  unlike  Rousseau's, 
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1KBI  SO  far  in  his  picd«cesor's  footsteps  that  he  man  capti- 
vated by  the  grcAt  lady  and  smitten  with  Mme.  d'Espiid  3tJ 
fim  flight.     Young  mcii  and  men  who  remember  titnr  yoingll 
emoCioRS  can  sec  that  this  was  oiily  what  might  Uaire  been} 
looked  for.    Mme.  d'Etpard  with  Ikt  dainiy  ways,  her  delicite  j 
enunciation,  and  the  refined  tones  of  her  voice ;  the  fragile ' 
woman  m  envied,  of  such  high  place  and  hij;h  degree,  t^\ 
(tcared  before  the  poel  as  Mme.  dc  fUrgtrion  hail  appeared  10 
him  in  Angoutime.     His  fickle  nature  ]>rom|>tcd  him  lodetire 
influence  in  thai  lofty  sphere  at  once,  and  the  surest  way  to 
secure  wch  infiitcncc  was  to  posscw  ihe  woman  who  exerted 
it,  and  then  everything  would  be  his.     He  Iiait  nicceeded  at 
Angouienie,  why  shotild  he  not  succeed  in  Paris  ? 

Involuntarily,  and  despite  Ihe  novel  counter -fascination  of 
the  stage,  his  eyes  turned  to  thit  Ciltin^ne  in  l>er  splendor)' 
he  glanced  furtively  at  her  every  moment ;  the  longer  he 
looked,  Ihe  nwre  he  desired  to  look  at  her.  MnK.  4e 
Dargeton  caught  the  gleam  in  LiKicct's  ey»,  and  saw  that  he 
found  the  Maitjuise  more  interesting  than  the  opera.  If 
Ijucien  had  forsaken  her  for  the  fifty  daughters  of  Danaos,  she 
could  have  borne  his  desertion  with  equanimity  ;  but  another 
gIsBce — bolder,  more  ardent,  and  unmistakable  than  any  be- 
fore— revealed  Ihe  uateofljucien't  feelings.  She  grew  jealous, 
but  not  so  much  for  the  future  as  for  the  past. 

"  He  never  gave  mc  snrh  a  look?"  she  thought.     "De*f' 
me  I     Chatelct  was  tight !  " 

Then  she  saw  that  she  had  made  a  mistake ;  and  when  a 
woman  once  begins  to  rcjient  of  her  wenknrates  .i)i«  sponge*  i 
out  the  whole  past.  Every  one  of  Lttcien's  gl.ince*  rouBed  het 
indignation,  but  to  all  outward  apprarance  she  was  calm.  De 
Marsay  came  back  in  the  interval,  bringing  M.  dt-  Usiom^ 
with  him;  and  that  serious  person  and  ihe  youni;  coicomb 
soon  informed  the  Mjrqiii«e  that  the  wetldinj^-giievi  in  his 
holiday  suit,  whom  nhe  had  the  l»d  lurk  to  have  in  her  box, 
had  ai  much  right  to  the  appellation  of  Rubempri  as  a  Jew  to 


A   PJtOriAClAL   AT  PARIS.  3S 

ibapdsnul  name.  Lucicn's  father  was  an  apothecary  named 
Qurdoo.  M.  de  R^utignac,  who  knew  all  about  AugouISme, 
hid  ict  KTcral  boxes  laughing  already  at  the  mummy  whom 
tk  Marquise  styled  her  cousin,  and  at  the  Marquise's  fore- 
limght  in  having  an  apothecary  at  hand  lo  suslain  an  artificial 
hfc  with  drugs.  In  short,  de  Marsay  brought  a  selection 
bva  tbe  thonsand-and-one  jokes  made  by  Parisians  on  the 
^nr  of  the  iDoment,  aod  no  sooner  uttered  than  forgotten. 
QA^ctet  was  at  tbe  back  of  it  all  and  the  real  author  of  this 
hiDu:  £aith. 

UnM.  d'E^pard  turned  to  Mme.  de  Bargeton,  put  up  her 
bo,  and  said,  "My  dear,  tell  me  if  your  protege's  name  is 
niljt  Monsieur  de  Rubempri?  " 

'He   has  asumed   his   mother's  name,"  said   Anajs,  un- 

■Br.  w.io  was  his  father?" 

■■  H;-  faiher's  name  was  Chardon." 

"A-.d  what  was  this  Chardon  ?  " 

"A  ilraggii!," 

■  M>  dear  friend.  I  fell  finite  sure  that  all  Pjris  could  not 
be  j';g';  ng  at  any  one  whom  I  took  up.  I  do  not  care  to 
9i\  -.ere  when  wags  come  in  in  high  glee  because  there  is  an 
i:""-:--c;rv's  tio:i  in  niy  box.  If  you  will  follow  my  advice,  we 
•iil  Isivc  it,  and  at  once." 

M:r,s,  ■i'Eipard's  expression  was  insolent  enough  ;  Lucien 
»i;  a;  s  lilies  \ci  accoiiiit  ior  her  <::iangc  of  coin)lenante.  He 
■  "i!;L'r,;  irut  hi.  waisicoai  was  in  bail  lasie,  which  w.is  true  ; 
'•'.t  ihit  his  coat  look':-i  like  a  nriratnv^'  of  the  fashion,  which 
':!  :.k*wisc  trie.  He  clisccrncd.  i:i  bjtterneivs  of  soul,  that 
;  "nast    put    Inni^clf  in   tlie   haTnU  of  ,iii   tx|"crl   tailor,   and 

»-'J  ".hat  he  won  if  irn  t  .i'  vcrv  ri'xl  iniirmii.':  !o  the  most 
■■-.J  rated  artist  in  Paris,  On  Monday  he  wiuild  liolii  his  own 
*      :he  men  at  the  Marquiv's  li.in-e. 

Vr'.  '.  i-l  Jn  thought  thou^ii  he  was.  he  -viw  (Iil-  third  art  to 
'-  ■-■':.  and,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  gorgeous  scene  upon 
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the  ttagc,  dreamed  out  his  dream  of  Mme.  d'Espard.  He  was 
in  despair  over  her  sudden  coldness ;  ii  gave  a  strange  check 
to  the  ardent  reasoning  through  which  he  advanced  ujran  this 
new  love,  undismayed  by  the  immense  diflioulties  in  the  way, 
difficulties  which  he  mw  and  resolved  to  contjuer.  He  roitsed 
himself  from  these  deep  musings  to  look  once  more  at  his  new 
idol,  turned  his  head,  and  saw  that  he  was  atone  ;  he  had  lieard 
a  faint  rustling  sound,  the  door  closed — Mme.  d'Eipard  had 
taken  her  cousin  wjih  her.  Lucien  was  surpri^ted  to  the  last 
degree  by  the  sudden  desertion  ;  he  did  not  think  long  about 
it,  however,  simply  because  it  was  inexplicahle, 

When  the  carriage  was  rolling  along  the  Rue  de  Richelten 
on  the  way  to  the  Faubourg  Saint-Honorft,  the  Marquise 
apoke  to  her  cousin  in  a  tone  of  suppressed  irritation. 

"  My  dear  child,  what  are  you  thinking  about  ?  Pray  wail 
till  an  apothecary's  son  has  made  a  name  for  himself  before 
you  trouble  yourself  about  him.  The  Duchessc  de  Chaulieu 
does  not  acknowledge  Canalis  even  now,  and  he  is  fanioin 
and  a  man  of  good  family.  This  young  fellow  is  neither  your 
son  nor  your  lover,  I  suppose?"  added  the  haogllly  dame, 
with  a  keen,  inquisitive  glance  at  her  cousin. 

"  How  fortunate  for  me  that  I  kept  the  little  scapegrace  at 
a  di.tlance  !  "  thought  Mme.  de  BargeCon. 

"Very  well,"  continued  the  Marquise,  taking  the  eipret- 
ifon  in  her  cousin's  eyes  for  an  answer,  "  drop  him,  I  beg  of 
you.  Taking  an  illustrious  name  in  that  w.ny  I  Why,  it  it  a 
piece  of  impudence  thai  will  mcel  with  its  desserts  in  society. 
It  is  his  mother's  name,  I  dare  say  ;  but  just  remember,  dear, 
that  the  King  alone  can  confer,  by  a  special  ordinance,  the 
title  of  de  RubemprA  on  the  son  of  a  daughter  of  the  house. 
If  she  made  a  mttalliante,  the  favor  would  be  enormous,  only 
to  be  granted  to  vast  wealth,  or  conspicnoti*  services,  or  very 
powerful  influence.  The  young  man  looks  like  a  shopman  in 
his  Sunday  suit  ;  evidently  he  is  neither  wealthy  nor  nobte ; 
he  has  a  fine  head,  but  he  seems  to  me  to  be  very  silly ;  be 
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bM  DO  idea  what  to  do,  and  has  nolhing  to  say  for  himself^ 
Isfact,  he  ha*  no  breeding.    How  rame  you  to  take  liim  up?" 

Hnc  de  B*T(ctoa  reuoDnced  LiKieti  as  Lucten  hiiiucir  had 
mesacrd  her  ;  a  ghastly  fear  tm  her  couiin  thould  learn  the 
TOnrr  of  her  journey  1)101  through  her  mind. 

"  Dear  cousin,  I  am  in  despair  that  I  have  compromised 

"People  do  not  compromive  me,"  Mme,  d'Es]»rd  uid, 
wling ;  "  I  am  only  thinking  of  you." 

"Bat  ytMi  have  a^krd  him  to  dine  with  you  on  Monday." 

"I  khall  be  ill,"  Ihc  Marqai&c  Mid  quickly  ;  "  you  can  tell 
ha  n.  and  1  shall  leave  orders  that  he  Is  not  to  be  admitted 
■der  cither  niinc. " 

Donng  the  interval  Lucien  noticed  ttut  ewry  one  was 
■dkiog  up  and  down  in  the  lobby.  He  would  do  the  sam«. 
ll  t!be  firet  place,  not  one  of  Mnvc.  d*Espard*s  visitors  recog- 
wtd  kim  nor  |aid  any  aitcniion  to  hiiu,  their  conduct  seemed 
Mthing  IcM  titan  extraordiiury  to  the  provincial  )>oet ;  and, 
■eaodly,  Chlielei,  on  whom  he  tried  to  hang,  watched  him 
M  of  the  ctimcT  of  his  eye  and  fought  shy  of  him.  Lucien 
vikad  to  anil  fto  watcliing  the  eddying  crowd  of  men,  till  he 
Utcoimncrd  iHat  his  ccatume  was  aluurd,  and  he  went  back 
to  Im  box,  cntconc«d  himielf  in  a  corner,  and  stayed  there 
«d  ibeend.  At  limn  he  thought  of  nothing  but  the  magniri- 
m  qxctade  of  the  ballet  in  (he  grc.it  Inferno  scene  in  the 
HU  ad ;  sometimes  the  sight  of  the  house  absorbed  him, 
■lliiuu  lib  own  thoughts ;  lie  lud  seen  society  in  Paris, 
9k  "ibt,  sight  ha«l  mined  him  to  the  depths. 

"So  this  t*  my  kingdom,"  he  said  to  himself;  "this  istbe 
larld  ikal  I  most  conquer." 

At  Im  walked  home  through  (be  streets  he  thought  over  all 
thM  had  been  said  by  Mme.  d'Espard's  courtiers;  memory 
nyradociog  with  ttrange  faithfulness  their  demeanor,  their 
gMsre*,  their  manner  of  coming  and  going. 

Nlzt  day,  toward  noon,  I^ucien  betook  himself  to  Staab, 
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the  great  tailor  of  that  day.  Partly  by  dint  of  entreaties,  and 
partly  by  virtue  of  cash,  Lucien  succeeded  in  obtaining  a 
promise  that  his  clothes  should  be  ready  in  time  for  the  great 
day,  Staub  went  so  far  as  to  give  his  word  that  a  perfectly 
elegant  coat,  a  waistcoat,  and  a  pair  of  trousers  should  be 
fort ]) coming.  Lucien  then  ordered  linen  and  pocket-hand- 
kerchiefs, a  lilllc  outfit,  in  shorl,  of  a  linen  draper,  and  i 
celebrated  booimaker  measured  him  for  shoes  and  boots.  He 
bought  a  neat  walking-cane  at  Verdier's;  he  went  to  Mme. 
Irlande  for  gloves  and  shirt  studs;  in  short,  he  did  his  best 
to  reach  the  climax  of  dandyism.  When  he  had  satisfied  all 
his  fancies,  he  went  to  the  Rue  Neuve-de-Luxembourg  and 
found  that  Louise  had  gone  out. 

"She  was  dining  with  Madame  la  Marquise  d'Espanl," 
her  maid  said,  "  and  would  not  be  back  until  laie." 

Lucien  dined  for  two  francs  at  a  restaurant  in  the  Rttak 
Royal,  and  went  to  bed  early.  The  next  day  was  Sunday. 
He  went  to  Louise's  lodging  at  eleven  o'clock.  Louise  had 
not  yet  risen.     At  two  o'clock  he  returned  once  more. 

"  Madame  cannot  see  anybody  yet,"  reported  Albcrtine, 
"  but  she  gave  me  a  line  for  you." 

"Cannot  see  anybody  yet?"  repeated  Lucien.  "But  I 
am  not  anybody " 

"  I  do  not  know,"  Alberline  answered  very  impertinentlyj 
and  Lucien,  Ices  surprised  by  Albertine's  answer  than  by  a 
note  from  Mme.  de  Bargeton,  took  the  billet  and  read  the 
following  discouraging  lines: 

"  Mme.  d'Espard  is  not  well ;  she  will  not  be  able  to  see 
you  on  Monday.  I  am  not  feeling  very  well  myself,  but  I  am 
about  to  dress  and  go  to  keep  her  company.  I  am  in  despair 
over  this  litilc  disa])pointment ;  but  your  talents  reassure  me, 
you  will  make  your  way  without  charlatanism." 

"  And  no  signature  !  "  Lucien  said  to  himself.     He  found 
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MaNrifiaiheTiiitninbefofehelcncwwhitlKr  lie  was  walking. 
Vak  the  gift  a(  Kcond-siEhl,  which  accMnpanies  genius,  he 
tqu)  ta  unpcct  ihui  ihe  chilly  note  was  bin  a  waniing  of 
ikcataunpbe  lo  coine.  Ij>H  in  ihouglil,  lie  walkcft  on  an<l 
K,  fU)i>E  SI  ihe  niQnuQKnU  in  t1>e  P1n<  e  Loins  Qiiinte. 

It  WIS  3  uinor  day ;  a  stream  of  6nt  carriages  weitt  pasi 

hB  oo  the  w»)i  to  ilit  CImtoim  ^K-ttet.     Following  (he  dtrec- 

te  of  the  crowd  of  UroUcrs.  he  uw  tUc  three  or  f<^ur  thou- 

■■d  orrtsgn  that  turn  ilic  Cham|i«  £lyi^es  ininan  impro- 

naed  I^unphamp  on  SuiuJajr  afternoons  in  stimnter.     Tlie 

ipleadid  horset,  the  toilets  and  liverifs  bewiMered  him ;  he 

n«  fcmbcr  and  further,  umtl  he  reached  tlie  Ate  de  Tti- 

nf  he,  tlim  unfinished.     What  were  hia  feelings  wheii,  as 

fetctVDcd,  he  saw  Mme.  de  Baigelon  and  Mme.  d'K'iurd 

taaiag  toward  taim  tn  a  wonderfully  a|>[)oinlcd  ral^he,  with 

ifhiMiii  behind  it  in  waving  plumes  and  thai  gotd-emt>roid- 

md  ftrtn  ttnlform  w!ii«Ii  Iw  knew  only  too  well.     There 

"M  a  Mock  somewhere  in  ihe  row,  and  the  carriages  waited. 

tjrim  brhrhl  I^iaiie  transfonncd  l>eyond  recognition.     Alt 

<W  (sion  (if  her  (oilei  had  been  carefully  subordinated  to  her 

maqirexion  ;  her  dress  was  delieiotis,  her  hair  gracefully  and 

^MjBiacly  arranjte'l,  her  lutt.  In  exquitite  tute,  vas  remark- 

itknca  brside  Mme.  d'&inrd,  that  leader  of  fashion. 

TWc  H  «unething  in  itic  art  of  wearing  a  hat  that  exapes 

MntiOB.     Tthed  lo^i  far  to  the  iMick  of  titc  )>cad.  it  imparts 

ahold  cxjwession  to  the  tare;  bring  it  too  far  forward,  it 

{»(■  yw  a  ainistcr  look  ;  tipped  tn  one  tide.  i(  he  a  jaunty 

"r:  •  wtII ■dTe*»eil  wi>man  wean  her  tiat  e>a<'tly  as  she  meaiw 

■  tear  it.  and  exactly  at  llie  right  angle.     Mme.  dc  Baigrton 

M  M>h«d  Ihb  cimous  pTDl>leni  at  sight.     A  dainty  girdle 

hrr  slender  waist.     She  had  adopted  her  consin's 

and  tricks  of  manner ;  and  now,  as  she  sal  by  Mme. 

f  Eipard's  aide,  she  played  with  a  tiny  scent-bottle  that  dan- 

flnJ  by  a  tiendrr  sold  chain  from  one  of  her  fini;eR,  display- 

Of  a  lUtle.  wcll-f  tored  hand  wiihotit  seeming  to  do  to.    She 
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Idd  ncdtted  boatU'  on  Ume.  d'E^ianJ  without  miinl. 
ber;  tbc  Msqabe  bad  tonaA  a  cowin  worthy  of  her, 
feeated  to  be  ptoodof  ber  |iapt). 

IV  oaen  and  votDcii  oo  the  (ixAnfi  »ll  gucd  » 
tpkcdtd  cvri^t,  with  ibe  betrioss  of  the  d'Eipardi 
Bbaoal-OuoTTys  upoo  the  putelA.     Locien  was  anuuodj 
the  muaber  of  greeitng*  received  li;  the  cowins  ;  he  < 
know  (hat  the  "  all  Pans,"  which  coosbta  ia  some 
■aloRs,  was  well  awaxe  already  of  tbc  relationship  between  i 
ladiei.     A  little  groop  of  roiing  oien  on  horseback 
psnied  the  carriage  ia  the  Bois ;  Luden  could  recogniae 
Mamjr  and  Rasiignac  antong  them,  and  cook)  «ee  from  tk 
gcsium  that  llic  pair  of  coxromba  were  complimenting 
de  Bargeton  upon  her  transformalion.     Mmc.  d'Espotd 
tadiaat  with  health  and  grace.    So  her  indispoisiiion 
Biinpljr  a  prcuxi  for  ridding  herself  of  him,  for  there 
been  no  mention  of  another  day  I 

The  wrathful  poet  went  toward  ()ie  caliche;  he  walked 
•lowly,  wailed  (ill  he  came  in  full  sight  of  ihc  two  ladies  and 
made  them  a  bow.  Mme,  de  Baigeion  would  not  see  him  ; 
but  the  Maii]iiise  put  tip  iKr  eyeglass,  and  deliberately  cot 
htin.  He  liaH  been  ilixowncd  by  the  sovereign  lords  of 
Angoulftme,  but  to  be  dtwwned  by  society  in  Paris  was  an* 
other  ihing ;  the  booby-squires  by  doing  their  utmott  to 
nortify  IjiTicn  admitted  hti  power  and  acknowledgetl  him  i 
amati;  for  Mn»e.  d'B^iard  he  had  posilively  do  eatste 
Thk  was  no  sentence,  it  was  a  refusal  of  justice.  Poor  poef 
«  deadly  cold  seiecd  on  him  when  he  saw  de  Marsay  eyeing 
bim  through  his  glass ;  and  wlwn  the  Parisian  lion  let  that 
optical  insiniment  fall,  it  drop|)cd  in  so  singular  a  fashion 
thai  Lucicn  thought  of  iIk  knife-blade  of  the  gtiilloline. 

Tlvc  calAchf  wirnt  by.  R.ige  and  a  craving  for  vengeance 
look  possession  of  hta  alighted  soul.  If  Mmc.  de  Bargeton 
had  been  in  his  power,  tie  m*ild  have  cut  her  thro.it  at  that 
moment  t  he  was  a  Fou<iuicr-Tinvillc  gloating  over 


liim^ 
poefT 
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A'Saftad  to  the  iriftHi-    If  «ilr  he 

fM4a  linHTtotlw  mtarewith  nineawms^f 

CuHlii  «nt  bjr  oD.honAeck,  bowfav  M 

Ua  dien  ekfut,  ■•  bewne  the 


il"  oduaed  LKien.  "lioaej,  mooqr 
'■the one  powa-  befnc which  tbeiraiU 
("  No  I "  cried  oaoMWDce,  "  net  vioutf, 
te  ^aryt  aad  glorjr  netaa  worki  Woihl  Aat  «w  whM 
Olirid  Hid.")  "Gnu  bwrentl  w^  an  I  Mag  bete? 
ftC  I  «ilt  traBfih.  I  vill  drive  elong  tfaia  SMnoe  in  t 
olldHwiihacheanvbdiiMlnel  I  wiU  poneM  «  MuqviM 
€Eifm±."  Aad  fiaginc  oU  the  wnthM  woidt,  be  west  to 
HHWa'e  to  diae  far  two  franci. 

■■*  toaf^ac  at  aine  o'clock,  he  went  to  the  Kae  Nmv* 
iK-Ltattwbmtrg  to  opbraid  Ixtaxwt  for  her  berbuit^.  Btft 
Hme.  de  Bargeton  waa  itot  at  home  to  him,  and  not  only  so, 
bet  the  poncT  would  not  allow  him  to  go  up  to  her  rooms ; 
»  be  ttayn)  ontside  in  the  street,  watching  the  honse  till 
noon.  At  twelve  o'clock  Chfttclet  came  out,  looked  at 
Laden  oat  or  the  comer  of  his  eye  and  avoided  him. 

Snmg  to  the  quick,  Lacien  hurried  afler  his  rival ;  and 
CUielet,  finding  himself  closely  pursued,  turned  and  bowed, 
eridntly  intending  to  shake  him  off  by  this  courtesy. 

"Spue  me  one  mofnent  for  pity's  sake,  sir,"  said  Lacieit ; 
"I  want  just  a  word  or  two  with  yon.  You  have  shown  me 
fticiidship,  I  now  ask  the  most  trifling  service  of  that  friend- 
diipL  Yoa  have  just  come  from  Madame  de  Bargeton ;  how 
kivelbllen  into  disgrace  with  her  and  Madame  d'Espard? 
— pleaK  explain." 

"  Honrienr  Chardon,  do  you  know  why  the  ladies  left  yoa 
sc  the  open  that  evening  7  "  asked  ChlUelet,  with  treacherous 
fDoo-oatwe.  * 

*'  No,"  said  the  poor  poet. 
**  Wdl,  it  wn  Monsieur  de  Rastignac  who  spoke  against 
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yoii  from  Ihc  beginning.  They  aslccd  him  about  you,  and 
ilic  young  dandy  8im;>ly  said  ihai  your  nanu:  nra»  Chardon, 
and  not  de  Kuberai>r6;  that  your  mother  wm  a  monthly 
nurse;  that  your  faDier,  when  he  was  alive,  was  an  apolb^ 
cary  in  L'Eloiimeau,  a  suburb  of  Angaul&me  ;  and  ihai  your 
sister,  a  charming  girl,  geis  up  shirts  to  admiration,  and  ii 
just  about  to  be  married  lo  a  local  printer  nanicd  Stehard. 
Such  is  the  world!  You  nu  sooner  show  yourself  than  it 
pulls  you  to  piM-c». 

"  Monsieur  de  Marsay  came  to  Madame  d'Espard  to  laugh 
at  you  with  her ;  so  the  two  ladles,  thinking  that  your  prcMDce 
put  them  In  a  false  position,  went  out  at  once.  Do  iiM 
attempt  to  go  to  either  house.  If  Madame  de  BjirKeton  con- 
liDued  to  receive  your  visits,  her  cousin  woald  have  nolhini 
to  do  with  her.  Voii  have  genius;  try  to  aven^  yonrfcir. 
The  world  looks  down  upon  yon ;  look  down  in  your  tm 
upon  the  worlil.  Take  refuge  in  some  garret,  write  your 
masterpieces,  «rin:  on  power  of  any  kind,  and  you  will  set 
the  world  at  your  feet.  Then  you  can  give  luck  the  bruisa 
which  you  have  received,  and  in  the  very  place  where  they 
weri?  given.  Mi'lame  de  I3argeion  will  be  the  more  distant 
now  because  she  hw  Ijccn  friendly.  Thai  is  the  way  with 
women.  But  llie  t|iiestion  now  for  you  Is  not  how  to  win 
back  AnaTs'  iriend>hi|).  but  how  to  avoid  making:  an  enemy 
of  l>eT.  I  will  tell  you  of  a  way.  She  has  written  letters  to 
you  :  send  all  her  leiirrs  back  to  her.  «he  will  be  sensible  that 
you  arc  acting  like  n  gentleman  ;  and  at  a  later  time,  if  you 
should  need  her.  she  v\\\  rot  be  hostile.  For  my  own  i»n, 
I  have  so  high  an  n]>inton  of  your  fulure  that  1  have  taken 
your  part  everywlierv  ;  and  il  1  can  do  anytliint-  here  for  yoa, 
you  will  always  find  me  readv  lo  be  of  use." 

The  elderly  beau  scented  in  have  f;rown  young  a^ain  in  the 
atmosphere  of  Paris,  He  bnwed  with  jViiiid  politenew ;  but 
l^cien,  woe-bf-gone.  hacgiid.  and  undone,  forgot  to  return 
the  uliiiat:on.     He  went  back  to  his  inn,  and  there  foand 
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tk  peat  Stanb  himself,  come  in  person,  not  so  much  to  irf 
hii  c^ocDcr's  clothes  as  to  make  ioquiries  of  the  landlady 
Mh  i^ard  lo  thai  customer's  financial  states.  The  report 
bad  been  atisfactory.  Locien  had  traveled  post ;  Madame 
<k  Bargeton  brought  him  back  from  the  Vaodeville  last 
Thondar  in  her  carriage.  Sianb  addressed  Lucien  as  "  Mon- 
■inr  le  Comte,"  md  called  his  customer's  attention  to  the 
vtittic  skill  with  which  lie  had  brought  a  charming  figure  into 
fflief 

"A  TOnng  man  in  soch  a  costume  has  only  to  walk  in  the 
Tiilerie^,"  he  said,  "  and  he  will  marry  an  English  heiress 
wibtTi  a  fortnight." 

Lucien  brightened  a  little  under  the  influence  of  the  Ger- 
lain  tailor's  joke,  the  perfect  fit  of  his  new  clothes,  the  fine 
doT^,  and  the  sigbt  of  a  graceful  figure  wliich  met  his  eyes  in 
the  look i.ig'g lass.  Vjguely  he  told  himself  ihnt  Paris  was  the 
cipi;al  of  chance,  and  for  the  moment  he  believed  in  chance. 
HaJ  he  not  a  volume  of  iioems  and  a  in.ngnificent  romance 
eatitled  "  The  .\rciier  of  Charles  IX."  in  manuscript?  He 
bd  hone  for  the  fmnre.  Stanb  promised  the  overcoat  and 
'^',  rest  of  t'l''  Hiitncs  the  next  day,  FciUoning  him  came 
—  '.  ■>'.'. --r  :r3(!--ini':n. 

r  -  ■  Tt  '!,iy  ihp  bitoIm.'k'T,  lino^i-ilripT,  and  tnil'ir  all 
■-'■:■-. <;  .ir!r.;ti  '•.T-h  w:;h  hi-  !iill,  wl'ii  h  I.-i-ion.  "^'ill  iimler 
■■■-  ■  arm  "f  ii'iv  :■' i.il  ImIil-;.  pail!  f'lr^l.wi'li,  not  kiiowinc; 
■  w  .;';frwii-  lo  riti  him>;"lf  of  them  After  hi*  lind  ]i.iid, 
'  -■-  T»:na;'i»<i  li'.it  threi-  !iiii'firril  .I'lil  sixtv  frn-ic-  out  of  ih(* 
■»  I  ■".  ■■-.mil  iv!.i(h  It  li.iil  hr^'ii^ht  with  him  frnm  Angoii. 
"  -  -.  .Ill  'w  !;:iil  :><''-n  \v\'  c>;w  wr'-k  'w-  V  \x\^\  N'r\  ■'rt  111- 1 '''•:, 
-  '"•:  ■•!  ,■■-.!  -.v-:,!  or  ',-■  i  ■!;■■  i  ■-■•nil  on  I'lc  'I'l-ira--;''  il''s 
:■  '' ■  "-  !!■■  \:ii\  ';  \~  il  iv  "f  iri'iiiipH.  llr  |i»>kcii  %<i 
'.:■   i-r,:     ■  .i-ii  '.t  pr.ircf'i',  'w  wm  s.i  well  t! rf-;--''! I .  ihnt  woojcli 

'.•  i    ,  ■    '.iin  :  twii  or    lii'-r   vrr   ko  mM'"h   vtrui  k   wilh   his 
Vi:-',.   ■  T    ■'  -V    tiirt);'il    (lifir    h?.L(l-    To    liiiV    .iLJ.iiii.       1. Mi  ion 

r*:-;!'-rl  ;;;e   jjsit  and  carriage  of  Ilic   young  men  tm  ihe  Ter- 
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rasse,  and  tootc  a  lesion  in  6ne  manneis  while  he  meditaK 
on  his  ihrec  hundred  and  sixty  francs. 

That  evening,  alone  in  his  chamber,  an  idea  occurred  to 
him  which  threw  a  light  on  the  problem  of  his  existence  at  the 
Gail  lard- Bo  is,  where  lie  lived  od  the  plainest  fare,  thinking  to 
economize  in  this  way.  He  uked  for  his  account,  at  if  he 
■neant  to  leave,  and  discovered  that  he  wn.i  indebted  to  hit 
landlord  lo  the  extent  of  a  hundred  francs.  The  next  morning 
was  spent  in  running  about  ilie  I^iin  Quaricr,  recommended 
for  its  cheapness  by  Ddvid.  For  a  long  while  he  looked  about 
till,  finally,  in  the  Rue  de  Cluny,  close  to  the  Surbonne,  be 
discovered  a  place  where  he  could  have  a  furnished  room  for 
Guch  a  price  as  he  could  afford  to  pay.  He  settled  with  hti 
hostess  of  the  Caillard-Bois  and  took  up  his  quarters  in  the 
Rue  de  Cluny  that  same  day.  His  removal  only  cost  him  the 
cab- fare. 

When  he  had  l.iken  pot«e%ion  of  his  poor  room,  he  made  a 
packet  of  Mme.  de  Baigeton's  letters,  laid  them  on  the  table, 
and  «at  down  to  write  to  her ;  but  before  he  wrote  he  fell  to 
thinking  over  that  fatal  week.  He  did  not  tell  himself  that  be 
had  been  the  first  lo  be  faiihle» ;  that  for  a  Midden  fancy  he 
had  1>een  ready  to  leave  his  I^uise  without  knowing  what 
would  lierome  of  her  in  Paris.  He  saw  none  o(  his  own  short- 
comings, but  he  saw  his  present  position  and  blamed  Mme:. 
de  Bargclon  for  it.  She  was  to  have  lighted  his  way ;  irtsicad 
she  had  ruined  him.  He  grew  indignani,  he  grew  proud,  he 
worked  himself  into  a  paroxysm  of  rage,  and  set  himself  to 
compose  the  following  epistle: 

"  What  would  you  think,  madame,  of  a  woman  who  should 
take  a  fancy  to  some  poor  and  timid  child  full  of  the  noble 
superstitions  which  the  ttrown  man  calls  'illuiion*.'  and  laing 
all  the  charm  of  woman's  coquetry,  all  her  most  delicate  in- 
genuity, should  feign  a  mother's  love  to  lead  that  child 
■stray?     Her  fondest  promises,  the  card<astles  which  raised 
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Ui  »o«k)ct,  co»t  ber  nothing ;  the  Icidt  him  on,  lightem  her 
toldupoa  him,  totaeiiines  coaxing,  lonieiimcs  scolding  him 
far  bit  want  of  confidence,  till  ihc  child  leaves  his  home  and 
fafiovi  her  blindly  to  ihe  siiorcs  of  a  vast  »ra.  Smiling,  she 
tiMi  Iriia  into  a  fnil  skiff,  and  sends  him  forth  alone  and  hclp- 
kii  lo  Ckc  the  stoTiD.  Standing  safe  on  the  rock,  »tie  laughi 
••d  WMba  him  lock.  Yo<n  ai«  that  woman ;  I  am  titai  chiM. 
"  The  child  has  a  keepsake  in  his  hamU,  something  which 
■ighl  beinr  tb«  wrongs  done  t>y  )'our  beneficence,  your  kind- 
MH  in  deserting  him.  You  might  have  to  blush  if  you  saw 
Inoi  atrafgling  for  life,  and  chanced  lo  recollect  that  once 
79a  daaped  him  to  your  hrcasit.  When  you  read  these  words 
the  keetaake  will  be  in  your  own  safe-keeping ;  you  are  free  to 
target  everything. 

"Once  you  pointed  out  fair  hopes  to  me  in  the  skies,  1 

awake  10  find  reality  in  il»e  sqnalid  poverty  of  P&ris.     While 

yon  past,  and  others  bow  before  you,  on  your  brilliant  path 

m  the  grnit  world,  I.  whom  you  deserted  on  the  threshold, 

shall  be  shiirering  in  the  wretched  garret  to  which  you  con- 

rifrcd  BK.     Yn  some  pang  may  perhaps  trouble  your  mind 

said  festivals  and  pleasures  \  you  may  think  sometimes  of  the 

rhild  whom  you  thrust  into  the  depths.     If  »o,  tnadame,  think 

of  bun  wuhuut  remone.     Out  of  the  depilis  of  his  misery  Ihe 

tWU  oSen  you  Ihe  one  thing  left  to  hiro — his  forgiveness  in 

k  Im  look.     Yes,  mudame,  thanks  lo  yon,  I  Ivavc  nothing 

Ml    Nothing  I     Was  not  the  world  crcaie<l  from  nothing? 

Gtniis  sbodd  follow  the  Divine  example ;  1  begin  with  Cod- 

Uc  fatgiveneM,  but  as  yel  I  know  not  whether  I  possess  the 

G<d-I)ke  power.     You  need  only  tremble  lest  I  should  go 

Wtay;  for  you  would  be  answerable  for  my  sins.     Alas  I  1 

fit)!  yeu,  for  you  will  have  no  part  in  the  future  toward  wbicb 

l|Ot  «ilh  work  as  my  guide." 


A&er  penning  thb  rhetorical  efTirsion,  full  of  the  sombre 
'l&tty  which  an  artist  of  one-and-lwenly  is  rather  apt  to 
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overdo.  Luclcti's  tlioughts  went  back  lo  them  U  lw>me.  He 
taw  ihc  prctiy  rooms  winch  U.ivi(I  had  furnisheil  for  liim,  M 
the  coit  of  part  of  his  little  tiorc,  and  a  rLuon  rose  before 
him  of  quiet,  simple  pleasures  in  the  past.  Shadowy  figures 
came  about  liim  ;  lie  saw  his  moiher  aud  Eve  and  David,  aiid 
heard  their  sobs  over  hi^  leave-taking,  and  at  tlut  he  began  to 
cry  himself,  (or  he  fell  very  lonely  in  Paris,  and  frieiidlets  ai»d 
forlorn. 
Two  or  three  days  later  he  wrote  to  his  sister: 

"  Mv  DRAR  EvK: — Wlieii  a  sister  shares  the  life  of  a  brother 
who  devotes  himself  lo  an,  it  is  her  sad  privilege  to  udie 
Qiore  sorrow  than  joy  into  her  life  ;  and  1  am  beginning  lo 
fear  that  I  shall  be  a  great  trouble  to  you.  Hav«  I  not 
abused  your  goodness  alieady  ?  have  not  all  of  yo<u  sacrificed 
yourselves  to  me  ?  It  is  the  memory  of  ihe  past,  so  full  of 
family  happiness,  ihal  hclja  nie  to  bear  up  in  my  present 
loneliness.  Now  that  I  have  tasled  the  fiist  lieginnings  of 
(Kiverly  and  the  iteachery  of  ihe  world  of  Paris,  how  my 
thoughts  h.ive  flown  to  you,  swtfi  ax  an  eagle  back  to  hit 
eyrie,  so  that  I  might  be  with  true  affeclion  again.  Did  you 
see  sparks  in  the  candle?  Did  a  roal  pop  otit  of  the  fire? 
Did  you  hear  singing  in  your  e-irs  ?  And  did  mother  say, 
■  Lucien  is  thinking  of  us,'  and  David  answer, '  He  is  fisbtiDg 
his  way  in  the  world  ? ' 

•■  My  Eve,  I  am  wriling  this  letter  for  your  eye*  only.  I 
cannot  lell  any  one  else  all  ih.it  ha*  happened  to  me,  good 
and  bad,  bhisliing  for  both,  as  [  write,  for  good  here  is  as  rare 
as  evil  ought  to  be.  You  shall  have  a  grc.it  piece  of  news  in 
a  very  few  words.  Mme,  de  B.^rgeton  was  ashamed  of  me, 
disowned  me,  would  not  see  me,  and  gave  rae  up  nine  days 
after  we  came  to  Paris.  She  saw  me  in  the  street  and  looked 
another  w.iy  ;  when,  simply  lo  follow  her  into  the  society  to 
which  she  meant  to  introduce  me,  I  had  spent  seventeen 
hundred  and  sixty  francs  out  of  the  two  ihouund  I  brought 
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>#TM,  itw  nMMcf  to    honllf  tcrmpcd   lui^'cilier. 
*B*>  ^  «pnd  il?'  T<>a  "ill  a*k.     Pant  is  a  Urange 

iMMkaat  (uif,  017  poor  MUei;  )n>u  can  din?  here  Tor  less 
Aw  »  fiaac,  rrc  Uie  umpku  dinner  h\  a  ra^lnonable  reitau. 
a«  co«»  Bfir  frvKs;  lhct«  an  <niutcojiis  and  irouMn  to  be 
M  far  (cMif  tnscs  sod  Iwa  francs  ca<:)i ;  biit  a  fodiionabk 
lev^cr  chaifn  \am  than  a  huttdre<l  frirc*.  You  (tajr  for 
foa  pay  A  luIfpcBn)-  tn  croct  the  kr»ncl  in  the 
iM ;  ron  caanot  go  ttie  least  litltc  way  in  a 

tkbtH*o  ■M>*> 
'  bvK  bm  tliyinf;  in  one  of  the  best  part*  uf  raria,  but 
I  an  ti*in|  at  tl>e  HAte)  dc  Ctun;-,  in  llip  Kuc  dc  ClQnjr. 
o<  tl»c  poorcrt  aod  darkest  iluu»,  thiil  m  Iwtwccn  ilircr 
aad  the  oU  baddmgs  cif  the  Sorbonnc.  I  luve  a 
fcraiabad  mooi  on  tbc  fourth  floor  ;  it  it  very  bare  and  very 
iKtvf,  bat,  oil  the  auae,  I  pay  fifteen  fiinci  a  month  for  it. 
fcr  tecaUait  I  fpead  a  f«nny  on  a  roU  and  a  halfpenny  for 
,  bat  I  dtna  very  decently  fot  iwentytvo  kmis  ai  a  rcUaa* 
krpt  by  a  fnan  tuiaed  nkoteaus  in  the  Place  dc  la  Sor- 
ttxir.      Mt     '  '   every  ntnnlh   will  not   excc«d 

^francfl.  t^tr^:   1  iDded,  unttl  ihe  winter  bcc'iu — 

leaat  I  hope  ooi.    So  my  two  handred  and  forty  rraaci 
to  Uu  nr  for  ihc  flrtt  taw  monllx.     Relwrcn  now 
Ihro  t  •hall  hair  Mid  '  Tlie  An:hfr  of  Cliailn  IX.'  and 
Mjr^qcMir?.'   rri  ilniht.       Da  not  be  in   the   Icatt  uo- 
•y  00  (DT  Ofco^ni.      If  tl>e  prr^ent   it  cold  and   bare  and 
ty-«tri(:ken,  lh«  Wnr  dbtant  future  »  rich  and  iplendid ; 
frcai  BKO  hare  known  the  viciaMludex  which  depiaa  but 
owTwnctm  uic. 

aiaa,  the  irreal  corate  Latin  poet,  waa  or)cc  a  miller't 

1i  WKM*  *The  Prince'  at  nijtlit,  and  by  day 

kinpaan  tike  any  one  rUc  i  and  mote  tluui 

iba  grait  Crrraniea,  who  loat  an  arm  at  the  battle  of 

•la,  and  belpol  to  win  llui   fac.  .  wm  called   a 

11  of  hia  day  f 
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there  was  an  interval  of  icn  years  beiween  ihe  appearance  of 
the  fa\X  par[  and  the  second  of  his  sublime  '  IJaii  Quixote' 
for  lack  of  a  publisher.  Things  arc  not  so  bad  as  thai  now- 
adays.  Mortifications  and  want  only  fall  to  the  lot  of  un- 
known writers  ;  as  soon  as  a  man's  name  is  knowD,  he  growt 
rich,  and  I  will  be  rich.  .\nd,  beside,  I  live  within  tnyielf, 
I  spend  half  ihc  day  at  the  Biblioth^que  (Library)  Saime- 
Gcncvitve,  learning  all  that  1  want  to  learn  ;  I  should  not  go 
far  unless  I  knew  mote  than  I  do.  So  st  this  moment  I  sn 
almott  happy.  In  a  few  days  I  have  fallen  in  with  my  life 
very  gladly.  I  begin  the  work  that  I  love  with  daylight,  roy 
subsistence  is  secure,  I  think  a  great  deal,  and  I  study.  I  do 
not  see  that  I  am  open  to  attack  at  any  point,  now  that  I  have 
renounced  a  world  where  my  vanity  might  MifTer  at  any 
moment.  The  great  men  of  every  age  arc  obliged  to  lead 
lives  apart.  What  are  they  but  birds  in  the  forest?  They 
wa%,  nature  falls  under  ihc  spell  of  their  song,  and  nooDC 
should  see  ihcm.  That  shall  be  my  lot,  always  suppoiting  that 
I  can  carry  out  my  ambitious  plans. 

"Mme.  de  Bargeton  1  do  not  regret.  A  woman  who 
could  behave  .is  she  behaved  does  not  deserve  a  thought.  Nor 
am  I  sorry  that  I  IcA  Angouieme.  She  did  wisely  when  she 
flung  me  into  the  sea  of  Paris  to  sink  or  swim.  This  is  the 
place  for  men  of  letters  and  thinkers  and  poets ;  here  you 
cultivate  glory,  and  I  know  how  fair  tl'c  harvest  ij  that  we 
reap  in  these  days.  Nowhere  else  can  a  writer  find  the  living 
works  of  the  great  dead,  the  works  nf  art  which  quicken  the 
imagination  in  the  galleries  and  mii«ciims  here ;  nowhere  etse 
will  you  find  great  reference  libt.irirs  alwa)-s  open  in  which 
the  intellect  may  find  pasture.  And,  la&ily,  here  in  Paris 
there  is  a  spirit  which  you  breathe  in  the  air;  it  infuses  the 
least  details,  every  literary  ereaiion  bears  traces  of  in  influ- 
ence. You  learn  more  by  talk  in  a  caf£,  or  ai  a  theatre,  in 
one  hatf-hour,  than  you  would  learn  in  ten  yeare  in  the 
provinces.     Here,  in  troth,  wherever  you  go,  there  is  always 
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MacthlDg  to  see,  ■omething  lo  Wrn,  some  comparison  lo 
mtkm.  Exircnx  cheapnns  and  cxcnsivc  dcarncs^^thne  is 
fkria  fof  yoa  ;  there  is  lioneyconib  l»cic  for  every  bee,  ewry 
ftiuls  iu  own  Doaiiahmeni.  So,  though  life  is  buxl 
ne  jmt  now,  I  rrpeiit  of  nothing.  On  the  contrary,  2 
Ur  Anm  apreadi  out  before  me,  and  my  heart  rejoka  though 
k  h  wddmed  for  the  moment.  GofKf'hy,  my  dear  sister. 
Do  KM  expect  letters  from  me  reguUrly ;  it  is  one  of  the 
pMoliinttes  of  Paris  thai  one  really  does  not  know  how  the 
Hmt  goes,  tjfe  h  so  alirmingly  raptd.  I  kiss  the  mother 
ad  yon  snd  David  more  tenderly  than  ever." 


The  luune  of  FUcoteaux  is  engraved  on  many  memories. 
Fnr  indeed  were  the  students  who  lived  in  the  Ljiin  Quarter 
dnDg  ihc  Uct  twelve  years  of  the  restoration  and  did  not  fre- 
qttat  thu  temple  ncred  to  hunger  and  imiiecunivsity.  There 
I  ftaoer  of  three  conrxes,  with  .1  quarter-bottle  of  wine  or  a 
baOW  eT  beer,  could  be  had  for  eighteen  sout;  or  for  twenty- 
iw  toas  the  quarter-boiile  became  a  bottle.  Flieoieaux,  that 
taud  of  yooih,  would  be^-ond  a  dmibt  have  amaitsed  a 
oimai  liKtane  bat  for  a  tine  on  his  bill  of  fare,  a  line  which 
ml  atabltahmenli  arc  wont  lo  print  in  capital  letters,  thns— 
MtAO  *T  DWdtEno!*,  which,  being  inicrpretcd,  should  read 
"ndiMmion." 

Fheotetnn  has  been  nursing-father  to  many  an  illi»trioas 

BUe.     Verily,  llw  heart  of  more  than  one  great  man  ought 

knx  warm  with  innumerable  recollections  of  in<-xpresaible 

o^mrai  at  the  sight  of  the  small,  square  window-panes 

Ikstkwk  upon  the  Place  de  la  Sorhonue  and  the  Ri;e  Neuve- 

d^Rjchel)etl.    Flicoieaus  II.  and  Flicoicaus  III.  respected  the 

tU  aicrior,  maintaining  the  dingy  hue  and  general  air  of  a 

ttsptciaUe,  old-esiaWlshed  houie,  showing  thereby  the  depth 

of  their  contempt  for  the  charlatanism  of  the  store-front,  the 

bad  of  adveflisemcnt  which  feasts  the  eyes  at  the  expense  »f 

li,  to  which  your  modern  rcslanrant  almost  'iVii'm 
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has  recourse.  Here  you  beheld  no  piles  of  suavr-stuRcd  g«i 
never  destined  lo  make  the  acquaiiitoiKC  of  ll>c  tiptl,  iiu 
tastical  fisK  to  justif)'  tlie  mountebauk's  remark,  "  I  saw  a  fiai 
carp  to-day  ;  I  expect  lo  buy  it  this  day  week."*  Instead  of 
the  prime  vegetables,  more  fittingly  desciilKd  by  ilic  word 
primeral,  artfully  displayed  in  the  window  for  the  dclecUtion 
of  the  militaiy  man  and  his  fellow-countrywoman  the  nune- 
maid,  honest  Flicoicaux  exhibited  full  salad-bowls  adorned 
with  many  a  rivel,  ui  pyramid.^  of  stewed  prunes  lo  rejoice 
the  sight  of  the  customer,  ami  a^ure  him  that  the  word 
"dessert,"  with  which  other  haodbilb  made  too  free,  was  ia 
this  case  no  charter  to  hoodwink  the  public.  Loaves  of  ^'ix 
pounds'  weight,  cut  in  four  quarters,  made  good  tlie  proini>e 
of  "bread  at  discretion."  Such  was  the  plenty  of  the  cstab- 
lishment  that  Moliire  would  have  celebrated  it  if  it  had  bcea 
in  cxbience  in  hi^  day,  so  comically  appropriate  is  the  name. 

FItcoleaux  still  subsists  ;  so  long  as  students  arc  minded  to 
live,  Flicotcaux  will  make  a  living.  Yon  feed  there,  neither 
more  nor  less;  and  you  feed  as  yon  work,  with  mortise  or 
cheerful  industry,  according  tothecircunisianccaand  the  Um- 
pcramcnt. 

At  (hat  time  his  well-known  establishment  consisted  of  two 
dining-halls,  at  right  angles  to  each  other;  long,  narrow  low- 
ceiled  rooms,  looking  respectively  on  the  Rue  Ncuvc-dc-Rkhe- 
lieu  and  the  Place  de  la  Sorbonne.  The  furniture  must  hav« 
come  originally  from  the  refectory  of  some  abbey,  fur  there 
wa*  a  monastic  look  about  the  lengthy  tables,  where  the  servi- 
ettes of  regular  nittomers,  each  thrust  through  a  numbered  nog 
of  cryslailized  tin  plate,  were  laid  by  their  places.  Flico- 
leanx  I.  only  changed  the  serviettes  of  a  Sunday  ;  but  Flioo- 
tesux  tl.  changed  them  twice  a  week,  it  is  said,  under  preanre 
of  com|)etition  which  thrCAtened  his  dynasty. 

Flicoteaux's  restaurant  is  no  banquet ing-hall,  with  its  refine- 
ments and  luxuries  i  it  is  a  woiksliop  where  suitable  touls  are 
provided,  and  everybody  gets  up  and  goes  as  soon  as  he  has 
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Isiibed.  The  coming  stud  going  within  is  strifl.  T)i«re  is 
•dltag  sDtong  tlie  wallers ;  ihcj-  are  all  basy ;  every  one 
III  K  wkntctl. 

(ire  b  not  vciy  vaiicd.  Tlie  potato  is  a  pennaDcnt 
rmii ;  ihctr  might  nut  l>e  a  single  tuber  left  in  Ireland, 
-miling  dcsnh  elsewhere,  but  you  «rould  still  find  iwia* 
FlicDieaqx't.  Not  once  in  tliiriy  yeuis  iihall  you  miu 
-he  color  beloved  of  Titian),  sptinkled  with 
_-,r-  --;-j--e;  Ihe  potato  enjoy*  a  privilege  that  womcti 
a^|bl  envy ;  tach  &s  you  see  it  in  1814,  so  sliall  you  And  it 
k  1840.  MuitOQ  cutlets  and  fil)i-t  of  brer  3t  FlicoCeaux's 
rtpcncat  black  game  and  fillet  of  s:iirgcon  at  V«ry'g;  they 
at  nut  on  the  regular  bill  of  fare,  that  it,  and  iiiuu  be  ordered 
brfonlund.  Bcrf  of  the  fcmtnine  gender  ilierc  incv.itU;  ilie 
TUBsg  of  the  borine  species  S[>peare  in  .-ill  kinds  of  ingenious 
iiniinxei.  When  the  whiting  and  mackerel  abound  on  our 
fvm,  dicyire  likewise se«n  in  lar^e  niiinben  M  Plicotcatix'i; 
kt  vhok  niabttthment,  indeed,  \%  directly  sfTccted  by  the 
tafneci  of  the  season  and  the  vicifatmdes  of  French  agrietil' 
Wc  By  eating  your  dinners  at  Flicoieaux's  you  lean)  a  host 
•(  Ikbp  of  which  the  wealthy,  the  idk,  and  folk  indilTerent 
la  (he  p(ube>  of  nature  have  no  sinpicion,  and  (he  s'.tKlent 
prndsp  in  ibc  t^ttn  Qtuner  is  kept  accurately  inromicd 
■f  lie  mat  of  the  weather  and  good  or  bod  neiisons.  He 
kaovi  «hcn  it  b  a  good  year  for  i<e3.i  or  Frercli  beans,  and 
Ikibod  of  talad  itulT  that  is  plentiful ;  when  the  Great  Mar- 
kt  u  glutted  with  cabbages,  he  is  at  once  aware  of  the  (act, 
m  the  failu-e  of  the  l<ect-root  crop  is  brought  home  to  his 
■ind.  A  ibfider,  old  m  circulation  in  Lucicn's  time,  con- 
■vto)  the  appearance  of  beefsteaks  with  a  mortality  among 
aMftH-Sh. 

Few  fiFitian  restaurants  are  so  well  worth  seeing.  Every 
eae  at  Fliroieaux's  is  young:  vou  see  nothing  but  yottlh; 
■d  although  earnest  face^  nml  ;-;i'tvc,  f-'oomy,  anxious  facet 
■V  iMit  lacking,  you  see  hope  and  confidence  an<l  puvett/ 
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gxily  endured.  Dress,  as  a  rule,  i>  uiiclm,  and  icgalir 
coiiiera  iu  decent  cloiliu  ace  marked  exceptions.  Evcryt}od» 
knows  at  once  ihat  something  exiraordinar/  is  albot ;  i 
tress  to  visit,  a  theatre  party,  or  some  excursion  into  hijfli 
B|)licrcs.  Hcic,  it  is  said,  rticiidshi|)s  liavu  been  made  aiiion 
siudeuu  who  bc<:ainc  famous  men  in  after-days,  a^wiU  be : 
in  the  course  of  Ihis  narrative;  but  with  theextci)lionora 
knots  of  young  fellows  from  the  same  jiari  of  Kiance  i 
nuke  a  gioup  about  the  end  of  a  table,  tlic  gravity  of 
dinen  is  hardly  relaxed.  Perhaps  this  gravity  li  due  to 
catholicity  of  ihu  wine,  wliich  checks  good  fellowship  of  anfl 
kind. 

Flicoteaux's  frequenters  may  recollect  certain  sombre 
mysterious  figures  enveloped  in  the  gloom  of  the  chilliat| 
penury;  these  beings  would  dine  there  daily  for  a  couple 
yean  and  then  vanish,  and  the  most  inquisitive  regular  con 
could  throw  no  light  on  the  disappearance  of  such  goblins  of] 
Paris.  Friendships  struck  up  over  Flieoteaux's  dinners  werel 
tested  in  neighboring  caf^i  in  the  flames  of  heady  punch,  or] 
by  the  generous  warmth  of  a  small  cup  of  black  cofTce  gloriSed  j 
by  a  dash  of  something  holier  and  stronger. 

Lucicn,  like  nil  ncopliyiei,  was  modesl  and  regular  in 
habits  in  those  early  days  ai  the  Hfiiel  de  Cluny.     AHer  the| 
fir»t  unlucky  venture  in  fashionable  life  which  abtorlied 
capital,  he  threw  himielf  into  his  work  wilh  the  first  cam 
enthusiasm,  which  is  frilled  aw.iy  so  soon  over  the  difficullic 
or  in  the  by-paihs  of  every  life  in  Paris.     The  most  iuxuriota^ 
and  the  very  poorest  lives  arc  equally  beset  with  temptations 
which  nothing  but  the  fierce  energy  of  genius  or  the  morose 
persistence  of  ambition  can  overcome. 

Lucien  used  to  drop  in  at  Flicoieaux's  about  half-past  fovr, 
having  remarked  the  advantages  of  an  early  arrival ;  t)ie  bill- 
of-fare  was  more  varied,  and  there  was  still  some  chance  of 
obtaining  the  dish  of  your  choice.  Like  .ill  imaginative  per^ 
■ona,  iic  had  taken  a  fancy  to  a  particular  scat,  and  showed 


mOVlNaAL  AT  PAftlS. 


tfncrimiiuiion  ia  hb  selection.     On  tli«  very  lint  day  he  lud 

■WtUcM  ft  ubie  Deaf  the  counter,  aiiU  frocit  tlw  Taces  of  those 

■^  Mt  abuat  it,  anU  chance  snatches  of  iheir  talk,  he  recog- 

^Bd  brotlwtG  or  ihe  crafi.     A  son  or  insijncc,  moreover, 

^BUd  oat  tlic  table  near  iIk  counter  as  a  spot  wliencc  lie 

IVU  puley  will)  the  owners  of  the  restaurant.     In    time 

an  acqaaiaiancc  would  grow  up,  he  thought,  and  then    in 

IB  ilay  of  dititeis  he  could  no  doul»t  obtain  the  necc»^ry 

|Hilit.     So  l)c  took  his  place  at  a  sdibII  square  uble  close  to 

iW  dcbk,  inlcoded  probably  for  casual  comers,  for  Ihe  two 

cleaa  tenricttca  were  UDadorned  with  tingx.     Liiden's  o|>[)»sile 

■tigltboi  Wis  a  thin,  pallid  youth,  to  all  apjicaraiicc  as  poor 

M  bs  hinHclf  i  his  liandsonK  Tacc  was  somewhat  worn :  already 

>  it  loU  nf  liopcs  ttiat  hail  vanished,  leaving  lines  upon  hit 

JJkAoA  a)>d  barren  funows  in  lib  soul,  where  Kcd«  had 

^^b  aMm  that  hM)  come  (o  nothing.     LtKien  fi-tl  drawn  to 

^KlUiagcf  by  these  tokens ;  his  sympathies  went  out  to  him 

^pb  irresistible  fervor. 

^  After  a  week's  exchange  of  small  courtesies  and  remarks, 
ih  poet  from  AngootCroe  found  the  first  person  wilh  whom 
h*  couM  chat.  The  suungcr's  name  was  £iienne  LouUeau. 
Tn  yean  ago  he  had  left  his  native  place,  a  town  in  Berri, 
)m  a  Luctea  had  eome  from  AngouKmc.  His  lively  ge«- 
Wo,  bright  eyes,  and  occasionally  curl  speech  revealed  a  bit- 
ID  ifipreB  I  tccship  (o  literature,  ^licnne  had  come  from  San- 
tmewiih  his  tragedy  in  his  pocket,  drawn  to  Pjiis  by  the 
■HK  motives  that  impelled  Lucien — hope  of  fame  and  )>ower 

Sowettmei  fitienne  Lousteaii  came  for  several  d.iys  together ; 
ha  In  a  little  while  his  visits  became  few  and  far  bclwcen 
iBdV  vould  stay  away  for  five  or  six  days  in  succession. 
Thn  be  would  come  back,  and  I.ncicn  would  \w\\e  to  see  his 
pn  next  day,  only  to  (itul  a  stranger  in  hit  place.  When 
ta  yiMBg  tnen  meet  daily,  tbcit  talk  haiks  back  to  their  last 
MKfisiiaa ;  bat  these  continual  intctruptions  obliged  Lu- 
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cien  to  break  the  ice  nTrHh  cjich  time,  and  further  che 
an  intimacy  which  made  little  progtc^  during  the  first 
weeks.     On  inquiry  of  the  damsel  at  the  counter,  Liicien 
told  chat  hiK  future  friend  was  un  ilie  ^laff  of  a  small  nei 
paper,  and  wrote  reviews  of  hooks  and  dmmBiic  criticKm 
pieces  played  at  the  AmbigivComitjne,  the  G^titi.  and  thi 
Panoraina<D[amattquc.     The  young  man  bccumc  a  persona] 
all  at  once  in  Lucien's  eyes.     Now,  he  thought,  he  won 
lead   the  conversation  on  rather  more    jwrsonal   topics,  ai 
make  some  cITurt  lo  gain  a  friend  no  likely  to  be  useful  tot 
beginner.   The  journalist  stayed  away  for  a  fortnight, 
did  not  know  that  fiiientic  only  dined  at  Flicotcaux's  whep 
he  was  hard  up,  and  hence  his  gloomy  air  of  diKnchanimeiU 
and  the  chilly  manner,  wliirh  Lucien  met  with  gracious  Huile 
and  amiable  remarks.     Hut,  after  .all,  llie  project  of  a  friend 
ship  called  for  mature  deliberation.     This  obscure  journalis 
appeared  to  lead  -lu  expensive  life  in  viW\c\\  fetiis  verres  (littli 
glasses),  cups  of  coffee,  punch-bowls,  sight-teeing,  and  supjirtil 
played  a  p»rt.     In  the  early  d.iys  of  Lurien's  life  in  the  L.it<ii 
Quarter,  he  behaved  like  a  poor  child  bewildered  by  lib  : 
experience  of  Paris  life ;  so  ihai  when  he  had  nwde  a  sttidy  i 
of  prices  and  weighed  his  purse,  he  lacked  courage  to  idbIm^ 
advances   to  litienne;    he  was  afraid    of  l)e;inning   a   frcrfij 
series  of  tite  blunders  of  which  he  was  still  repenting.     And| 
he  was  still  under  the  yoke  of  provincial  creeds;   his 
giianlian  angels,  Eve  and  David,  ro*e  up  before  him  at 
least  approach  of  an  evil  thought,  putting  him  in  mind  of  allj 
the  hopes  that  were  centred  on  him,  of  the  happilKSi  that 
owed  to  the  old  mother,  of  all  the  promises  of  his  genius. 

He  spent  his  moi-ningi«  in  studying  historj-  at  the  Bililiivj 
thiquc  Sainie.Gencvitvc,  His  very  first  researches  modftJ 
him  aware  of  frightful  errors  in  the  memoirs  of  "  The  ArcherJ 
of  Charles  IX."  When  the  library  closed,  he  went  Imirk  tO'^ 
his  ilamp,  chilly  room  to  correct  his  work,  cutting  out  whole 
chapter!  and  piecing  it  together  anew.     And  a^cr  dining  at 
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■'%,  he  veut  down  to  the  Passage  du  Comnierce  to 
■  DCWipipCft  u  Bloue's  rcading-ruum,  as  well  .is  new 
and  mnygi"**  and  puetry,  so  oa  to  keep  hiiu&eir  lh- 
te!^^  of  the  momncnU  of  the  day.  And  wlicn,  [owir<l 
it,  he  returned  to  liis  wretched  lodgings,  lie  had  ui>cd 
^xl  nor  candte-ligi^t.  Kb  leading  in  tlio^  days 
an  enonnoM  chjiise  in  his  klcu  that  he  revised 
uf  llfl«er-«Anr>eI&,  hi»  beloved  "  Marguetilcs," 
tbein  over  to  rocli  purpose  th^tt  scuuce  a  hundred 
biHOf  the  otijiii^  verges  were  aIIuwciI  to  siund. 

S»  in  the  b^iouiog  Lucien  led  the  honoi,  innocent  life  of 
(te  oowDtry  Ud  who  bcvet  leaves  the  Latin  Quarter ;  devol- 
■I  feinaelf  wholly  lo  hb  work,  with  t1iou^tit>  of  tlie  Aiture 
befere  him  ;  w)io  finds  FlicoteauxS  ordinary  Itixurious 
the  auBple  hodK-Tane ;  and  strolls  fur  lecrcation  along 
th  iBffji  nf  the  Lusxtnbodrg,  ihc  btood  surging  li3>:k  to  hit 
hoft  ■  be  gira*  timid  ilde-glances  to  the  pretty  women. 
Bh  iIm  oould  noi  U*t.  Lucini,  wiili  Ids  pociic  Icmperanieut 
.lc«  longinp,  cotdd  not  withstand  the  temptations 
\tf  the  pUy-bills. 
TW  Tlitiire-Franpia,  the  Vaudeville,  the  V'ari*iis.  the 
Of<ra-CoRiu)(K  relieved  him  of  some  sixty  francs,  although 
W  always  wtnt  lo  tlie  pit.  What  student  could  deny  himself 
[be  pletKirc  of  seeing  Talma  in  one  of  his  famous  t&lcs? 
\  n.  ,rn  wm  fi»<ritii!r«l  Iiy  the  tlicalrc,  lli.it  (ir»t  Inve  of  all 
peeiic  tcmperameDta ;  the  actors  and  actresses  were  awe- 
ia^Mring  creatnres  ;  he  did  not  so  much  as  dream  of  the  po»- 
tibiliiyof  crossing  the  footlights  and  meeting  them  on  familiar 
terrna.  The  men  and  women  who  gave  him  so  much  pleasure 
were  surely  marvelous  beings,  whom  the  newspapers  treated 
with  as  moch  gravity  as  matters  of  national  interest.  To  be 
a  dramatic  author,  to  have  a  play  produced  on  the  stage  I 
What  a  dream  was  this  to  chcrisii !  A  dream  which  a  few 
bold  spirits  like  Casimir  Debvigne  had  arliislly  realized  I 
Tlick  swarming  thoughts  like  thcbc,  and  moments  of  belief 
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in  himielf,  folloiwed  by  despair,  gave  Lucien  no  r«i,  and  kq 
him  in  tiie  narrow  w^iy  of  toil  and  frugality,  in  cpiic  of  lfe| 
smothered  grumblings  of  more  than  one  fteniled  dc&lie. 

Carrying  piudence  lo  an  extreme,  he  made  it  a  rwie  newi 
to  enter  the  precincts  of  the  P^Uis  Royal,  that  |>lace  of  [>entt 
lion  where  he  had  spent  fifty  francs  at  Vary's  in  a  single  dafj 
and  nearly  five  hundred  fiancs  on  his  clothes ;  and  when  he 
yielded  to  temptation,  and  saw  Fleiiry,  Talma,  the  two  fia^ 
tJslcs,  or  Micliot,  he  went  no  further  than  the  murky  pasngi 
where  theatre-goers  u^cd  to  stand  in  a  string  from  half-paU  Sii 
in  the  afternoon  till  the  hour  when  the  door  opened,  and  ]»• 
laied  comcre  were  compelled  lo  |«y  ten  sous  for  a  place  dcc 
the  ticlcct-offiue.  And,  after  wailing  for  two  hourt,  the  Of 
of  "All  tickets  arc  sold  !  "  rang  not  infrequently  in  the  etit 
of  disappointed  students-  When  the  plajr  was  over,  Ltulca 
went  home  with  downcast  eyes,  through  streets  lined  wltll 
living  attractions,  and,  perhaps,  fell  in  with  one  of  thocc, 
commonplace  adveiiiuies  which  loom  so  large  in  a  young  awl 
timorous  imagination. 

One  day  Lucien  counted  over  his  remaining  stock  of  money, 
and  took  alarm  at  the  melting  of  his  funds;  a  cold  peispirati«i 
broke  out  npon  him  when  he  thought  that  the  time  had  cooie 
when  he  must  find  a  publisher,  and  try  aUo  to  find  work  for 
which  a  puhlisher  would  pay  him.  The  young  journaliu, 
with  whom  he  had  made  a  one-sided  friendship,  never  came 
now  to  Flicoteaux's.  Lucien  was  waiting  for  a  chance— 
which  failed  to  present  itself.  In  Paris  there  are  no  chancer 
except  for  men  with  a  very  wide  circle  of  acquaintance; 
chances  of  success  of  every  kind  increase  with  the  number  of 
your  connections ;  and.  therefore,  in  this  sense  also  the  chances 
are  in  favor  of  the  big  battalions.  Lucien  had  sufficient  pro- 
vincial foresight  still  left,  and  had  no  mind  to  wait  until  only 
a  last  few  coins  remained  to  him.  He  resolved  to  bee  the 
publishers. 

So  one  tolerably  chilly  September   morning  Lucien  went 
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tke  Rne  de  la  Hirpe,  with  his  two  mtniucripti  under 
As  be  made  his  way  to  the  Qnai  des  Angistini, 
•loDf,  looking  into  the  bookiellen'  windows  on  one 
into  the  Seine  on  the  other,  his  good  genins  might 
biin  lo  iritch  himself  into  the  water  ■oooer 
plai^  into  literature.    After  bean-iearching  hesitatitHii, 
i    lAer  a  pofoand  scratinjr  of  the  various  countenances,  more  or 
te  caEOBiging,  aoft-bearted,  churlish,  cheerful,  or  melah- 
dnly,  to  be  seen  through  the  window-panes  or  in  the  door- 
wqi  flf  dM  bookseUeis'  esutdishmenu,  he  espied  a  houK 
wliae  (he  shopmen  were  bosjr  pacing  books  at  a  great  rate. 
Coodi  woe  being  diqiaiched.    The  walls  were  plastered  with 
baii; 

JUST  OUT. 

Lb  SoLiTAitc,  bj  M.  le  Vicomle  d'Arlincovrt. 
Third  cdiijon. 

LtoNiDE,   bjr  Victor  Ducange ;   live  volnmet, 
l»no,  printed  on  line  paper.     13  fmtcs. 

l!(DVCriO:(s  MoKALBs,  bj  Ktralcy. 

"They  are  lucky,  that  they  arc !  "  exclaimed  Lucien. 
Tbe  {dacard,  a  new  and  original  idea  of  the  celebrated 
Udvocai,  was  just  beginning  to  blossom  oitt  upon  the  walli. 
In  no  long  space  Paris  was  to  wear  motley,  thanks  to  the 
ttmioni  of  his  imitators,  and  the  Treasury  was  to  discover  a 
«*  source  of  revenue, 

Aniiety  sent  the  blood  surging  to  Lucien's  heart,  as  he 

*bo  had  been  so  great  at  AngoulCme,  so  insignificant  of  late 

la  ftris,  t1ipi>ed  past  the  other  houses,  summoned  up  all  his 

courage,  and  at  last  entered  the  shop  thronged  with  assistants, 

cwtoiDcn,  and  booksellers— "  And  authotf  too,  perhaps  I" 

thooght  Lucien. 

"I  want  to  speak  with  Monsieor  Vidal  or  Monsieur  For- 
ebon,"  he  said,  addressing  a  shopman.     He  had  read  tbe 
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names  on  ilic  signboani — Vidal  &  Porchon  (it  nn),  Fre^k 
and  foreign  bookstiiert'  agents. 

"  Boili  guilt  lull  Id)  arc  eiigiigud,"  ^aid  the  ni&n. 

'■I  will  wait." 

Left  lu  Uimscir,  lite  poet  scrutiiiiicd  th«  packages,  and 
amused  himself  for  a  couple  of  hour^  >>y  ».anDing  uic  '.iiki 
of  buuk^,  looking  liJtu  tliem,  and  ic^iiig  a  [lage  or  i«t<j  iici<: 
and  there.  Ai  last,  as  he  stood  leaning  u^iiist  a  window,  lie 
heard  voices,  and  suspecting  that  tlie  gfcen  curtains  hid  cither 
Vidal  or  Porchou,  he  listened  to  the  convcisatioii. 

"  Will  you  lake  five  hundred  copies  of  me?  If  you  will,  I 
will  let  you  have  them  at  five  francs,  and  give  fourteen  to  tlic 
dozen. " 

"  What  docs  that  bring  ihcm  in  at  P  " 

"Sixteen  sous  less." 

"Four  francs  four  sous  7 "  said  Vidal  or  Porchon,  which- 
ever it  was, 

"  Yes,"  said  Ihc  vendor. 

"  Credit  your  account?  "  inquired  the  •purchaser. 

"Old  humbuji !  yoii  would  settle  with  me  in  cighlcco 
months'  time,  with  bil!«  .it  a  twelvemonth," 

'*  No.     Settled  at  once,"  returned  Vidal  or  Poichon. 

"Bills  at  nine  months?"  asked  the  publisher  or  author, 
who  evidently  wjs  selling  his  book. 

"  No,  my  dear  fellow,  twelve  months,"  returned  one  of  the 
firm  of  booksellers'  agents. 

Tliere  was  a  [hiusc. 

"  You  are  simply  culling  my  throat !  "  said  (he  viaiior. 

"  Hut  in  a  yeai'i  time  shall  we  have  placed  a  hundred 
copies  of  'Lionidc?'"  said  the  other  voice,  "If  booki 
went  off  ai  fast  as  the  i>iiblisbers  would  like,  we  should  be 
millionairct,  ray  good  sir;  but  ti.ey  don't,  they  go  tu  Ihc 
public  pic.iscs,  There  is  some  one  now  bringing  oui  an 
edition  of  Scott's  noveU  at  <'iglilcen  sons  i>cr  volume,  lliree 
Uvres  twelve  sous  per  copy,  and  yog  want  me  to  give  you 
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■OM  Car  jrour  »uie  renuuiulcn  ?    No.     tf  you  mean  nte  to 
pvh  tfaia  Donl  of  yoots,  you  tnu&t  make  it  worth  my  while. 

Tidiii" 

A  uoat  tnan,  with  a  pen  behind  his  ear,  came  down  from 
ksdok. 

>*  How  many  copiei  of  Ducu^  did  you  place  last  jour- 
•ey  ?  "  acked  Potchon  of  his  partner. 

"  Two  buadred  of  '  Le  Pctii  VicilUrd  de  Calais  ; '  but  to 
■U  then  I  wn  obliged  to  cry  dowu  two  books  which  pay  in 
!■■  cooiniiMJoit,  and  uncomoMDly  fine  'nightingales'  they 

MB  DOW. 

(A  "  uighiingale,"  as  Lucicn  afterward  learned,  is  a  book- 
•cUer's  name  for  books  (hat  linger  on  liand,  perched  out  of 
iigfat  ia  the  loneliest  oooks  in  the  store.) 

•'And,  bestde,"  added  Vidal,  "  E'icard  is  bringing  out 
«Bc  aoTcls,  u  you  know.  Wc  have  been  promised  twenty 
pr  ceoL  on  the  published  price  to  make  the  thing  a  success." 

"Very  well,  at  twelve  month*,"  tlte  publisher  answered  in 
ipllcosB  roicc,  ihandcretruck  by  Vidsl't  confidential  remark. 

"Is  it  so  odef  ?"  P&rchon  inquired  cunly. 

"Vet."  The  sinnget  went  out.  After  he  h«d  gone,  La- 
'  dn  heard  Porcbon  say  to  Vidal — 

"  Wt  have  three  hundred  copies  on  order  now.  Wc  will 
kafi  hira  wailing  for  his  settlement,  sell  the  '  l>onides '  for 
fct  (raacs  nci,  settlement  iu  sii  months,  and " 

"  And  that  will  be  fifteen  hundred  franci  into  our  pockets," 
■udVkid. 

"Oh,  I  law  quite  well  that  he  was  in  a  fix.  He  is  giving 
Okcnfc  four  thousand  francs  for  two  thousand  copies." 

LackB  cut  VkUI  sbotl  by  appcuing  in  the  entrance  of  the 


"  I  have  ibe  hmtor  of  wishing  you  a  good-dav,  gentkiDeo," 
h  laid,  addressing  both  partoen.     TIte  booksellers  nodded 

"  I  bare  a  Freoch  historical  ronuocc  lAcr  the  style  of 

C 
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Scott,     li  is  oUed  '  The  Archer  of  Chvles  DC; '  I  propose  ] 
to  off«  it  to  yoa " 

Porcbon  glanced  ax  Locien  with  Itntreless  ejrc*,  aod  Uid , 
his  pcD  down  od  the  d«k.    VkUI  turn)  radeljr  at  tbe  author. 

'■  We  uc  not  publishing  booksellers,  sir ;  re  ue  boolucl- 
l«s'  agents,"  he  said.  ■■  When  «c  bung  out  a  book  out- 
selves,  we  only  deal  in  well-known  names ;  and,  beside,  «C 
only  take  serious  literature — history  and  epiton>es." 

"  Bot  my  book  b  very  serious,  it  is  an  altemjA  to  set  the 
Mniggle  between  Catholics  and  CaWinists  in  its  trae  light; 
tbe  Catholics  were  uipponcrs  of  absolute  inotuuchy  aad  the 
Protestants  for  a  republic." 

"  Moimenr  Vidal  t  "  sboated  an  assistant.     Vidal  fled. 

"  I  don't  say,  sir,  that  your  book  is  not  a  masterpkce," 
replied  forchon,  with  seamy  civility,  "  bat  we  only  deal  m 
books  that  are  rrady  printed.  Co  and  see  sonxbody  that 
buys  raanuicripis.  There  is  old  Dogoereau  in  the  Roe  da 
Coq,  near  the  Louvre,  be  n  in  the  romance  line.  If  yon  had 
only  spoken  sooner,  yoa  might  ha««  seen  Pollet.  a  competitor 
of  Doguereau  and  of  the  publishers  in  the  Wooden  Galleries." 

"  I  have  a  volume  of  poetry "  J 

"  Monsieur  Porchon  !  "  somebody  shooted.  ~ 

"Pitttry!"  Porchon  excUimcd  angrily.  "For  what  do 
jrou  lake  me?"  he  added,  l.-inghing  in  Lucien's  6ce.  And 
be  dived  into  the  Ti^ions  of  the  back  shop. 

Lacieo  went  back  across  the  Poitt  Ncuf  absorbed  in  reflec- 
tion. From  all  thai  he  understood  of  this  mercantile  dialecit 
it  appeared  that  book;i,  like  cotton  nightcaps,  were  to  be  re- 
garded as  articles  of  merchandise  to  be  sold  dear  and  bonghl 
cheap. 

"  I  have  made  a  mistake,"  said  I.iicien  to  himself;  bat,  all 
the  tame,  this  rough-and-ready  practical  a&pect  of  literature 
tsade  an  impression  upon  him. 

In  the  RiK  du  Coq  he  stopped  in  front  of  a  modes! -looking 
store,  which  he  bad  pasted  before.     He  taw  the  inscription, 
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^aovmcAU,  BoosstlXBK,  pUDied  above  it  in  yellow  letien 
«  fiecn  Kfuuad,  ud  remenibcced  liut  Ite  tud  Mcn  the 
«■■>  u  the  fool  or  the  iitle-poge  of  Kvenil  noveU  at  Bloesc'a 
■<»ding-Too(n.  In  he  went,  not  without  the  iiiwatd  liepida- 
Ti  which  ■  man  of  any  imagination  fceU  at  the  prospect  of 
a  iMilk.  Inside  the  thop  he  diicovcrcd  an  odd-looking  old 
■m.  one  of  the  queer  chanctets  of  the  trade  iu  the  da)rs  of 
tit  empire. 

Dofocmn  wore  a  black  coat  with  va»t  iqaare  tikins,  when 
Miton  required  tEwallow-uil  coats.  Hit  wai»lcoat  wu  of 
•one  dieap  material,  a  cbeckctl  pattern  of  many  colore ;  s 
«>d  chain,  with  a  copper  key  attached  to  it,  hung  from  his 
iab  aad  dangled  down  over  a  looniy  pair  of  black  nether 
pnacnia.  The  bookseller's  watch  must  have  been  the  size  of 
a  ofuoa.  Iron-gray  ribbed  stocking*  and  -Aiach  with  silver 
bscklei  completed  hb  costume.  "Hm  old  man's  head  was 
bsre,  aMj  oniamcnted  with  a  fringe  of  griziled  locks,  quite 
lodically  scanty.  "Old  IX>gtiereau,**  it  P'>rchon  styled 
U«,  waa  drescd  half  like  a  professor  of  bclles-leiim  as  to 
\k  traoMn  and  shoes,  half  like  a  iiadcsnun  with  respect  to 
iW  vaikpied  waistcoat,  the  stockings,  and  the  watch  ;  and 
tte  HOW  odd  miaiurc  appeared  in  ilte  man  himself.  He 
■ital  the  HMgittcrial,  dogmatic  air  and  the  hollow  coonte- 
aace  of  the  professor  of  rhetoric  with  the  sharp  eyes,  sua- 
lidoD*  mooth,  ar>d  vague  uneasiness  of  the  bookseller. 
"  Uooncor  Dogoereau  ^  "  asked  Loden. 
"That  is  my  lume,  sir." 

"  I  aiD  the  author  of  a  romance,"  began  I.ucieii. 
"Voa  arc  very  young,"  remarked  the  bookseller. 
"  My  age,  sir,  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  malter." 
"Troc,"  and  the  <Jd  bookseller  took  tip  the  manuscript. 
"Ah,  begad  I  '  Tlte  .\rcher  of  Charles  IX, .'  a  good  title.     Let 
■  «c  DOW,  young  man.  Just  tell  me  yotir  subject  in  a  word  or 
rwj." 
"It  b  a  hinorical  «rgrk,  tir,  id  the  style  of  Scott.    Tbc 
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character  of  (he  slruggle  bctwccD  [he  Protrsunts  wtd  Catholics 
is  depicted  as  a  struggle  between  (wo  opiioscd  systems  of  gov- 
crnment,  in  which  the  throne  is  seriously  eoU:uit;^rcd  I  have 
taken  the  Catholic  side." 

"  Eh  I  but  you  have  ideas,  young  man.  Very  weit,  I  will 
read  your  book,  I  promise  you.  I  would  rather  hare  had 
something  more  in  Mrs.  RadcliSe's  style ;  but  if  yoo  «rc  in- 
dustrious, if  you  have  some  notion  of  style,  conceplioos,  ideas, 
and  the  art  of  telling  a  story,  I  doa't  ask  beii«i  than  to  be  of 
use  to  yoo.     What  do  we  want  but  good  manuscripts?" 

"  When  may  I  come  back  ?  '* 

"I  am  going  into  the  country  this  evening;  1  shall  be  baick 
again  the  day  after  to-morrow.  I  shall  have  read  yoor  manu- 
script by  that  lime  ;  and  if  it  suits  me,  we  might  come  to  term 
that  very  day." 

Seeing  his  acquaintance  so  easy,  Lucien  was  inspired  with  | 
the  unlucky  idea  of  bringing  the  "  Marguerites'"  upon  the  j 
scene.  J 

"  I  have  a  volume  of  poetry  at  well,  sir "  he  began.     " 

"  Oh  I  you  are  a  poet  1  Then  I  don't  want  your  ronunce." 
and  theold  man  handed  back  ilic  manuscript.  "  I'he  rhymiDg 
fellows  come  to  grief  wiicn  they  try  their  hands  at  prow.  In 
prose  you  can't  use  words  that  mean  nothing ;  you  abcolutdy 
nust  say  something." 

"But  Sir  Walter  Scott,  sir,  wrote  poetry  as  well  as " 

"That  is  true,"  said  Doguereau,  relenting.  He  guessed 
that  the  young  fellow  before  him  was  poor,  and  kept  the 
manuscript.    "  Where  do  you  live  ?    I  will  come  and  sec  yoa." 

Lucien,  all  unsuspicious  of  the  ideas  at  the  back  of  the  old 
man's  head,  gave  his  address ;  he  did  not  see  that  he  had  to 
do  with  a  bookseller  of  the  old  school,  a  survival  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  when  booksellers  tried  to  keep  Voltaires 
and  Montetquieus  starving  in  garrets  under  lock  and  key. 

"  The  Latin  Quarter.  I  am  coming  back  that  very  way," 
•aid  Doguereau,  when  be  had  read  the  addresa. 
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"Good  nun  t  "  thought  Lucien,  s.i  betook  his  leave.  "So 
1  hare  tBd  a  fncbd  to  young  authon,  a  man  of  taste,  who 
kaovt  noKthliig.  'i'hat  is  the  kind  of  man  for  me  1  It  is 
JHl  m  I  wkl  (O  David— ulcni  toon  makes  its  way  i»  FAris." 

Lnciea  went  borne  again,  happy  and  light  of  bean ;  he 
of  glory>  He  gave  not  another  ttiou^ttit  to  the 
words  which  icll  on  his  ear  as  he  stood  by  the 
ater  in  VidaJ  and  POfcboo's  store  ;  he  beheld  himself 
tkc  ficber  bjr  twelve  hundred  francs  at  least.  Twelve 
hondnd  francs)  It  meant  a  year  io  Fanv,  a  vrliole  year  of 
jarponUiaa  for  the  work  tliat  he  meant  to  du.  What  plans  he 
tauU  on  that  hope!  What  sweet  dreams,  what  viiionsof  a 
Ut  oublbbcd  on  a  bauis  of  work !  Mcnuily  he  found  new 
^Butera  and  settled  binuclf  in  tlwm  ;  it  would  not  have  taken 
Mdi  to  act  him  making  a  purchase  or  two.  He  could  only 
■we  off  impatience  by  constant  reading  at  Blotse's. 

Two  days  later  old  Uognereau  came  to  llic  lodgings  of  his 
kidduif  Sir  Walter  Scott.  He  was  strui-k  with  tltc  pains 
•teh  Locien  had  ta):en  with  the  style  of  this  his  fmx  work, 
tlifblgd  with  the  strong  conirastR  of  character  sanctioned 
bf  the  epoch,  and  surprised  at  ihe  spirited  imaginations  which 
( yoong  wilier  always  displays  in  (he  scheming  of  a  first  plot 
-4)c  had  not  been  spoiled,  had  not  old  Da<tdy  Doguereau. 
He  bad  made  up  his  mind  to  give  a  tliousand  francs  for  "  The 
Aldwrof  Charles  IX.;  "  be  would  buy  the  copyright  out  and 
«M.  and  bind  Lacieg  by  an  engagement  for  Kveral  books. 
But  when  be  cainc  to  look  at  the  house,  the  old  fox  thooght 
Inicr  of  it. 

"A  yoong  fellow  that  lives  here  has  none  but  simple 
ttas,"  Hud  he  lo  hicntelf;  "be  is  fond  of  study,  fond  of 
work  :  I  tKed  not  give  more  than  eight  hundred  franco" 

"  Foonb  ftoor,"  answered  the  landlady,  when  be  asked  for 
U.  Locicn  dc  RubcmprA.  The  old  bookseller,  peering  op. 
mm  Doihtaf  but  the  sky  above  tlw  fourth  Aoor. 

"  This  young  fellow,"  thoagbt  be,  ■'  m  a  good-looking  lad ; 
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one  might  fo  so  far  as  to  ujr  ibal  h«  is  very  bundsotiK.  If 
be  were  10  make  too  much  money,  he  would  only  fall  into 
dissipated  ways  «td  iben  he  wotild  not  woik.  tn  (he  inierestt 
of  us  both,  1  shall  only  oOer  six  hundred  francs,  in  coin 
though,  not  paper." 

He  climbed  the  stairs  and  gave  three  taps  at  die  door. 
Lucicn  came  to  open  it.  llie  room  was  forlorn  in  its  bare- 
DCse.  A  bowl  of  milk  and  a  penny  roll  stood  on  the  table. 
The  destitation  of  genii^  made  an  impression  on  Daddy 
Dogucreau. 

"  Let  him  preserve  these  simple  habits  of  life,  this  frugality, 
these  modest  requirements,"  thought  he.  Aloud  he  said: 
"It  is  a  pleasure  to  mc  lO  see  you.  Titus,  sir.  lived  Jean- 
Jacques,  whom  you  resemble  in  more  ways  than  one.  Amid 
such  surroundings  the  fire  of  genius  shines  brightly;  good 
work  is  done  in  such  rooms  as  these.  This  is  how  men  of 
letters  should  work,  instead  of  living  riotously  in  cafis  tDd 
resuuranis,  wasting  iheir  time  and  talent  and  our  money." 

He  sat  down. 

"  Your  romance  w  not  bad,  young  nun.  I  wat  a  profenor 
of  rhetoric  once ;  1  know  French  history,  there  are  tome 
capital  things  in  it.     You  have  a  future  before  you,  in  fact." 

"Oh!  sir." 

"No;  I  tell  you  so.  We  may  do  business  together,  I 
will  buy  your  romance." 

Lucien's  heart  swelled  and  lhTDl>l>ed  with  gladness.  He 
was  about  to  enter  the  world  of  literature ;  he  should  see  him< 
self  in  print  at  last. 

"I  will  give  you  four  hundred  francs,"  continued  Do- 
gtiereau  in  honeyed  accents,  and  he  looked  at  Lucien  with  an 
air  which  seemed  to  betoken  an  effort  of  generosity. 

"  The  volume  ?  "  queried  Lucien. 

"  For  the  romance,"  Mid  Dof^uereau,  heedless  of  Lucien'l 
surprise.  "In  ready  money,"  he  added;  "and  you  shall 
undertake  to  write  two  books  for  me  every  year  for  six  yean. 
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V  dif  fini  boolt  it  out  or  print  in  »x  months,  I  will  give  you 
u  huadred  fnotis  for  tlx  othen.  So,  i(  you  write  iwo  l>ooks 
ocb  ycsr,  you  will  tie  making  a  hundicd  francs  a  montit ;  jrou 
will  hive  a  sure  income;  you  will  be  well  otT.  There  arc 
uthon  whom  I  only  pay  three  hundtect  francs  for  a 
';  I  g)t-e  two  hundred  for  transitions  of  English 
Soch  (irico  would  lutve  been  cxotbiiant  in  the  old 

"  Sir,  we  cannot  possibly  come  to  an  uodentandlnf , 
Ci*e  me  back  my  manuscript,  I  beg,"  uld  Lucien,  in  a  cold 
(ftilL 

"  Here  it  is,"  said  the  old  bo<Aseller.  "  Yoti  know  noth- 
Kg  of  buuDcss,  &iT.  Before  an  author's  6rs.l  book  can  appear, 
a  peblnber  b  bound  lo  sink  sixteen  hundred  (niics  on  ibe 
fiper  txA  the  printing  of  ii.  It  is  euier  to  write  a  romance 
tkan  lo  And  all  that  money.  I  luve  a  hundred  romances  in 
■MWKrtpi. and  1  hare  not  a  hundred  nnd  sixty  thousand  fran<:s 
b  Bjr  ca*h  box.  alas  I  I  luive  no:  made  so  much  in  all  these 
l*eiity  years  that  1  liare  been  a  bookseller.  So  you  don't  make 
1  bnuae  by  printing  ronuncn,  you  see.  Vidal  and  Porchon 
wly  lake  ibeia  of  ui  on  conditions  that  grow  harder  and  harder 
4qr  by  day.  You  have  only  your  time  lo  lose,  while  I  am 
tbtiged  to  disburse  two  Ihotnand  francs.  If  we  foil,  kabtnt 
m»/H*  Shtlii,  1  lose  two  ihouijnd  TraTLCa ;  while,  as  for  you. 
fM  limply  hurl  an  ode  at  the  thick-headed  public  When 
fn  Itavc  thought  over  this  thai  1  hare  Ihe  honor  of  telling 
ysB,  you  will  come  bar  k  to  me,  Yoa  will  t^rnt  taek  fa  me  I " 
k  MWTled  authoritalivcly,  by  way  of  reply  to  a  scornful  ges- 
Hk  tude  involuntarily  by  Lucien.  "  So  far  from  finding  a 
paWisheT  obliging  enmigh  to  risk  two  thousand  francs  for  an 
■akAOwn  writer,  you  will  not  6nd  a  publisher's  clerk  tlui 
will  trouble  bimself  to  look  through  your  screed.  Now  that 
I  ha*«  read  it,  I  can  point  out  a  good  many  slips  in  grammar. 
Von  hare  put  piimtr  for  fairt  nifrrrer  and  malgri  ^ut. 
Mkigr*  \t  I  prepoiitioo,  and  requires  an  object." 


I.iicieR  »ppear«(I  to  be  humiliaicH.     He  wa*  damfoi 

"When  I   ice  you  again,  yoM   will  hive   lost  ft  bt 
ftftiici,"  he  aiMml.     "  I  tihalt  only  ^ive  a  huBdred  crowns." 

Wilh  lUat  he  atoi*  and  look  hw  leave.  On  the  thrcshc 
he  ui(i,  "  If  yoii  had  not  somclhtii);  in  yog,  and  a  fuinr 
befoTC  fou;  if  I  did  not  lake  an  interest  in  studious  youlti,] 
ihould  not  have  mode  yoa  such  a  handsome  oflVr.  A  hundr 
francs  |icf  month  I  Think  of  it !  After  all,  a  romance  in  a  . 
dnwet  is  not  caiing  its  liead  olT  like  a  hflne  in  a  slaUe,  aoj 
will  it  fiitd  yon  in  victuals  cither,  and  that's  a  fact."  ^ 

Lticien  siuiched  up  his  tnanmcript  and  dashed  it  on  the 
floor. 

"  I  would  rather  barn  it,  sir  I "  he  exclaimed. 

*'  Vou  have  a  poet's  head,"  returned  his  senior. 

LiK-icn  devoured  his  bread  and  uipped  hb  bowl  of  mT 
then  be  went  dowmtatrs.     Mii  room  was  not  large  enongf 
for  him ;  he  was  turning  round  and  round  in  it  like  a  lion  in 
•  cage  ai  the  Jardin  des  Planics.  h 

At  the  llililiath<'4]iic  S.Linte-Cci)cvi<ive,  whither  Lucteo  wa^| 
going,  he  hjid  come  to  know  a  uranger  by  sight ,-  a  young 
nun  of  five  and  twenty  or  (hercabouit,  working  with  the  sus- 
tained industiy  which  nothing  can  di^uirb  nnr  distract,  the 
sign  by  whkli  your  genuine  literary  worker  is  Icnown.     Evi- 
denily  t)ic  young  nun  had  been  reading  there  for  K>me  time,— 
for  the  librarian  and  the  attendants  all  knew  him  and  paidH 
him  npecial  -iltentioD  ;  the  librarian  would  even  allow  him  to 
lake  away  b<'oks,  with  which  Liicicn  saw  him  return  in  the^ 
mofning.     In  the  stranger  student  he  recognized  a  broibcT  iiM 
|>riinry  and  hope.  ■ 

f^le-f^-e<l  and  slight  and  thin,  with  a  fine  forehead  htddeik 
by  tnaises  of  Mack,  tolerably  tinkempt  hair,  there  was  somefl 
thing  about  him  that  attracted  indiflerent  eyes :  it  was  a  rague^ 
retemblance  which  he  l>ore  to  [tottraiii  of  the  young  Bona- 
parte, engraved  from  Robert  Lefrbvrc's  picture.     That  en- 
graving Is  a  poem  of  melancholy  intensity,  of  tai 
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mbilion,  or  power  working  below  the  surfice.  Study  the 
Ucc  carefully,  uid  /oa  will  discover  KCiiiui  lii  it  and  discrc- 
bm  And  all  the  subtlety  and  greatness  tit  the  num.  The 
poimit  tui  iimkin^  eyes  like  a  woman's;  they  look  out, 
intdy  of  space,  craving  difficulties  to  vftnqaish.  Even  if  tlie 
MM  of  Boupartc  were  not  written  bcDeath  it,  you  would 
pie  lODg  at  that  lUcc. 

Ludcn'i  youni;  iiodeol,  the  incarnation  of  this  picture, 
■ully  wotc  footed  irouMn,  ihocs  with  thick  »oIn  to  l!iciu, 
M  overcoat  of  cosne  cloth,  a  tdack  ciavjit,  a  waistcoat  of 
note  (ray-aod- while  material  buttoned  to  the  chin,  and  a 
ekeap  hat.  CoatempI  for  superfluity  in  dress  was  Tiubte  in 
Im  whole  pcDon.  Lucien  also  discovered  that  ttie  m)^tcrious 
■ttangrr  with  that  uoniistakablc  stamp  which  genius  sets  opon 
iW  fofchcad  of  its  Uavcs  was  one  of  Fiicotcaux's  most  regular 
(aoaoieni ;  he  at«  to  live,  carele&s  of  the  fare  which  appearcil 
10  be  familiar  to  him.  and  drank  water.  Wl>crever  Lucicn 
WW  him.  at  the  library  or  at  Flicoieaux's,  there  was  a  dignity 
a  htt  manner,  springing  doubtless  from  the  conKiousncu  of 
1  porpoae  that  filled  his  life,  a  dignity  which  made  him  uoap- 
^achablc.  He  had  the  expietsion  of  a  thinker,  meditation 
d*dt  oa  the  fine,  nobly  carved  brow.  Yoq  coiild  tell  from 
tte  dark  bright  eye«,  so  clear-sighted  and  qiiirk  to  observe, 
ftit  their  owner  wu  wont  to  probe  to  the  bottom  of  things. 
Be  geKicuIawd  very  litttc,  his  demeanor  was  grave.  Lucien 
iilt  so  iovolanury  respect  for  him. 

Uaay  timn  already  the  i>air  had  looked  at  each  other  at 
ike  Biblioth^que  or  at  Flicoieauz's ;  many  tiroes  they  had 
been  on  the  point  of  speaking,  but  neither  of  them  had  ven- 
■■■d  w  &r  as  yet.  The  silent  young  man  went  off  to  the 
fcrtber  end  of  tlie  lil)rary,  on  the  side  at  right  angles  to  the 
Plwr  de  la  Sorbonne,  and  Lucicn  had  no  opportunity  of 
■ikiog  his  acqaainiance,  although  he  felt  drawn  to  a  worker 
he  knew  by  indescribable  tokens  for  a  character  of  no 
order.      Both,  as  they  came  to  know  aAcrward, 
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sDd  dif,  fncn  to  fcan  which  ctarn  s 
pif  Wi  iM<  eaoOoM  to  sotitxiy  cratnra.  Perbapd  thejt  acvtt 
woaU  have  beat  broo^  isto  coanraakatton  if  they  had  not 
coBc  aaosB  eacb  other  tbat  day  of  Locira't  disaster ;  for,  at 
Lackn  txtined  tsio  the  Rac  des  Gtes,  he  u»  the  sttxlcDt  coat- 
ing aw^  &oai  the  BtbUoth6]ae  Sainlc-GeDcvitve. 

"The  libniy  is  doaed;  I  don't  know  why,  moDsietir," 
sod  be. 

Tears  were  suoding  in  Lodeo's  eyes;  he  expeessed  his 
thanks  bj  one  of  those  geMttres  thai  Sfok  more  eloquently 
than  words  and  unlock  heart*  at  once  when  two  men  meet  in 
fOutK  They  w«nt  tofetber  along  the  Rue  dei  Gr^  toward 
tbe  Roe  de  la  Harpe. 

"  As  that  is  so,  I  shall  go  to  the  Luxembourg  for  a  walk," 
said  Lacicn.  ■•  When  yon  have  cotM  out,  it  is  not  ea^  to 
seiEJe  down  to  work  again." 

"  No;  one's  ideas  will  noc  flow  in  the  proper  current,'*  re- 
nurkcd  the  straoger.  "Socncthtng  seems  to  have  annoyed 
you,  monsieur?" 

"  I  have  jtai  had  a  queer  adventure,"  said  Lucien,  and  be 
told  the  history  of  his  visit  to  the  quai,  and  gave  an  account 
of  his  subsequent  dealings  with  the  old  t>ook*e1lcr.  He  gaw 
his  name  and  utd  a  word  or  two  of  his  position.  In  oiM 
month  or  thereabouts  he  h»A  spent  sixty  francs  on  his  board, 
thirty  for  lodging,  twenty  more  francs  in  going  to  the  theatre, 
and  ten  at  Blosse's  reading-room — one  hundred  and  twenty 
francs  in  all,  and  now  he  had  }ust  a  hundred  and  twenty 
francs  in  hand. 

"Your  story  is  mine,  raontieur,  and  the  story  of  ten  or 
twelve  hundred  yonng  fellows  beside  who  come  from  the 
country  to  Paris  every  year.  There  are  others  even  worse  off 
than  we  are.  Do  you  see  that  theatre?"  he  continued,  in- 
dicating the  lunets  of  the  Od^on.  "There  came  one  day  to 
lo<lge  in  one  of  the  houses  in  the  square  a  man  of  talent  who  had 
fallen  into  the  lowest  depths  of  poveny.     He  was  married,  in 
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addition  to  the  misfortunes  which  wc  »haie  with  him,  lo  a  wire 

wfaotB  he  lovrd  ;  utd  the  poorer  or  the  richer,  a»  )«u  will,  bjr 

two  chUdrm.     He  was  burdened  with  debt,  but  be  {xit  hi> 

fatth  ia  his  pen.    He  took  a  comedy  tn  five  acts  to  the  Odton ; 

tbe  oonedjr  was  accepted,  tbe  mana^emeni  arranged  lo  brin^ 

it  001,  the  adore  learned  their  pans,  the  suge  manager  urged 

oa  ihe  rcheanab.     Five  teTctal  bits  of  luck ;  five  dramas  lo 

be  (vdbrmed  in  real  life,  and  far  harder  laiJis  than  the  writing 

of  a  fire-act  plajr.     The  poor  author  lodged  in  a  garret ;  you 

laa  lee  the  place  from  here.     He  drained  hi«  lut  mources  lo 

Ihrv  miil  the  fint  represeatatton  ;  his  wife  pawned  her  clothes, 

thejral]  lived  on  dry  bread.     On  the  day  of  the  final  rehcareal 

tbe  hoaseh(^d  owed  fifly  francs  in  the  Quarter  to  the  baker, 

Ike  fottkwoinaa,  and  the  porter.     The  author  lud  only  the 

Krictly  necesnry  clothes — a  coat,  a  shirt,  trouseis,  a  waist- 

Mat.  and  a  pair  of  booU.     He  felt  sure  of  success ;  he  kiswd 

Ui  wife.     The  end  of  their  troubles  was  at  baad.     *  At  last  1 

Tbee  is  itolhing  against  us  now/  cried  he.     '  Ye«,  there  it 

In ,'  sud   hi*  wife ;  '  look,  tbe  Odton   is  on  fire ! '     The 

(Mtofl  was  OD  lire,  monsieur.    So  do  not  you  complain.   Yon 

kftvc  clothes,  you  hare  neither  wife  nor  child,  you  have  a 

bawlred  and  twenty  fiancs  for  emergencies  in  your  pocket, 

wA  jroa  owe  no  one  a  penny.     Well,  the  piece  went  through 

k  hasdrtd  and  fifty  representations  at  the  Tti^ilire  Louvois, 

IW  King  allowed  the  author  a  pension.    '  Genius  is  [niience,* 

M  gigilQ  said.     .\nd  patience  after  all  is  man's  nearest  ap- 

pCMcIl  lo  luturc's  prornscs  of  crcalion.     Whit   i'^  .iri,  mon- 

anv,  bsi  nature  concentrated?"     He  paused  as  if  to  imprest 

tlteie'tluKighii  upon  Lucien. 

By  this  time  the  young  men  were  striding  along  the  walks  of 
tba  Loxembourg,  and  in  no  long  tinte  Lucien  learned  the 
Mae  of  the  stranger  who  was  doing  his  best  lo  adm)nis< 
te  comfort.  T^ax  name  has  since  grown  famous.  Daniel 
d*Anbet  is  one  of  the  most  illintriouB  of  living  men  of  letters ; 
one  of  tbe  rare  few  who  show  us  an   example  of  "a  noble 


gift  with  a  noble  nature  combined,"  to  qnole  t  poet's  6ne 
thoughi. 

"There  is  no  cheap  route  to  greatness,"  Danie)  went  OD  in 
his  kind  voice.  "  The  works  of  genius  are  watered  with  tears. 
The  gift  that  is  in  yoti,  like  an  existence  in  the  physical  world, 
passes  through  childhood  and  its  maladies.  Nature  sweejia 
away  sickly  or  deformed  creatures,  and  society  rejects  an  im* 
perfectly  developed  talent.  Any  man  who  means  to  rise 
above  the  rest  must  make  ready  for  a  struggle  and  be  un- 
daunted hy  (iifficulties.  A  great  writer  is  a  martyr  who  does 
not  die;  that  is  all.  There  is  the  stamp  of  genius  on  ]rour 
forehead,"  d'Arihc):  continued,  enveloping  Lucien  by  i 
glance ;  "  but  unless  you  have  within  yon  the  will  of  genius, 
unless  you  are  gifted  with  angelic  jaiience,  unlc&s,  no  matter 
how  far  the  freaks  of  fate  have  set  you  from  your  destined 
goat,  you  can  find  the  way  to  your  infinite  as  the  turtles  in  the 
Indies  find  their  way  to  the  ocean,  you  had  belter  give  upxt 
once." 

"Then  do  you  yourself  expect  these  ordeals?"  asked  Ln- 
cien. 

"Trials  of  every  kind,  slander  and  treachery,  and  efTron- 
lery  and  cunning,  the  rivals  who  act  unfairly,  and  the  keen 
competition  of  the  literary  market,"  bis  companion  said 
resignedly.  "What  is  a  (list  loss,  if  only  your  work  was 
really  good?" 

"Will  you  look  at  mine  and  give  me  your  opinion?"  sdwd 
LtKien. 

"  So  be  it,"  raid  d'Arlhei.  "  I  am  living  in  the  Rue  d«» 
Quatre-Vents.  Dcsplcin,  one  of  the  moai  illustrious  men  of 
genius  in  our  time,  the  greatest  surgeon  the  world  has  known, 
once  endured  the  martyrilom  of  early  itriiggles  with  the  fit« 
difficulties  of  a  t;loriou«  career  in  the  same  house.  I  think 
of  that  every  night,  and  the  thought  gives  me  the  stock  of 
courage  that  I  need  every  morning.  I  am  living  in  the 
very  room  where,  like   Rousseau,  he  often  ale  bread  and 
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dkttfta,  bill,  ualike  Rous&c^u,  he  h«J  do  Tlmesa.  Come  in 
iboal  «n  hotu'a  time.  I  &lull  be  in,  and  wjitiiig  aoxionsljr 
for  joar  return." 

The  poets  gruped  each  oiIkt's  hands  with  a  rush  of  mclau- 
cboly  uxi  icniier  feeling  incxjircuible  in  words,  and  went  iheir 
■pMite  ways;  Lucien  lo  (etch  his  manascript,  Daniel  d'Ar- 
Ikcx  to  pamt  his  watch  and  buy  a  couple  of  faggots.  The 
WBUho  wu  cold,  and  his  new-found  friend  should  find  a  fire 
tabu  room. 

Locieo  was  punctiial.  He  noticed  at  once  that  the  house 
«••  of  an  even  poorer  class  than  the  Eldtel  dc  Cluny.  A 
'  gradually  Ijecaroc  visible  at  the  further  end  of  a  dark 
be  mounted  to  the  fifth  floor,  and  found  d'Arlbex's 


Abookcne  of  dark-»taiiKd  wood,  with  rows  of  labeled  card- 
hoard  CBSM  on  the  shelves,  stood  between  the  two  crazy  win- 
dowa.  A  gaunt,  painted  wooden  bedstead,  of  tbc  kind  seen 
b  school  domiiories,  a  nighi-tabte,  picked  up  cheaply  some- 
vlwre.  and  a  coaptc  of  horsehair  armcltain,  filled  the  furlber 
tad  of  Uie  Toon.  The  wall-paper,  a  Highland  plaid  pattern, 
■aa  glaaed  over  with  the  grime  of  years.  Between  the  win- 
iw  and  the  jjraie  stood  a  long  table  littered  with  pajiers,  attd 
Ippaaite  the  fireplace  there  was  a  cheap  mahogany  chest  of 
rinven.  A  second-hand  carpet  covered  the  Aoor — a  necessary 
kmry.  foe  it  saved  firing.  A  common  of&ce  armchair,  cnsb- 
tonad  with  leather,  rritnson  once,  but  now  hoary  with  wear, 
VIS  dnwn  up  to  tl>e  tabk.  Atld  half-a-doien  rickety  chaiit, 
•ad  yoa  ba«e  a  complete  list  of  tlie  furniture.  Lucien  noticed 
aa  old-fuhioned  candle  sconce  for  a  card-table,  with  an  ad- 
JiMiblr  acicen  attached,  and  wondered  to  see  four  wax^andka 
ia  the  sockela.  D'Anhez  explained  thai  he  could  not  endure 
tfca  RDcll  of  tallow,  a  little  trait  denoting  great  delicacy  of 
MMB^FceptiOD  and  the  exquisite  sensibility  which  accom- 
poica  it. 

Tlw  rcadiojt  LtUed  for  seven  hours.     Daniel  listened  con- 
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scientiously,  forbearing  to  internipi  by  word  or  comment — 
one  of  the  rarest  proofs  of  good  lastc  in  a  listener. 

"Well?"  queried  Lucico,  laying  the  manuscript  on  th« 
chimney-shelf. 

"  You  have  made  a  good  st«rt  on  the  right  way,"  d'Arthei 
answered  judicially,  "  but  you  must  go  over  your  work  again. 
You  must  Glrikc  out  a  different  style  for  yourself  if  you  do  not 
mean  to  ape  Sir  Walter  Scott,  for  you  have  taken  him  for 
your  model.  You  begin,  for  instance,  as  he  begins,  with  ■ 
long  conversations  to  introduce  your  characters,  and  only 
when  they  have  said  their  say  does  description  and  action 
follow.  W 

"  This  opposition,  necessary  in  all  work  of  a  dramatic  IcilMl, 
comes  last.  Just  put  the  terms  of  the  problem  the  other  way 
round.  Give  descriptions,  to  which  our  language  lends  itself 
BO  admirably,  instead  of  diffuse  dialogue,  magnificent  in  Scott's 
work,  but  colorless  in  your  own.  Lead  naturally  up  to  year 
dialogue.  Plunge  straight  into  the  action.  Treat  your  sub- 
ject from  different  points  of  view,  sometimes  in  a  side-light, 
sometimes  retrospectively;  v-iry  your  methods,  in  fact,  lo 
diversify  your  work.  You  may  be  original  while  adapting 
the  Scotch  novelist's  form  of  dramatic  dialogue  to  French 
history.  There  is  no  passion  in  Scott's  novels  ;  he  ignores 
passion,  or  perhaps  it  w.ts  interdicted  by  the  hypocritical 
manners  of  his  connKy.  Wom.in  for  him  is  duty  incariMic. 
His  heroines,  with  possibly  one  or  two  exceptions,  are  a]) 
exactly  alike ;  he  has  drawn  them  all  from  the  same  model,  as 
painters  say.  They  arc,  every  one  of  them,  descended  from 
Clarissa  Harlowc.  And  returning  continually,  as  he  did,  to 
the  same  idea  of  woman,  how  could  he  do  otherwise  than 
produce  a  single  type,  varied  only  by  degrees  of  vividness  in 
the  coloring  ?  Woman  brings  confuiion  into  society  through 
passion.  Passion  gives  infinite  po<!sibililies.  Therefore  depict 
panion ;  you  have  one  great  resourre  open  to  you.  foregone  by 
the  great  genius  for  the  sake  of  providing  family  reading  for 
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Engliad.  In  Fnnce  you  hjive  the  chamiing  sinner, 
dc  brifbtly  colored  life  of  Catholicism,  contia^ed  with  sombre 
CaHiflbtic  Gfura  on  a  background  of  ihc  times  when  panions 
na  higher  ihu  at  any  other  period  of  our  hUtory. 

"  Cvery  epoch  which  has  left  authentic  records  since  the  time 
o(  Cbafles  the  Gieai  calls  for  at  lea«i  one  roniaticc.  Some  re- 
qnire  tamt  or  Ave ;  the  periods  of  I.ouis  XIV. ,  of  Henry  IV., 
of  Fnncta  I.,  for  instance.  You  would  give  us  iii  this  way  a 
pfcMwoque  history  of  France,  with  the  costumes  and  furniture, 
Aebovaa  and  their  interiors,  and  domestic  life;  giving  us  the 
ifirft  of  the  time  instead  of  a  laborious  narration  of  asccr- 
laiMd  facts.  Then  there  b  further  scope  for  originality. 
Twoui  remove  some  of  the  popular  delusions  which  disfigure 
acBCiDanei  of  cmm  of  our  kings.  Be  bold  enough  in  this 
its  work  of  yours  to  rehabilitate  the  great  inagniliccnt  figure 
•f  Citberjne,  whom  you  have  sacrificed  to  the  prejudices 
•WhstitI  cloud  her  name.  And,  finally,  paint  Charles  IX. 
f«  IB  IS  he  really  wa5,  an<)  not  as  ProteMant  writers  Have 
csde  him.  Ten  years  of  persistent  work,  and  fame  and 
tnanc  will  be  yours." 

Bjr  thta  time  it  wbs  nine  o'clock;  Lucien  followed  the 
ample  set  in  secret  by  his  future  friend  by  a^iking  him  lo 
Aae  at  £don'5,  and  spent  twelve  francs  at  that  restaurant. 
Daring  the  dinner  Daniel  admitted  Lucien  into  the  secret  of 
Ui  hope*  and  stwlies.  Daniel  d'.\rthci  wouM  not  allow  that 
■f  writer  eonld  attain  lo  a  pre-eminent  rank  without  a  pro- 
iBMd  knowledge  of  metaphysics.  He  was  engaged  in  ran- 
Mcfciag  the  spoils  of  ancient  and  modern  philosophy,  and  in 
the  aaRRiilation  of  it  all ;  he  would  be  like  Moli^c,  a  pro- 
faaad  phitoiophcr  first,  and  a  writer  of  comedies  afterward. 
R*  was  studying  the  world  of  booki  and  the  living  world 
■faoM  htm — thought  and  fact.  Hi.i  friends  were  learned 
MlfiUit*.  yoong  doctors  of  medicine,  political  writers  and 
■nian,  a  number  of  earnest  stndenu  full  of  promise. 

D'Artbct  earned  a  living  by  a  conscientious  and  ill-paid 
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work;  he  wrote  articles  for  encydopasdios,  dictioBiries  oi 
biographjr  and  natnrat  science,  doing  ju»  enough  lu  enable 
him  to  live  while  be  followed  his  owo  beoi,  aud  neither  more 
nor  less.  He  had  a  piece  of  imaginative  work  on  hand,  undcr- 
likcD  solely  for  the  sake  oi  studying  the  resources  of  Langtufe, 
an  impottutt  psychological  study  in  the  form  of  a  norel,  on- 
finished  as  yet,  for  d'Anbez  took  it  up  or  laid  it  down  as  the 
humor  strock  him,  and  kept  it  for  days  of  great  distress. 
U' Arthei's  revelations  of  himself  were  made  very  simply,  but 
to  Lacien  he  seemed  like  au  intellectual  giant ;  aitd  by  eleven 
o'clock,  when  they  left  the  resUoranl,  he  begau  to  feel  a 
sudden,  warm  fricndsliip  for  this  nattirc,  unconscious  of  its 
loftiness,  this  unoitentaiiotB  woith. 

Lucien  took  d'Acthei's  advice  unquesttoningly,  and  fol- 
lowed it  out  to  the  letter.  TIk  most  magnificent  palaces  of 
fancy  had  been  suddenly  Aung  open  to  him  by  a  nobly  gifted 
mind,  mamrcd  already  by  ihoaghi  and  critical  examinations 
undertaken  for  their  own  sake,  not  for  )»iblication,  but  for 
the  solitary  thinker's  own  satisfaction.  The  burning  coal  had 
been  bid  on  the  lipi  of  the  poet  of  Angoulftme,  a  word  uttered 
by  a  hard  student  in  Paris  had  Ulenupon  ground  prepared  to 
receive  it  in  the  provincial.  Lucien  set  about  recasting  hit 
work. 

In  his  gladness  at  finding  in  this  wilderness  of  Paris  a 
nature  abounding  in  generous  and  sympathetic  feeling,  the 
distinguished  provincial  did,  as  all  young  crc.itiircs  hungering 
for  affeciion  arc  wont  to  do ;  he  fastened,  like  a  chronic  dis- 
ease, upon  this  one  friend  that  he  had  found.  He  called  for 
d'Arthez  on  his  nay  to  the  Biblioth^iie,  walked  with  him 
on  fine  days  in  the  Luxembourg  Gardens,  and  went  with  hil 
friend  every  evening  as  far  as  the  door  of  liis  lodging. house 
after  sitting  next  him  at  Flicoleaux's.  He  prcsMd  close  to 
his  friend's  side  as  a  soldier  might  keep  by  a  comrade  on  the 
froien  RtiMian  plains. 

During  those  early  days  of  his  acquaintance,  he  notkca, 
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Ht  vithout  clwighD,  that  h»  procnce  impoKd  a  certain  rc- 
«ntiii  QO  the  cirde  of  DuikI's  itiiiDuic*.  TIk  talk  of  those 
■ycnoc  beings  of  whom  d'Anhcz  s^Kike  to  him  with  such 
■awzunted  cDilituiasm  kept  within  the  boundfof  a  rcierve 
tot  tiule  in  keeping  with  the  evideat  waiinth  of  their  frtend- 
ihips.  At  these  iimn  LtKicn  di«creetly  took  his  leave,  a 
fedisg  of  cnriosii)'  mingliHg  with  the  sense  of  something 
Kht  psiD  u  the  oBtTadsin  to  which  be  wu  subjected  hy  these 
•naten.  who  all  addressed  each  otlicr  by  their  Christian 
Each  one  of  them,  hkc  d'Ariliei,  bore  the  stamp  of 
Vpon  hii  forehead. 

After  lonae  private  opposittofli  overcome  by  d'Aitlvez  with- 
oot  Lttcicn'i  koowlcdgc,  tlie  new-comer  wu  at  length  judged 
««Ibj  lo  nuke  one  of  the  tiMoeU  of  lofty  thinkers.  Hence- 
fawnd  be  was  to  be  one  of  a  little  group  of  young  men  who 
aet  almoU  every  evening  lA  d'Arihez's  room,  united  by  the 
bcaat  •yapathies  and  by  the  eariiesinew  of  iheir  inlellectuaJ 
Ut  Tbey  all  foresaw  a  gicat  writer  in  d'Anhei ;  they  looked 
ifoa  hin  as  their  ditef  since  the  loss  of  one  of  their  number, 
•  ayuical  gcniut,  one  of  the  most  extraordinary  intellects  of 
the  age.  This  former  leader  bad  gone  b>ck  to  his  province 
Iv  icHoas  on  which  it  serves  no  purpose  to  enter,  but  Lucico 
oAn  hcud  tlicni  speak  of  this  absent  fticnd  as  "  Louis." 
Scleral  of  ibe  group  were  destined  to  fall  by  ttie  way;  bal 
aiicn,  like  d'Anh;jt,  have  since  w^n  all  the  fante  tlui  was 
ttnr  doe.  A  few  detaib  at  lo  Ihe  circle  will  readily  explain 
Uekn't  MTong  feeling  of  iolercst  and  curiosity. 

Om  attUKig  those  who  still  survive  was  Horace  Bianchoa, 
■tea  a  boiae-siDdeni  at  the  H6tcl-Diei) ;  bier,  ^  sliining  light 
■  the  £cole  de  Paris,  and  now  so  well  known  that  it  is  iieed- 
!■  M  give  any  descriptioi)  of  his  appearance,  genius,  or 
dander. 

Blest  canw  L4on  Girand,  thai  profound  philosoplKr  and 
hold  theorist,  luming  all  systems  inside  out,  criticising,  ea- 
jTHUDf.  and  formulating,  dragging  them  all  to  the  feet  of 
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his  idol — Humstnity ;  great  even  in  hb  errors,  for  hii  hon- 
esty ennobled  bis  lut&iakcs.  An  inirepid  loiler,  a  conscittg- 
tious  scholar,  lie  became  the  adciiowleclgeij  hesul  of  a  schsbl 
of  moralists  and  pohticiaDs.  Time  alone  can  pronounce  upon 
the  merits  of  his  theories ;  but  if  his  convictions  have  dram 
bim  into  p^iths  in  which  none  of  his  old  comrades  tread,  none 
the  \es&  he  is  still  their  faithful  friend. 

An  was  represented  by  Joseph  Bridau,  one  of  the  best 
painters  among  the  younger  men.  Bui  for  a  too  impresion- 
able  nature,  which  made  havoc  of  Joseph's  heart,  he  might 
have  continued  the  tradition  of  the  great  Italian  masters, 
though,  for  that  matter,  the  last  word  has  not  yet  been  uid 
concerning  him.  He  combines  Roman  outline  with  Venetian 
color ;  but  love  is  fatal  to  liis  work,  love  not  merely  traiufi&es 
his  heart,  but  sends  his  arrow  through  the  brain,  deranges  the 
course  of  his  life,  and  sets  the  victim  describing  the  strangest 
zigzags.  If  the  mistre^  of  the  moment  is  loo  kind  or  too 
cruel,  Joseph  will  send  into  the  exhibition  sketches  where  the 
drawing  is  clogged  with  color,  or  picture*  finished  under  ihe 
stress  of  some  imaginary  woe,  in  which  be  gave  his  whole 
attention  to  the  drawing,  and  left  the  color  to  lake  care  of 
itself.  He  is  a  constant  disappointment  lo  his  friends  and 
the  public ;  yet  Hoffmann  would  have  worshiped  him  for  his 
daring  experiments  in  the  realms  of  art,  for  his  caprices,  for  a 
certain  fantastic  streak  in  his  work.  When  Bridau  is  wholly 
himself  he  is  admirable,  and,  as  praise  is  sweet  to  him,  his 
disgust  is  grent  when  no  one  praises  the  faihires  in  which  he 
alone  discovers  all  that  is  lacking  in  the  eyes  of  the  public. 
He  is  whimsical  to  the  last  degree.  His  friends  have  seen 
hitn  destroy  a  finished  picture  because,  in  his  eyes,  it  looked 
too  smooth.  "It  is  overdone,"  he  would  say;  "it  is  ni{- 
gling  work." 

With  his  eccentric,  yet  lofly  nature,  with  a  nervous orgviitx* 
tion  and  all  that  il  entails  of  torment  and  delight,  the  crav- 
ing for  perfection  becomes  morbid.     Intellectually  he  is  akin 
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■  iMrae,  tboagh  be  ii  dm  a  litnary  worker.  There  ia  kn 
adacribable  piquancy  aboai  his  epigrams  and  sallies  of 
Ao^M.  He  is  eloqamt,  he  ktioirs  liow  to  love,  but  \\\e  un- 
■rtMBly  llut  appeare  to  hu  execution  is  a  port  of  the  very 
aUBK  of  the  taaax.  The  brotherhood  loved  him  for  the  very 
yaliliti  which  the  Phtltxiine  wotild  Mvlr  cl^recls. 

Lm  aaaoaf  the  living  conin  Fulgcnce  Ridal.  No  writer 
d  oar  iidie  po»esa  more  of  tlw  exuberant  spirit  of  pure 
maaAf  than  this  poet,  careless  of  fame,  who  will  fling  his 
•on  ooanraapUce  productions  to  theatrical  managers  and 
tatp  the  most  charming  scenes  in  the  seraglio  of  hts  brain  for 
Uavlf  snd  his  fneiKls.  Of  the  pablic  he  asks  just  sufficient 
i  katcara  fats  independence,  and  then  declines  to  do  anything 
I  Hib  ladoleiii  and  prolific  as  Rossini,  compelled,  like  great 
I  po«  eoaediMiCT,  as  Moli^re  and  Rabelais,  to  see  bolh  sides  of 
ncrytbiiig,  and  all  thai  is  to  be  said  both  for  and  against,  be 
baAcptk,  mdy  to  laugh  at  all  things.  Fulgence  Ridal  is  a 
pwt  pncticd  philosc^ber.  Hb  wotldly  wisdom,  his  genius 
far  obwrvaiion,  his  contempt  for  bme  (*'  fuss,"  as  he  calb  it) 
h»r  »oc  mtnA  a  kind  heart.  He  it  as  energetic  on  behalf 
af  watbi  as  fae  is  careless  where  bis  own  interests  are  con- 
cmwd;  and  if  he  bestirs  himscir.  it  is  for  a  frieiK).  Living 
^  lo  h»  Rabelaisian  mask,  he  is  no  enemy  to  good-cheer, 
be  never  goes  oat  of  his  way  to  find  it ;  he  is  metan- 
and  gay.  His  frietids  dubbed  him  the  "  E>og  of  the 
at."  VoQ  could  have  no  better  portrait  of  the  man 
I  bis  nkknane. 

tore  of  the  band,  at  least  as  remnikable  as  the 
1  who  have  Just  been  sketched  in  outline,  were  destined 
lo  Ul  by  the  way.  Of  these,  Meyraus  wax  the  first.  Mcyrairx 
Aed  after  stirring  up  the  famom  controversy  between  Cuvier 
ad  GoeAoy  Satnt-Hilaire,  a  great  question  which  divided 
ttewtolekcieatific  world  into  two  opposite  camps,  with  these 
t*B  •■»  of  «qsal  genius  as  teadct^.  This  befell  some  months 
b^R  ibe  death  of   the  champioa  of  rigorous  analytical 
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science  ss  opposed  to  the  panibeiam  of  one  who  is  &liU  living 
10  bear  an  honoced  name  in  Gcniiany.  Meyraux  itjta  the 
friend  of  that  "  Louis  "  of  whom  deaih  wu  to  soon  to  rob  the 
intellectual  world. 

With  these  two,  both  marked  by  death,  and  unknown  to- 
day in  spile  of  their  wide  knowiedgc  and  their  genius,  stands 
t  third,  Michel  Clirestien,  the  great  republican  thinker,  who 
dreamed  of  European  federation,  and  had  no  small  share  in 
bringing  about  the  Saint -Si  nionian  movement  of  1830.  A 
politician  of  the  calibre  of  Saint-Just  and  Damon,  but  simple, 
meek  as  a  maid,  and  brimful  of  illusions  and  loving-kiitdness; 
the  owner  of  a  singing  voice  which  would  have  sent  Moiart, 
or  Weber,  or  Rossini  into  ecstasies,  for  his  singing  of  certain 
songs  of  Bcranger's  could  intoxicate  the  heart  in  you  with 
poetry,  or  hope,  or  love — Michel  Chrestieo,  poor  as  Lucien, 
poor  as  Daniel  d'Arihei.  as  all  the  rest  of  his  friends,  gained 
a  living  with  the  hap-haiard  indifference  of  a  Diogenes.  He 
indexed  lengthy  works,  he  drew  up  prospectuses  fur  book- 
sellers,  and  kept  his  doclrincs  to  himself  as  the  grave  keep! 
the  secrets  of  the  dead.  Vet  tlie  gay  Bohemian  of  intelleo 
tual  life,  the  great  statesman  who  might  have  changed  the 
face  of  the  world,  fell  as  a  private  soldier  in  the  cloister  of 
Saint-Mcrri ;  some  storekeeper's  bullet  struck  down  one  of  the 
noblest  creatures  that  ever  trod  French  soil,  and  MicHel 
Chrestien  ilicd  for  other  doctrines  than  his  own.  His  federa- 
tion scheme  was  more  dangerous  to  the  aristocracy  of  Europe 
than  the  republican  propaganda  ;  it  was  more  feasible  and 
less  extravagant  than  the  hideous  doctrines  of  indefinite 
liberty  proclaimed  by  the  young  madcaps  who  assume  the 
character  of  heirs  of  the  convention.  All  who  knew  the 
noble  plebeian  wept  for  him ;  there  is  not  one  of  them  bnl 
remembers,  and  often  remembers,  a  great  obscure  politician. 

Esteem  and  friendship  kept  the  i>eacc  between  the  cxtremei 
of  hostile  opinion  and  conviction  represented  in  the  brother- 
hood.    Daniel  d'Arthcz  carac  of  «  good  family  in  Picanly. 
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ffii  belief  in  the  monkrchy  wai  quite  ts  strong  as  Michel 

Ckrotien't  failh  in   European   federation.     Futgcnce  Ridal 

MdAd  at  LtenGiraod't  philosophical  doctrines,  while  Giraud 

Idsprif  prophnicd  for  d'Anhex'i  benefit  the  approaching  end 

of  Christianity  and  the  extinction  of  the  institalion  of  the 

hmi^j.      Michel   Chreslien.  a  believer   in   the   religion   of 

Qtm,  the  divine  lawgiver,  who  taught  the  equality  of  men, 

vonld  defeiMl  Ibe  immortality  of  the  soul  from  Bianchon's 

iolpel,  for  Horace  Bianchon  was  before  all  things  an  analyst. 

There  was  plenty  of  ditcnsston,  but  no  bickering.     Vanity 

ns  MM  esgaged,  for  the  speakers  were  also  the  audience. 

They  would  talk  over  their  work  among  themseWe;  and  take 

amac)  of  each  other  with  the  delighful  openness  of  yoiitb. 

If  tbe  nutler  in  hand  was  serious,  the  op{)onent  would  leave 

lu  own  pcsiiioR  to  enter  into  his  friend's  point  of  view ;  ;ind, 

htig  ao  traparttal  judge  in  a  matter  outside  his  own  sphere, 

tMld  pro**  the  better  helper ;  envy,  the  hidrou;  treasure  of 

fiMppocnlment,  aliortive  talent,  failure,  and  mortifie<l  vanity, 

«v  quite  unknown  among  them.     All  of  then,  moreover, 

•ere  going  their  separate  ways.     For  these  reasons,  Locien 

wA  otben  admitted  to  their  society  felt  at  their  ca^e  in  it. 

WHetevcT  you  find  real  talent,  you  witi  find  frank  good-fettow- 

ibip  and  sincerity  and  no  sort  of  pretension ;   the  wit  that 

oraws  the  intellect  and  is  never  atmed  at  self-love. 

Wlwn  the  fin  nervoo&ncss,  caused  by  respect,  wore  off,  it 
«■•  anspeakibty  pleasant  to  nuke  one  of  this  elect  company 
of  yooih.  Familiarity  did  not  exclude  in  each  a  conscious- 
oT  hU  own  value,  nor  a  profound  esteem  for  hia  neigh- 
;  uk),  finally,  as  every  member  of  the  circle  fett  that  he 
ceold  dford  to  receive  or  give,  no  one  made  a  diffimlty  of 
accepting.  Talk  was  unlhgging,  full  of  charm,  and  ringing 
over  the  mo«  varied  topics;  words  light  as  arrowispcd  to  the 
flurk.  There  was  a  strange  contrast  between  the  dire  material 
poverty  in  which  the  young  men  lived  and  the  splendor  of 
tbtir  intrllectaal  wealth.     They  looked  upon  the  practical 
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problenK  or  cxiEience  simply  as  inKtlcT  for  friendly  jokei. 
The  cold  wealhrr  liappeoed  (o  set  in  eirly  th%t  year.  Five 
of  d'Aiihcz's  friends  appeared  one  day,  each  concealing  fif^ 
wood  under  liis  cloak  ;  the  saiue  ide.i  lud  uccutred  to  (he  fire, 
as  it  sometimes  hajipcns  that  all  the  guests  at  a  picnic  are  ja- 
gpired  with  the  notion  of  bringing  a  pie  at  their  contribution. 

All  of  them  were  gifted  with  the  moral  beauty  which  rcacti 
upon  the  physical  form,  and,  no  less  than  work  and  vigils, 
overlays  a  youthful  face  with  a  shade  of  divine  gold ;  parity 
of  life  and  the  fire  of  thought  had  brought  lefinemcni  and 
Tcgutariiy  into  features  somewhat  pinched  and  rugged.  Tlie 
poet's  amplilude  of  brow  was  a  striking  characteristic  com- 
mon to  them  alt;  the  bright,  sparkling  eyes  told  of  clcanli- 
ne»  of  life.  The  hardships  of  penury,  when  they  were  felt  at 
all,  were  sogailyborneand  embraced  with  such  enthusiasm  that 
they  had  left  no  trace  to  tnar  the  serenity  peculiar  to  the  faces 
of  the  young  who  have  no  grave  errors  laid  lo  their  charge  u 
yei,  who  have  niil  stoo|>c<l  to  any  of  the  base  compromito 
wning  from  impatience  of  poverty  by  the  strong  desire  lo 
succeed.  The  temptation  to  use  any  means  lo  this  end  is  the 
greater  since  that  men  of  letters  are  lenient  with  bf»d  faith 
and  extend  an  easy  indulgence  lo  treachery. 

There  is  an  element  in  friendship  which  doubles  iu 
charm  and  renders  it  indissoluble — a  sense  of  certainty 
which  is  lacking  in  love.  These  young  men  were  sure  of 
themselves  and  of  each  other;  the  enemy  of  one  was  the 
enemy  of  all ;  the  most  urgent  personal  considerations  would 
have  been  sliaiicred  if  they  had  clashed  with  the  sacred 
solidarity  of  their  fellowship.  All  alike  incapable  of  disloy- 
ally, they  could  oppose  a  formidable  NO  to  any  accusation 
brought  against  the  absent  and  defend  them  with  pcriect 
confidence.  With  a  like  nobility  of  nature  and  strength  of 
feeling,  it  was  possible  to  think  and  speak  freely  on  .ill  mat- 
ters of  intellectual  or  scientific  interest;  hence  the  lionestjr 
of  tbdr  friendships,  the  gaiety  of  their  talk,  and  with  ibii 
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ftmdooi  of  ibc  oaoHnunity  thne  tns  no  fear  of 
nuKmdcniood ;  Ibcy  tiood  upoo  no  ceremony  with 
otfccr  :  ibey  ilura]  ibeit  iiouLtcs  and  'y"i%,  and  gave 
and  «)rii>p«th7  £1010  (uU  hearu.  Tlic  chafming  dcli- 
«:>  oT  fccilng  ■hidi  nako  the  ule  of  "  Deux  Amia"  (.Two 
»)  a  treanuf  for  great  toula  vas  ihe  rule  of  their  daily 
It  may  be  inugioed,  therefore,  that  llicir  aundani  of 
lU  «a>  not  an  cujr  one  ;  lhc]r  were  too  cofuciou* 
'ibctr  wortfa,  too  well  aware  of  their  happioew,  to  core 
b  troofatc  tbeir  life  with  the  admixture  of  a  new  and  unknown 


Tbb  feilcrBlioa  of  interait  and  affection  lasted  for  twenty 
ran  wilhotti  a  ooUitioa  or  duappoitttment.  Death  alone 
cMtid  ihia  the  nomben  of  the  noble  Pleiada,  taking  6nt 
Ltfoca  Lanibm,  la-'er  Meytaua  and  Michel  Chrntien. 

When  Utchcl  Chrctliea  fell  in  1S31  \wi  fncnils  went,  in 
^BC  of  the  peril*  of  ihe  itej),  to  find  hU  hody  at  Saint- 
Sffzn:  aod  HorM«  Biaacbon,  Daniel  d'Arihct.  Ltoii  Giraud, 
%9K^  Brtdaa,  >iu9  Fulgrnrc  Rid&l  iierformc'l  the  Itti  itulies 
■0  die  dead,  between  two  ^li[ical  firci.  By  night  ihcy  buried 
tkcir  beloved  Ln  the  vxmt\ttj  of  r£re-l.achaiie ;  Horace  Si- 
■>fT>nn.  andawited  by  the  difficullie^,  cleared  them  awajr  one 
lAcr  aaothcr—tl  wai  be  indeed  who  boouKhl  the  authorities 
few  pemHDon  to  bory  the  fallen  mitirgeiit  and  confesud  to 
hia  eld  frwadihip  with  the  dead  FcderaliM.  T)t«  little  group 
of  (hend*  peeacnt  at  the  funeral  with  thotc  fire  great  men 
wiO  netn  (utget  thai  touching  Kcoe. 

A*  ytm  walk  in  the  trim  cemeterj'  yno  will  we  a  grave  pur- 
efcMcd  \a  perpctaity,  a  gras-covered   moond    with  a  dark 


above  it,  and  the  oame  in  Larjcc  red  Iriter*^ 
CncmEii.     There  i*  no  other  monumeni  like  it. 
TW  frktxb  tbovghl  to  pay  a  irilxKc  to  Iho  Memly  limpht 
of  the  man  bjr  (he  tfmplicity  of  the  record  of  hb 


So^  ia  ihM  chilly  farrct,  the  Caiicit  dreama  of  friemlihlp 
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were  rejtliicd.  TbcK  mcD  were  broihcn  leading  Uvea  of  Ln- 
ullecEuil  dloft,  loyaUy  licIpiDg  each  other,  making  no  reset- 
TaCions,  not  even  of  their  woru  tlioughti;  men  of  vast 
acquirements,  natures  tried  in  the  crucible  of  poverty.  Once 
admitted  as  an  equal  among  such  elect  souls,  Lucien  reprc- 
■cnted  beauty  and  poetry.  They  admired  tbe  sonnets  which 
be  read  to  ihcm ;  they  would  ask  him  for  a  sonnet  as  be  would 
ask  Michel  Chrcsiien  for  a  song.  And  in  the  desert  of  Pans 
I^cien  found  an  oasis  of  restful  peace  in  the  Rue  des  Quatre- 
Venis. 

At  the  b^inning  of  October,  LtKien  had  spent  the  last  of 
bb  money  on  a  little  firewood  ;  he  was  half-way  through  ibe 
task  of  recasting  his  work,  the  roost  strenuous  of  all  toil,  and 
he  wa»  penniless.  As  for  Daniel  d'Arthez,  burning  blocks 
of  spent  tan  and  facing  poverty  like  a  hero,  not  a  word  of 
complaint  came  from  him ;  he  was  as  sober  as  any  elderly 
Spinster  and  methodical  as  a  miser.  Thu  coaiage  called  oat 
Lucien's  courage;  he  lud  only  newly  come  into  the  circle, 
and  shrank  with  invincible  repugnance  from  speaking  of  hii 
straits.  One  morning  he  went  out,  mannscript  in  hand,  and 
reached  the  Rue  du  Coq;  he  would  sell  "The  Archer  of 
Cbailcs  IX."  to  Doguereau ;  but  Dogucreau  was  out.  Lucieu 
little  knew  bow  indulgent  great  natures  can  be  to  the  weak- 
nesses of  others.  Every  one  of  the  friends  had  thought  of 
the  peculiar  troubles  besetting  the  jioetic  temperament,  of 
ihc  prostration  which  follows  upon  the  straggle,  when  ihiJ 
soul  has  been  overwrought  by  the  contemplation  of  that  na- 
ture which  it  is  the  task  of  an  to  reproduce.  And  strong  as 
they  were  to  endure  their  own  ills,  they  felt  keenly  for  Lu- 
cien's distress ;  they  guessed  that  his  stock  of  money  was 
falling;  and  after  all  the  pleasant  evenings  spent  in  frtendty 
talk  and  deep  meditations,  after  the  poetry,  the  conGdences, 
the  bold  flights  over  the  fields  of  thought  or  into  the  far  fii- 
lure  of  the  nations,  yet  another  trait  was  to  prove  how  little 
Lucien  had  understood  these  new  friends  of  his. 
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dcM-  fellow,"  Bid  Daniel,  "  you  did  not  dine  it 
*•  ycstcnlax,  ukI  we  know  why." 

Uoco  coold  Dot  kee{)  back  the  ovcrtluwing  tears. 

'Tea  dMMTcd  A  want  uf  coiifidcnic  in  u&,"  &aid  Michel 
Cbaikli  ;  **  we  shmll  chalk  ihat  up  over  the  chimney,  and 
4a  wc  have  acorcd  ten  wc  will " 

*We  tuTC  a.lt  of  us  found  a  bil  of  extra  work,"  &2jd  Bi^n- 
9m;  "bn  my  own  jmh,  I  have  been  looking  ar'tci  a  rich 
|ecu  lot  X}e»plcin  ;  d'Arihei  has  written  an  article  for  the 
'Kr*K  Eocyclup^iquci '  Cbrcsiicn  ihouglit  of  guing  out  to 
«!  »  tke  Cbsmp»-£ijr«<a  of  ait  evening  nilh  u  giocket-hand- 
jutd  font  caudlci,  but  he  found  a  pamphlet  to  write 
Cof  ■  niu>  w)>o  ha»  a  mind  to  go  into  politics,  and 
pit  hk  etnployEr  aix  bandrcd  fraau'  woriii  of  Machiavellt ; 
\b^  Girand  borrowed  fifty  Cranes  of  hi^  publisher;  Jo^ph 
Mid  one  or  two  iLetcfao ;  and  Fulgence's  piece  w^  given  oo 
Swday,  and  there  wasa  Cull  boose." 

"  Here  are  two  hnadm]  fnncs,"  said  Daniel,  "  and  let  us 
■}  ao  mofc  about  it." 

"  Whj,  ir  be  ia  not  going  to  hug  us  all  as  if  wc  had  dooe 
^ncthtng  Fxmordinary  !  "  cried  Chrcsiicn. 

Locien,  meanwhile,  had  written  to  the  home  circle.  Hit 
letter  was  a  muterpiece  of  sensibility  and  good-will,  as  well 
M  a  sharp  cry  wrung  from  him  by  distress.  The  answert 
which  be  received  the  next  day  will  give  some  idea  of  the 
dcligbt  that  Lucien  took  in  this  living  encyclopedia  of  angelic 
ifarits,  each  one  of  whom  bore  the  stamp  of  the  art  or  science 
which  be  followed : 

Damd  Sickard  lo  Lucien. 

"  Hy  dkak  Luaen  : — Enclosed  herewith  is  a  bill  at  ninety 
days,  payable  lo  yotir  order,  for  two  hundred  francs.  You 
can  draw  on  M.  M^tivicr,  paper  merchant,  our  Paris  corre- 
tpondent  in  the  Rue  Sctpente.     My  good  Lucien,  we  have 
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absolutely  nothio^.  Eve  hu  undertaken  the  charj[e  of 
priniing-houie,  and  wotlcs  at  her  Ijuk  with  mch  devot 
paii«Dce,  and  industry  thai  I  btcss  hcavpn  for  giving  mc 
an  angel  Tor  a  wiTc.  She  Herself  says  (hat  it  is  impossible 
send  you  (be  lea&t  betp.  But  1  diink,  my  fri«nd,  nuw  t 
joa  are  sianed  in  so  (u-omising  a  way,  with  such  great 
noble  heuts  for  your  companions,  that  you  can  liardty  fail 
reach  the  gtcaincss  lo  which  yc«i  wcie  bom,  aiilcd  u  yi 
are  by  imelligcnce  almost  divine  in  Daniel  d'Aithei  ai 
Michel  Chresticn  and  l>on  Giraud,  and  counseled  by  H< 
raux  and  Bianchon  and  Ridal,  whom  we  have  come  to  Icoi 
tfaroogti  your  dear  letter.  So  I  have  diawn  this  bill  wit 
Eve's  knowledge,  and  L  will  contrive  somehow  to  meet 
whet)  ihe  time  comes.  Keep  on  your  way,  I.xicien ;  ii 
rough,  but  it  will  be  glorious.  I  can  bear  anything  but  the 
thought  of  you  linking  into  the  sloughs  of  Paris,  of  which  I 
•aw  so  much.  Have  luflicient  strengili  of  mind  to  do  as  yoa 
are  doing,  and  keep  out  of  icrapes  and  bad  company,  wild 
young  fellows  and  men  of  Icdcrtt  of  a  (-eitain  stamp,  whom  I 
learned  to  talce  at  their  just  valuation  when  I  lived  in  Pari: 
Be  a  worthy  compeer  of  the  divine  spirits  whom  we  ha' 
learnni  to  love  through  you.  Your  life  will  soon  meet  wit! 
it*  rewaid.  Farewell,  dearest  btoti>cr ;  you  have  sent  trans- 
ports of  joy  to  my  heatt.     I  did  not  expect  such  courage  of 

you. 

"  David." 


) 


£m  SiekarJ  te  Lueien. 


"  Dear  : — Your  letter  made  all  of  m  cry.  As  for  the  nobl 
hearts  to  whom  your  goo<l  angel  nirelyled  you,  (ell  them  that 
a  mother  and  a  poor  young  wife  will  pray  for  them  night  and 
nKirning ;  and  if  the  most  fervent  prayers  can  reach  the 
Throne  of  God.  surely  they  wilt  bring  blessings  upon  you  alL 
Their  names  are  engraved  upon  my  heart.  Ah  t  tome  day  I 
•hall  see  your  friends ;  I  will  go  to  Paris,  if  I  have  to  walk 
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r»r*  m  thank  ibcni  for  tbdr  frtradnhip  for  you,  for 
a  ar  itoc  UkMftt^  !*>■  ^XKa  like  talm  to  iinaning  wounds. 
Vc  wc  V.  ^rdiy  btnxcn  here.  dear.     'I'liis  hmbaixl 


-  ^  WD  great  man  whom  1  love  moic  and  tnofc 
'  dAy,  a^  I  ilMcova  mtmicDt  by  tnomcni  tlie  wealth  of  bis 
ICAva  the  pneitBg-hotuc  tlmoM  entirely  lu  ntc.  Why, 
Oar  poavny— yotm,  and  oun,  »w\  our  itioiher't— ti 
'xcakiOK  u>  hhn.  Oar  odond  Duvtd  is  a  Promeihcua 
by  a  rulttuc,  a  lucsard,  sharp-beaked  regret.  As  Tor 
,dc«.  noUc  fdiov,  he  scarcely  thinks  of  himself;  he  i* 
to  tnakr  a  lonilBc  for  u.  He  ipendt  hU  whole  lime 
cspcnB«nu  in  papcr-oukinf ;  he  begged  mc  lo  lake  hli 
MB  aad  t«Mk  Bfter  the  ba>ine»,  and  give*  me  ai  much  help 
hM  |xc-octiipalioa  allowv  Aiaa !  I  thall  t>c  a  mother  »ooa. 
bare  becA  a  crowniog  joy  ;  but  u  things  are,  it 
t-  Amt  moiber  I  the  haa  grown  yoiini;  agjln  :  the 
•uenfih  to  go  back  to  her  tinng  nursing.  We 
be  hapT-y  tf  il  •wat  iwt  for  th«e  money  care*.  Old 
Afbcr  Stchaid  will  not  fire  hii  ton  a  fanhlnft.  Darld  went 
^tm  le  aee  tf  he  eouM  bwrow  a  little  for  you,  for  w^  were  in 
4e^Mir  ever  yntir  Iciicr  '  I  know  t.ocirn,'  Dsvk)  uiid  ;  '  he 
•  1  iflae  hia  head  and  do  imnethtag  nth. '  I  gave  him  a  good 
MJhliag.  '  My  brother  dtaapfioint  u»  in  any  way ) '  I  told 
kn.  'Laeien  kiwwf  that  I  thoald  die  of  aorrows.'  Mntber 
■ad  I  ha«e  pawned  a  few  Ihingi;  David  doei  not  know  about 
ft.  wMtber  will  redeem  thetn  a*  toon  a«  the  hu  tnade  a  little 
■aa«y.  In  ihn  way  we  have  managed  to  put  together  a 
bandred  (bdcs,  whkh  I  am  tmding  yoa  by  the  coach.  If  I 
4id  Bat  aaawff  yo«r  lait  letter,  do  not  remcmbeT  it  againit 
«e,  dear :  we  were  wotklng  all  nfglii  )uM  then.  1  have  been 
•twiiag  like  a  man.  Oh,  I  had  ito  idea  that  I  was  to  ttrong  I 
-*  MsK  dc  Birgetoa  ia  a  hnnleai  woman  ;  ihe  Itu  no  lont ; 
if  the  cand  for  yoa  nn  lODger,  the  awed  it  to  henelf  lo 
her  mlncnoi  lor  yoa  and  t>i  help  you  when  the  had  torn 
I  frSB  «  to  plwur  yoo  iota  lluii  dreadful  tea  of  Paitt. 


M 


A  PXOy/A-C/Ar.  AT  PARIS. 


Only  bj-  the  special  blessing  of  heaven  could  jrou  hare 
with  true  iVieiicls  iliere  among  tiiose  crowd*  of  luen  and  iaai 
menble  intercsu.  She  is  not  worth  a  regret.  I  wed  to  will 
that  there  might  be  some  devoted  womaa  almys  with  jroa,  i 
second  myself;  but  now  1  know  that  your  friends  will 
roy  place,  and  I  am  happy.  Spread  your  wings,  my  de 
great  geuius,  you  will  be  our  pride  as  well  as  our  beloved. 

"Eve." 

"My  darling,"  the  nnolher  wrote,  "lean  only  add  my 
blessing  to  all  that  your  sisicr  says,  and  assure  you  that  you 
are  more  in  my  thoughts  and  in  my  prayen  (alas  !)  than  thow 
whom  I  see  daily;  for  some  heaiis  the  abtcut  are  alwayi  Is 
the  right,  and  so  it  is  with  the  heart  of  your  mothu." 


So  two  days  after  the  loan  was  offered  so  graciously,  Luden 
repaid  it.  Perhaps  life  had  never  seemed  so  bnghl  to  hitn  ■■ 
that  moment ;  but  the  touch  of  self-love  iu  his  joy  did  not 
escape  the  delicate  sensibilily  and  searching  eyes  of  hts  friends. 

"Any  one  might  think  that  you  were  afraid  to  owe  us  any* 
thing,"  exclaimed  Fulgence. 

"  Oh  I  the  pleasure  that  he  takes  in  Telurning  the  money  is 
a  very  serious  symptom  to  my  mind,"  said  Miclicl  Chrestien. 
"  It  conlirms  some  observations  of  my  own.  There  is  a  ifHtt 
of  vanity  in  Lucien." 

"  He  is  a  poet,"  said  d'Arthei. 

"But  do  you  grudge  me  such  a.  very  natural  feeling?" 
Ukcd  Lucien. 

"  We  should  bear  in  mind  that  he  did  not  bide  it."  sud 
l<fon  Giraud;  "he  is  still  open  with  lu ;  but  I  am  afraid 
that  he  may  come  to  feel  shy  of  us." 

"And  why?"  Lucien  asked. 

"  We  can  read  your  thoughts"  answered  Joseph  Bridaa. 

"  There  is  a  diabolical  spirit  in  you  that  will  seek  to  justify 
courses  which  are  utterly  contrary  to  our  principles.     Instead 
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«(  being  •  sopbiM  ia  theory,  you  will  be  a  sopbist  to  pnto* 
Iks." 

"Ahl  I  im  Afraid  of  lb;U,"  uid  d'ArllMZ.  "You  vUt 
atrjr  on  idminble  debaiei  in  jrour  own  mind,  Ijjcieii,  and 
ake  op  a  loriy  position  in  Iheorf,  and  ciid  \>j  blameworthy 
aONia.     Voa  will  never  be  u  one  with  your«ir." 

•"  Whw  gTOttod  ha*c  yoo  for  ihese  charges?" 

"Tbr  raaity,  dear  poet,  is  »o  great  that  it  inlnidM  ilself 
f«en  tBto  thjr  friendihips !  "  cried  Fulj^tice.  "  All  vanity  of 
Am  mtI  ■>  a  lyaipuun  of  ihocking  egoiun,  and  egoism  poisons 
tndahip." 

"Ob  !  dear,"  said  Locica,  "yoa  cannot  know  how  cauch 
Ib*ryo(taIt." 

"  If  foa  loved  t»  19  we  love  you,  would  you  have  been  in 
■eb  a  hurry  in  rettirn  the  money  which  we  had  siich  pleasure 
li  lewlioe  t  or  have  tnaide  so  much  of  it  ?  " 

"We  don't   lend   here;   we  give,"   said  Joseph  Bridau 

mkiy. 

"Don't  think  ut  unkind,  dear  boy,"  said  Michel  Chics- 

fa ;  **  we  are  looking  forward.     \Vc  are  afraid  lest  some  day 

^  nay  prefer  a  petty  revenge  (o  (he  joys  of  pure  friendship. 

ieid  Goethe's  *  Timo,'  the  great  master's  greatest  work,  and 

JOB  wiU  see  how  the  poet-bero  loved  gorgeouH  Muffs  and  ban- 

faett  and  triumph  and  appUuse.     Very  well,  be  Taso  with- 

aoi  his  folly.     Potups  tl>c  world  anil  its  pleatiires  tempt  yoii  ? 

Stay  with   n.     Carry  all  the  cravings  of  vanity  into  the 

world  of  iraatinaiiofl.      Transpose  folly.      Keep  virtue  for 

daily  wear,  and  let  imagination  run  riot,  instead  of  doing,  as 

d'Anhcs  says,  thinking   high  ilvoughls  and   living  beneath 

Locien  Innig  his  head.     His  friendit  were  right. 

*■  I  coofea  that  you  arc  stronger  than  I,"  be  said,  with  a 
charming  glance  at  them.  "  My  back  and  shoulders  arc  not 
Made  to  bear  the  burden  of  Paris  life ;  I  cannot  straggle 
btarcly.     Wc  are  born  wiib  different  tcmpctamcots  and  bcul- 
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IKS,  uid  you  know  better  than  I  tlut  faults  and  virlun  h>< 
tbeii  icvet!^  tide.     I  im  lircd  already,  1  coufess." 

"We  will  suiid  by  you,"  ssid  d'ArtlKi;  "it  is  Jiui 
these  ways  \\M  a  faithrul  TriendiJiip  in  uf  use." 

"  The  help  that   I  have  Juu  received   is  i>recanou{, 
every  one  of  us  is  just  as  poor  as  another ;  want  will 
overuke  tnc  again.     Chrcstien,  at  the  service  of  liie  first  t 
hires  faim,  can  do  noihing  with  the  publishers ;  BianchoB 
quite  oat  of  it ;  d'A.rlhcc's  boukietlcrs  only  deal  in  scientii 
and   technical  books — ihey   have  no  connecliuii  with 
li&hers  of  new  literature  ;  and  as  for  Horace  and  Kulgc. 
Ridal  and  Biidau,  their  work  lies  mUes  away  from  the 
sellers.    There  is  no  help  for  it;  I  must  make  up  my  mi 
one  way  or  another." 

"Slick  by  us,  and  make  up  your  mind  to  it,"  said  Bi. 
ebon.     "  Bear  up  bnvely,  and  trust  in  hard  work." 

"  But  what  is  hard^ip  for  you  is  death  for  n»,"  Luc* 
put  in  quickly. 

"Before  the  cock  crows  thrice,"  smiled   I.<on  Gi 
"  this  man  will  betray  th«  cause  of  work  for  an  idle  life  ai 
the  viea  of  Parti." 

"  Where  has  work  brought  you  ?  "  asked  Lucicn,  laughin 

"  When  you  start  out  from  Paris  for  Italy,  you  don't  fini 
Rotne  half-way,"  said  Joseph  Bridaa.     "  You  want  your 
lo  grow  ready  buttered  for  you." 

"  They  only  grow  like  that  for  young  dukes,"  said  Michel 
Chreiticn.  "  But  the  rent  of  us  sow  them  and  water  theiQi 
and  like  tlie  flavor  of  them  all  the  better." 

Tlie  convemtion  ended  in  a  joke,  and  they  changed  t 
nibject.  I.ucien's  friend:,  with  their  perspicacity  and  del 
CBcy  of  heart,  iiicd  to  cffiicc  the  memory  of  the  little  quarrel 
but  Lucien  knew  thenceforward  thai  it  was  no  easy  matter  to 
deceive  tliem,  He  soon  fell  inio  despair,  which  he  was  car^ 
ful  to  hide  from  stich  stcni  meniors  as  he  imagined  them  to 
tw ;  utd  the  Southern  temper  that  runt  so  easily  throogli  the 
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gamut  of  menial  dUpositioos  set  faim  malung  lli«  iBOlt 
cnnadictorj  rcsolulions. 

Afiia  fend  A$*\a  tie  ulked  of  miking  [he  plunge  into  jour- 
BifiiB;  and  lime  after  time  did  hi;  friends  reply  with  a 
"  Hind  you  do  nothing  of  the  soft  1 " 

"tt  would  be  the  lomb  of  the  beautiful,  gracious  Uicien 
•boa  wc  knte  and  know,"  uid  d'Artbcz. 

"You  would  not  hold  for  long  between  the  two  extremes 
if  loil  kod  plcuuic  which  mike  up  a  jourualist's  life,  and  re> 
Mace  k  the  very  foundation  of  virtue.  You  would  be  to 
MghHd  lo  eicrcbe  your  power  of  life  and  death  over  the 
lAfriag  of  the  brain  thai  you  would  be  an  out-and-oni  jour- 
UbH  m  two  ownila'  time.  To  be  a  journalist — that  U  to 
1«»  Rerad  in  the  republic  ai  letters,  llie  man  who  wilt  aay 
iB)tbing  will  end  by  sticking  at  nothing.  That  was  Njpo- 
Ws  Buucm,  «nd  ii  esplaim  itself." 

**Bal  you  would  be  widi  rae,  irould  you  nol?"  asked 
Udn. 

"Sw  by  that  time,"  said  Fulgcnce.  "If  you  were  a  jour- 
mBk,  you  would  no  more  think  of  us  than  the  o]>cra  girl  in 
■ItwT  l^xtty.-mith  bet  adorer*  ami  her  Mlk-lincd  carrisgc, 
Ainb  of  the  village  al  hofue  and  her  cows  tiMl  her  sabots. 
Tn  oodU  never  resist  the  temptation  to  pen  a  witticism, 
Aodgh  it  ihould  bring  tears  (o  a  friend's  eyes.  I  come 
KrtM  }a«nuUsU  In  theatre  lobbies  ;  it  makes  me  shudder  to 
n  ihciD.  JoomalUm  is  an  inferno,  a  bottomless  pit  of  tn- 
iqtity  and  treachery  and  lies;  no  one  can  Iravene  il  unde- 
fiid.  mkB,  like  Dante,  he  is  protected  by  Virgil's  sacred 
Intt." 

BH  the  note  the  set  of  friends  opposed  the  idea  of  your- 
Hlim,  (be  more  I-ucien's  desire  to  know  its  perils  grew  and 
WpiBd  him.  He  began  to  debate  within  hi«  own  mind  ; 
as  il  not  ridiculous  to  allow  want  to  find  him  a  wcond  time 
}  He  bctbooghl  him  of  the  lailurc  or  liis  attempts 
of  bis  fttst  novel,  aivd  felt  but  little  tempted  to 
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twgin  a  Mcond.     How,  beside,  was  he  to  lire  while  be 
writing  another  romance  ?     One  month  of  privation  had 
hamtcd  his  stock  of  patience.     Wliy  should  he  not  do  noU] 
that  which  journalists  did   ignobly  and  witho<ut  princl] 
His  friends  insulted  him  with  their  doubts;  he  would  < 
vince  thero  of  his  strength  of  mind.     Some  day,  pcrhapSi 
would  be  of  use  to  ihena ;  he  would  be  the  herald  of  tl 
famel 

"  And  what  sort  of  a  friendshij)  is  it  which  recoils  fn 
complicity  ?  "  demanded  he  one  evening  of  Michel  Chrcstien  j 
I^cien  and  L^on  Giraud  weie  walking  home  with  their  Aiead 

"We  shrink  from  nothing,"  Michel  Cliristien  made  replj 
"If  you  were  so  unlucky  as  to  kill  your  mistress,  I  would  he^ 
you  to  hide  your  crime  and  could  still  respect  you ;  but 
you  were  to  turn  spy,  I  should  shun  you  with  abhorrence,  fa 
a  spy  is  systematically  shameless  and  base.  There  you  ha« 
journalism  summed  up  in  a  sentence.  Friendship  can 
error  and  the  hasty  impulse  of  passion  ;  it  is  bound  to  bs 
inexorable  when  a  man  deliberately  traffica  in  his  own  soul, 
and  intellect,  and  opinions." 

"  Why  can  I  not  turn  journalist  to  sell  my  volume  of  fotttf 
and  the  novel,  and  then  give  up  at  once?  " 

"  Machiavclli  might  do  so,  but  not  Lncien  de  Rubcmprt," 
said  Leon  Giraud. 

"  Very  well,"  exclaimed  Lucien ;  "  I  will  show  you  thai  I 
can  do  as  much  3.<t  Machiavelli. " 

"Oh  I  "cried  Michel,  gra^sping  I^on'*  hand,  "you  1»« 
done  it,  I^n.  Lucien,"  he  continued,  "you  have  three 
hundred  francs  in  hand ;  you  can  live  comfortably  for  three 
months;  very  well,  then,  work  hard  and  write  another  ro- 
mance. D'.\rtheK  and  Fulgence  will  help  you  with  the  plot; 
you  will  improve,  you  will  be  a  novelist.  And  I,  meanwhile, 
will  enter  one  of  these  lufranart  of  thought ;  for  three  month* 
I  wiU  be  a  journalist.  I  will  sell  your  books  lo  some  book- 
telter  or  other  by  attacking  his  publications ;  I  will  write  the 


vikki  Rijnclf;  I  will  get  others  for  you.  We  will  organiie 
1  nectm ;  you  shall  be  a  great  man,  and  still  remain  our 
Uacn." 

"  You  mtnt  dopise  «e  very  mucb,  if  you  think  that  I 
ihoaU  perish  while  yuu  etcape,"  said  the  poet. 

"O  Lord,  forgtrc  him ;  it  is  a diild  t "  cried  MicbclChre*- 

tl«B. 

Wben  LiKi«n'»  intellect  had  been  stimulated  by  the  even- 
kft  tpmt  in  d'Anl>ez'>  garret,  he  had  made  some  study  of 
Ike  joka  and  articles  in  the  smaller  newsiupers.  He  was  at 
kat  the  cquaJ.  he  felt,  of  the  witiie^t  coniribuion ;  iii  private 
it  thcd  tome  meoial  gymoasiics  of  the  kind,  and  went  out 
wc  nomiag  with  the  ihumphaai  ideaof  fiitding  some  colonel 
dMcb  light  skinnuhen  of  the  press  and  enlisting  in  their 
w^  He  dreMed  in  his  be&t  and  crosteil  the  bridges,  think- 
hg  M  he  went  that  amhora,  journalists,  and  men  of  tetters, 
bs  fntsrc  comrades,  in  short,  would  show  him  ratlicr  more 
HidtM  and  disinteresiedricss  than  the  two  species  of  book- 
■Ben  wbo  had  lo  dashed  his  hopes.  He  should  meet  with  fel- 
low-feeling and  something  of  the  kindly  and  grateful  afieciion 
rtkh  he  found  in  the  itnatU  of  the  Rtiedcs  Qu.iire- Vents. 
^  Tonneiited  by  emotion,  consequent  upon  the  presentiments  to 
ch  ncn  of  imagination  cling  so  fondly,  Ivalf- believing, 
iling  with  their  belief  in  ihcm,  he  arrived  in  the  Rue 
•Ftacre  off  the  Boulevard  Montmaitre.  Before  a  house, 
Dcnpied  by  the  offices  of  a  siiuU  newspaper,  Ik  stopped,  and 
it  the  Mght  of  it  his  heart  began  to  throb  as  heavily  as  the 
pAm  of  a  yooih  upon  the  thrc-thold  of  some  evil  haunt. 

Nocrthckss,  upstairs  he  went,  and  found  the  offices  in  the 
lev  mf>vM/ between  the  giound  floor  and  the  first  story.  The 
flm  rootn  was  divided  down  the  middle  by  a  partition,  the 
k>«a  half  of  solid  wood,  t)>e  upper  lattice  work  to  the  ceiling, 
la  Uik  apartment  Locicn  discovered  a  one-armed  pensioner 
■llfpnipg  aereral  reams  of  paper  on  hia  head  with  his  rcmain- 
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ing  hand,  while  between  his  teeth  Ik  held  t)K  panbool:  wh 
the  Internal  Revenue  Dcpanment  rcqiiirM  evcrv  n<:«r>iM)>cr 
produce  with  cjch  uauc.     Tnis  ill-favoicd  iniiivitJiul.  ow: 
of  a.  yellow  countenincv  covered  with  red  excrescences, 
which  he  ovfcd  hi*  nickiinme  of  "  Coloquinic,"  indicated 
personage  Ixhind  the  latlice  ss  llie  Cerbenit  uf  llie  p^pci 
This  laiiet  w«s  an  elderly  officer  with  a  tnedal  on  his  ch' 
and  a  black  silk  ^kulUcap  on  his  Itead ;  his  nose  was  al 
hidden  by  a  pair  of  griulcd  rou&tachc5,  and  his  person 
hidden  ox  completely  in  an  ample  blue  overcoat  *5  the  bod; 
of  the  turtle  in  its  carapace. 

"  From  what  date  do  yon  wish  yatir  mbscripiion  tocofd! 
neiice.  sir?  "  inquired  the  Emperor**  f>ffi<  cr. 

"  I  did  not  come  about  a  subtcripiiun,"  relumed  Luci 
Loblcinj:  about  hiio,  Ite  saw  a  placard  fastened  on  a  d 
correspond inK  to  i)ie  one  t>y  which  he  hnd  entered,  and 
the  wonts — EDiTn>'!>  OrriCK,  and  below,  in  smaller  leltei 
JV!»  aiimitlanee  fxcrfJ  em  httiifuit. 

"A  complaint,  I  expect?"  replied  ll*e  veteran.  "Ah 
y«9;  we  hive  been  hard  on  Mariefte.  What  wonid  you  have? 
I  don't  know  the  why  and  wherefore  of  it  yet.  But  if  jrou 
want  satisfaction,  1  am  ready  for  you,"  he  a<lded,  glancing  at 
a  collection  of  sm.ill  arms  and  foils  Stacked  in  a  comer,  th« 
armory  of  the  modern  warrior. 

"That  was  still  further  from  my  intention,  dr.     I  ha' 
come  to  speak  to  (Im  editor." 

•*  Nobody  is  ever  Ivere  before  four  o'clock." 

"  l.ook  you  here,  Girouiicau,  old  chap,"  remarked  a  voici 
"  I  rtuke  it  eleven  columns ;  eleven  columns  ai  five  francs 
apiece  is  fifiy-five  francs,  and  I  have  only  been  puid  forty ;  su 
yow  owe  ittc  another  liftccn  francs,  an  I  have  been  lellinj;  you." 

The<te  words  proceeded  from  a  liiile  wcasct-face,  pallid  an 
lemi-trampirent  as  the  half-boiled  white  of  an  egg ;  two  sli 
of  eyes  looked  out  of  it,  mild  blue  in  tint,  but  appalling); 
malignaDl  in  expression  ;   and  the  owner,  an   Insignificant 
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auD,  was  completely  hidden  by  the  veteran's  opaque 
ll  wa^i  a  blood-cu  1x1  ling  voice,  a  sound  between  the 
tng  of  a  rat  and  the  wheezy  chokings  of  a  hyena. 
Yci.  )■«,  my  little  militiaman,"  icioncd  he  of  the  medal, 
bst  you  arc  counting  the  headings  and  white  lines.     1  have 
:*i  imliuciions  lo  add  up  tite  totals  of  the  lineK,  and  to 
ihm  by  the  proper  number  for  each  column  ;  and  after 
I|o(k»nwd  tliai  coiKcnt rating  opemtioo  on  your  copy,  there 
virr  three  columns  less." 

"  He  doetn't  |uy  for  the  blanks,  the  Jew !  He  reckons 
Atm  IB  ibough  when  he  sends  up  the  total  of  his  work  to  his 
pRKT,  wm)  he  celt  paid  for  them  too.     I  will  go  and  see 

beme  Lousteaa,  Vcrnou " 

"  I  r.anni)t  go  beyond  my  orders,  my  boy,"  said  thcreteran. 
"Wlut  t  do  you  cry  out  against  your  foster-mother  for  a  mat- 
ID  of  fifircn  francs  ?  you  that  turn  out  an  article  as  eaiily 
■  I  sttoke  a  cigar.  Fifteen  francs  I  why,  you  will  git-e  a 
bwl  of  punch  the  lets  to  your  friends  or  win  ao  extra  game 
rfblliarcts,  and  there's  an  end  of  it  E" 
"Finoi's  savings  will  cost  him  very  deaf,"  said  the  con- 
^^ibator  as  he  took  his  departure. 
^B  **  Now.  would  not  anybody  think  that  he  was  Rouueau  and 
^nokabe  rollet)  in  one?  "  the  cashier  remarked  to  himself  as 
^■kt  ilaaeed  at  Locieo. 

**  I  will  rome  in  again  at  four,  sir,"  mid  Lacien. 

While  the  argutt>ent  proceeded,  lacien  Had  been  looking 

■Im  hitn.     He  saw  upon  the  walls  the  portraits  of  Benjamin 

Gawant.  General  Foy,  and  the  seventeen  illustrious  orators 

of  d«  Left,  inlerepcr»cd  with  caricatures  at  the  ex]>en»e  of  the 

pvctBincnt ;  but  he  looked  more  particularly  at  the  door  of 

Hk  UDctttary  where,  no  doubt,  the  pajwr  was  elaborated,  iltc 

^^  paper  thai  aniiued  him  daily,  and  enjoyed  the  privilege 

of  ridicaling  kings  and  the  most  poitcntoin  events,  of  calling 

Uyihing  and  everything  in  question  with  a  jest,     Then  he 

along  the  boulevards.     It  was  an  entirely  novel 
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amusement ;  and  ■io  agreeable  did  he  find  it,  tliai,  looking  at 
tlie  turret  docks,  he  siw  the  hour  hamU  were  pointing  to  four, 
and  only  then  remembered  that  he  had  not  brcakfasied. 

He  went  al  once  in  the  direction  of  the  Rue  Sdini-PlMJc, 
climbed  the  slair,  :ind  opened  the  door. 

The  veCeraD  officer  was  absent ;  but  the  old  |<ensioncT,  sil- 
ting on  a  pile  of  stamped  papers,  was  munching  a  cnisi  and 
acting  as  senitncl  resignedly.  Coloquinie  was  as  much  ac- 
customed to  his  work  in  the  office  as  to  the  fatigue  duty  of 
former  days,  understanding  as  much  or  as  little  about  it  as 
of  the  why  and  wherefore  of  forced  marches  made  by  the 
Emperor's  orders.  Lucien  was  inspired  wiiU  the  bold  idea 
of  deceiving  that  formidable  functionary.  He  settled  his  hat 
on  his  head,  and  walked  into  the  editor's  office  as  if  he  were 
quite  al  home. 

Looking  eagerly  about  him,  he  beheld  a  round  tabic  covered 
with  green  cloth,  and  half-a-dozcn  cherry-wood  chairs,  newly 
reseated  with  straw.  The  colored  brick  floor  had  not  been 
waxed,  but  it  wa<  clean ;  so  clean  that  the  public,  evidently, 
seldom  entered  the  room.  There  was  a  mirror  above  ibe 
chimney-piece,  and  on  the  ledge  below,  amid  a  sprinkling  of 
visiting-cards,  stood  a  storekeeper's  ciock,  smothered  with 
dust,  and  a  couple  of  candlesticks  with  tallow  dipi  ibrutl  into 
their  sockets.  A  few  antique  newsjiapers  lay  on  the  tablt 
beside  an  inkstand  containing  some  black  larfjiicr-likc  jub- 
stance,  and  a  collection  of  quill  pens  twisted  into  KUn. 
Sundry  dirty  scraps  of  paper,  covered  with  almost  undeci- 
pherable hieroglyphs,  proved  to  be  manuscript  articles  torn 
across  the  top  by  the  compositor  to  check  oiT  the  sheets  as 
they  were  set  up.  He  admired  a  few  rather  clever  caricatures, 
sketched  on  bits  of  brown  paper  by  somc^body  who  evidently 
had  tried  to  kill  time  by  killing  something  else  to  keep  hii 
hand  in. 

Other  works  of  art  were  pinned  to  the  cheap  sea-green  wall- 
pa[>er.     Tliese  consisted  of  nine  pen>and-iiik  illustrations  kit 
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"L*  Soliuitt."  The  work  h«d  itiaiDcd  to  nidi  an  unheard- 
flC  Earopean  popuUrity  ihil  )oura;ituts  evidently  were  iircd 
■f  tl.  "  'Die  Soliury  maket  iu  first  appearance  in  the  pror- 
iscn ;  tensatioa  among  ibe  women.  Tlie  Solitary  perused  at 
tiUieau.  Effect  of  the  Solitary  on  domestic  animals.  The 
Soliufy  expUtiKd  lo  uvagc  tubes,  with  the  most  brilliant 
Rnlts.  The  Solitary  iranilated  into  Chineie  and  presented 
hf  tlw  author  to  the  Emperor  at  IVkin.  The  Mont  Saavage, 
Rape  of  £ladie."  (Lucien  thought  this  caricature  very  $hock- 
iaf.  but  be  could  Dot  Itclp  laughing  at  it.)  "The  Solitary 
Mtkr  a  canopy  condoctcd  in  triumphal  procession  by  the 
Kwipaprrt.  The  Solitary  breaks  the  press  to  splinters  and 
•oasda  the  printert.  Read  backward,  the  superior  beauties 
4  Ibc  Solitary  produce  a  sensation  at  the  Acad^ic."  On  a 
■twip^icr>wrappcr  Ijicicn  ooiked  a  sketch  of  a  contributor 
boUotg  nut  bis  hat,  and  beneath  it  the  words,  "  Pinol  I  my 
kaBdred  ftana,"  and  a  lume,  siitce  grown  more  notorious 
Ikan  Cuxwoc 

fctiwen  the  window  and  the  chimoey-piccc  stood  a  writing- 
bfcle,  a  mahogany  armchair,  and  a  waste-paper  basket  on  a 
■rip  of  hearth-rug ;  the  du.it  lay  thick  on  alt  theic  objects. 
There  were  short  curtains  in  the  windows.  About  a  score  of 
WW  books  lay  on  the  writing-table,  dcpositeil  tlierc  appar- 
CBtly  during  the  day,  together  with  prinis,  music,  snuff-boxes 
of  the  "Clianer"  paitern,  a  copy  of  the  ninth  edition  of 
**Le  Sotitairv"  (the  great  Joke  of  the  moment),  and  sonK 
ttB  unopeoed  let  I  ere 

Lt»rien  had  taken  stork  of  this  strange  furniture  and  made 
tdbctions  of  the  most  exhaustive  kind  upon  it,  when,  the 
dodt  striking  five,  he  returned  to  question  the  pen&ioner. 
Cofeqtilote  had  finished  his  cnut  and  was  waiting  with  the 
|rtHT*"^  of  a  comminioTuiire  for  the  man  of  medals,  who, 
pwbir*,  waa  taking  an  airing  on  the  boulevard. 

At  tbb  conjuncture  the  rwtle  of  a  dress  sounded  on  the 
ur,  aad  the  light,  tministakable  footstep  of  a  woman  on  tlw 
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threshold.     The   ncw^uuier  was  psioably   pretty.     She  ad- 
dtessed  herself  lo  Lucicii. 

"Sir,"  she  said,  "I  know  why  you  cry  up  Mademoiselle  1 
Virginie's  hats  so  much;  and  I  have  come  to  put  down  my 
name  for  a  yeai's  subscription,  in  the  lirst  pbce ;  but  tell  idc 
your  conditions " 

"  1  am  not  connected  with  the  paper,  niad^me/' 

"Oh!" 

"  A  suhscriplion  dating  from  October  ?  "  inquired  the  pen- 
sioner. 

"  What  does  (he  lady  want  to  know  ? "  asked  the  veteran, 
reappearing  on  the  scene. 

The  fair  milliner  and  the  retired  military  roan  were  mob 
deep  in  converse  ;  and  when  Lucicn,  beginning  to  low  par 
tience,  came  back  (o  the  first  room,  he  heard  the  conclusioQ 
of  the  mailer. 

"Why,  I  shall  be  delighted,  quite  delighted,  .lir.  Mjide- 
moiselle  Florentine  can  come  to  my  shop  and  choose  any- 
thing she  likes.  Ribbons  are  in  my  department.  So  it  is  all 
quite  settled.  You  will  say  no  more  abiiul  Virginie,  a  botcher 
that  cannot  design  a  new  sha|»e,  while  I  have  ideas  of  my 
own,  I  have." 

Lucien  heard  a  sound  as  of  coins  dropping  into  a  cash- 
box,  and  the  veteran  began  to  make  up  his  books  for  itie 
day. 

■'  I  have  been  waiting  here  for  an  hour,  air,"  Lucien  began, 
looking  not  a  little  annoyed. 

"And  *  they' have  not  come  yel!  "  exclaimed  Napoleon's 
veteran,  civilly  feigning  concern.  "  I  am  not  surprised  al 
that.  It  is  some  time  since  1  have  seen  'them'  here.  It 
is  the  middle  of  the  month,  you  see.  Those  fine  fellows 
only  turn  H|>  on  pay-days — the  jgih  or  the  joth." 

"  And  Monsieur  Finot  ?  "  asked  Lucien,  having  caught  the 
editor'*  name. 

"  He  is  in  the  Rue  Fcydeau,  that's  where  he  lives.     Colo- 


fntt,  old  dup,  )usl  uke  him  tntythinf  thtt  hac  come  in 
ki^jp  when  you  go  with  the  paper  to  the  pnntere." 

"Where  u  the  newspapei  jnit  to^ettier?"  Lacien  slid 
kilf  lu  hinucir. 

"The  nemjuaiicT?"  rci)e«ted  the  officer,  as  he  rtceiircd 
Um  rot  of  the  fUmp  money  froin  Coloquinie.  "  the  news- 
piper? — brottm !  broum  I  (Mind  you  arc  lounil  at  the  piia- 
im  by  six  o'clock  to-mofrow,  old  chap,  to  send  oS  the 
panen.)  The  ocmpuper,  tit,  \%  irritteii  in  the  street,  at  the 
mieni'  Immwcs,  in  the  print  ing-oflice  between  eleven  and 
t«ctff«  o'clock  at  nighl.  In  the  Emperor's  lime,  sir,  these 
tiapm  iot  spoiled  paper  were  not  known.  Oh  t  he  woald 
fans  cloutd  them  out  with  four  men  and  a  cotporal ;  ihey 
not  have  cook  over  Atm  with  their  talk.  But  that  it 
fh  o(  {iratiling.  If  ray  nephew  6nds  it  worth  his  while, 
■d  to  loot  aa  ihey  write  for  the  ion  of  the  Other  (broum  I 

famnn  I) afiet  all,  there  is  no  harm  in  iliat.     Ah  1  by  the 

wwf,  inbtcriben  don't  sccro  to  me  to  be  advancing  in  serried 
talmmt ;  I  shall  leave  my  post." 

"Yoa  fccm  to  know  all  about  the  newspaper,  sir,"  Lucien 

"  From  «  biBJnes!  point  of  riew,  broutn  !  broum  !"  coughed 
tiirK>M>er,  clearing  his  throat.  "  From  three  lo  five  fr«ncs 
p0  cotonin,  acconling  to  ability.  Fifty  tines  to  a  column, 
bny  letters  to  a  line  ;  no  blank> ;  there  you  are  I  As  for  the 
■aC,  they  are  queer  fish,  little  younjritcrs  wKom  I  wouldn't 
bke  on  for  the  commtuariai;  and,  because  they  make  Ay- 
mda  on  sbecis  of  white  paper,  they  look  down,  forsooth, 
MasoM  captain  of  dragoons  of  the  Gturd,  that  retired  with 

•  nu^t  rank  after  entering  every  Euro)xan  capital   with 

NipDlmi." 
TW  soldier  of  Napoleon  brushed  his  coat  and  made  ai  if 

k*oiikl  go  out,  but  Lucien.  swept  to  the  door,  had  courage 

taoii|h  lo  make  a  «Tanri. 
•■lame  to  be  a  coninUuor  of  the  paper,"  he  said.     "I 
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am  roll  or  nspecl,  I  vow  and  dectart,  for  a  captain  of  t 
Imperial  Guard,  iho«e  men  of  bronu " 

•'  Well  nid,  my  lillle  civiluiii,  there  are  several  Vinds 
coDtributon;  which  kind  do  yon  with  to  be?"  replied 
trooper,  beaiing  doim  on  Lticien,  and  descending  the  stain,^ 
At  the  fool  of  the  flight  he  stopped,  but  it  wu  only  to  tight 
a  cigar  at  the  porter's  box. 

"  If  any  subtcribera  come,  you  see  them  and  l^ce  note  oi 
them.  Mother  Chollet.  Stropty  subscribers,  iicver  know  an 
thing  bnt  subscriben,"  h«  added,  seeing  that  LtKten  followed 
liim.  "  Finot  is  my  nej>hew ;  he  b  the  only  one  of  my  fam* 
ily  that  Ka-s  done  anything  to  relieve  me  in  my  position.  So 
when  anybody  comes  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  Fmot,  he  finds 
old  Girotideau,  captain  of  the  dragoons  of  tlte  Guard,  that 
tet  ODt  as  a  private  in  a  cavalry  regiment  in  the  airny  of  the 
Sambre-et-Mcuse,  and  wju  fenciag-roaater  for  6re  years  to 
the  First  Hussars,  Army  of  Italy  I  One,  two,  ai>d  the 
man  that  liad  any  complainis  to  make  would  be  itinted 
off  into  the  dark,"  he  added,  making  a  lunge.  "  Now 
writers,  my  boy,  are  in  diffcrcnl  corps;  there  is  the  writer 
who  writes  and  draws  his  pay;  there  is  the  writer  who  writes 
and  gets  nothing  (a  volunteer  we  call  him):  and,  lastly,  there 
is  the  writer  who  writes  nothing,  and  he  is  by  no  meant  the 
stupidnt.  for  )te  makes  no  mit-take* ;  he  gives  himself  out  for 
a  literary  man,  he  ti  on  ihe  paper,  be  treau  us  to  dinners,  he 
loals  about  the  theatres,  he  keeps  an  actress,  he  is  very  well 
off.     Wlui  do  you  mean  to  be?  " 

"The  man  tlut  does  good  work  and  gets  good  piiy." 

"  Vou  are  like  the  recraits ;  they  all  want  to  be  marshals 
France.  Take  old  Girotideau's  word  for  it,  and  turn  rigb 
about,  in  doublc-qtiick  lime,  and  go  and  pick  up  nails  in  tb 
gutter  like  that  good  fellow  yonder ;  you  can  tell  by  the  look 
of  him  that  he  has  been  in  the  army.  Isn't  it  a  shame  that 
an  old  sMdtrr  who  has  walked  into  the  \vtes  of  death  hun- 
(Iredi  of  times  should  be  picking  up  old  iron  io  the  streets 
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hm?  Ab  I  Cod  A'mighty  I  'twas  a  shabby  trick  lo  dexrt 
the  Emperor.  Well,  mjr  boy,  the  iodividtul  you  saw  this 
aeroiDg  bis  made  his  forty  francs  a  month.  Arc  you  going 
u  do  bettcf  ?  And,  according  to  Finot,  he  the  clevercM  man 
cniheiuC" 

"  When  yoa  enlisted  in  the  Sunbre-el-Meuse,  did  they  talk 
»l«ie(  tlangcT  ?  " 

"lUtheT." 

"  Very  well  ?  " 

**  Very  well.  Go  and  see  my  ne^ihew  Finot,  a  good  fellow, 
1'  (Dod  a  fellow  u  you  will  find,  if  you  can  find  him  thai  is, 
'  r  be  n  like  a  fi^li,  always  on  the  move.  In  his  way  of  busi- 
•  ^,  there  is  no  wriiiog,  yoti  tee,  it  is  setting  others  lo  write. 
I'bai  son  like  galliranting  abooi  with  actresses  better  ilun 
■tiibfaliag  on  sheets  of  paper,  it  secmt.  Oh  I  Ihey  are  tjueer 
isataawrv,  they  are.  Hope  I  may  have  Ihe  honor  of  seeing 
fw  agsin." 

With  thit  the  cashier  raised  hit  formidable  loaded  cane,  one 
flf  tke  defcnden  of  Germanicus,  and  walked  off,  leaving 
Imu  ia  the  street,  as  mixh  bewildered  by  this  picture  of 
Oi  Bcwipaper  world  as  he  had  formerly  been  by  the  practical 
oir  literature  at  Metsn.  Vidal  and  Porchon's  establish- 


Tea  Kvcral  times  did  L^ictcn  repair  to  the  Rue  Feydcau  in 
ef  Andoche  Finot,  and  ten  times  he  f^tiled  lo  find  thai 
He  went  the  first  thing  in  the  morning,  Finot 
kk)  Boi  come  in.  At  noon,  Finot  had  gone  out ;  he  was 
bnak&atiag  at  soch  and  such  a  caf<i.  At  ttie  cafi,  in  aiuwer 
tois^atrMt  of  the  waitress,  made  after  Mirmountiog  um[)eiik- 
tblt  repugnance,  Lucien  iKard  tlvat  Finol  )iad  just  left  the 
pbn.  Locien,  al  knglb  tired  out,  began  lo  regard  Finot  as 
a  mythical  sod  fabulous  character;  it  appeared  simpler  to 
■srlay  £tienne  l-ooEleau  at  Flicotcaux's.  Tlut  youthful 
fnmaltst  would,  doubtless,  explain  the  oiytteiics  that  ea- 
wfafiid  tbc  paper  for  which  be  wiou. 
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Since  the  dxy,  >  hundred  times  binscd,  wiicn  Laden 
the  acqniioUoce  of  Daniel  d'Ailtiez,  he  had  i^en  inot 
»eat  at  Flitrotcaiu's.  llie  two  ffie&di  dioed  Side  b;  iii 
talking  in  loweicd  voica  of  the  higher  literature,  of  suggesli 
subjects,  and  ways  of  presenting,  opening  op,  and  det-clopii 
ihem.  At  ihe  present  time  Daniel  d'Arihcz  was  correct 
the  raanuicripi  of  ■'  Tlve  Archer  of  Ciiailes  IX."  He  reci 
siructed  wliole  claptets,  and  wrote  tlie  line  luusagcs  fom 
Iherein,  ai  well  ai  (tie  magnificent  pre&ce,  which  is,  perUa; 
Ihe  best  thing  in  the  book,  and  throws  so  nitKh  light  on  t 
work  of  the  young  school  of  literature.  One  day  it  so  hi; 
pened  tlut  Daniel  lud  been  waiting  for  Lucien,  who  now 
with  hit  friend's  hand  in  hii  own,  when  he  »w  £iienne  I^otu- 
leau  (urn  the  door-handle.  Lucien  in^anily  dropjxd  D4ntcre 
hand,  and  told  Ihe  waiter  that  he  would  dine  at  his  old  [iLacc 
by  the  counter.  D'Arihet  gave  Lucieo  a  glance  of  divine 
kindness,  in  which  reproach  was  wrapped  in  forgiveness.  Tlie 
glance  cut  tite  ]>oet  to  the  quick;  lie  took  Daniel's  hand  und 
gr»ped  it  anew. 

"  It  if  an  important  question  of  butine»  for  me ;  I  will  td 
you  about  il  arierward."  «aid  he. 

Lucien  was  In  his  old  place  by  the  time  thai  Lousicatt 
reached  the  table  as  ihe  first  comer,  he  greeted  his  acqtaint- 
ance;  they  soon  struck  up  a  conversation,  which  grew  so 
lively  that  Lucien  went  off  in  search  of  the  m:inu>crij>i  of  t 
•'  Marguerites,"  while  1>oasteau  fii>islie<l  hi*  dinner.  He  h. 
obtained  leave  lo  lay  his  eonneh  before  the  journalist,  a 
miHlook  the  civility  of  the  laiier  for  willingness  to  find  him  b 
publisher  or  a  place  on  the  paper.  When  Liicim  came  huiiy- 
ing  bark  again  he  saw  d'Anhez  resting  an  elbow  on  the  table 
In  a  corner  of  ihe  reitauranl,  and  knew  that  his  friend  was 
watching  him  with  meUncholy  eyes,  bm  )ie  would  not  we 
d'Artltez  just  then  ;  he  felt  ihe  !t>iarp  (a<igs  of  poverty,  ttlfl 
goading  of  ambition,  and  followed  l.oustcau.  ^ 

In  the  late  aflemoon  the  journalist  and  the  neophyte  went 
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Luwtnboorg,  and  ut  down  under  ihc  trees  in  that  part 
gardens  which  lies  belwecn  the  broad  Avenue  de  I'Ob- 
■mtotrc  and  the  Roe  dc  I'Ouest.  The  Rue  de  TOueM  at 
time  Witt  a  long  morasE,  bounded  bx  planks  and  market- 
ItfdeiH ;  the  hotues  were  all  at  the  end  nearest  the  Rue  de 
Tmgirard  \  and  the  walk  throagh  the  gardens  was  so  little  fre- 
^■ntctl  that,  3t  the  hour  when  Pxri«  dines,  two  lovers  might 
bO  oat  utd  exchange  the  earnest  or  reconcilialton  without 
fetr  of  intruders.  The  only  possible  spoil-sport  wjs  the  pen- 
riaaer  oo  duty  at  the  Itiile  iron  gate  on  the  Rne  de  I'Ouett, 
if  that  gray<hcaded  veteran  should  take  it  into  h'li  head  to 
IcitgThen  his  monolonotB  beat.  There,  on  a  bench  beneath 
;be  lime  trees.  Etienne  t-OTuleau  sal  and  listened  (o  sample 
■Nums  from  the  "  Marguerites." 

Etienne  I^qsieau,  after  two  years'  apprenticeship,  was  on 
ilir  staff  of  a  newspaper ;  he  h^id  his  fool  in  the  stirrup ;  h« 
ndtoocd  »on»e  of  the  celcbriiies  of  the  day  among  hii  friends ; 
Any  I  her,  he  was  an  imposing  personage  in  I^cien's  eyes. 
fere,  while  Lucien  untied  the  string  about  the  "Mar- 
IHtites,"  he  judged  it  necessary  to  make  tome  «Kt  of  preface. 

"  The  sonnet,  monsieur,"  s.iid  he,  '*  is  one  of  the  most  diffi- 
e>1i  forms  of  poetry.  It  has  fallen  almost  entirely  into  disuse. 
Ko  Frenchman  can  hope  (o  rival  Petrarch  ;  for  the  Ungn.ige 
h)  which  the  Italian  wrote,  being  so  infinitely  more  pliant 
than  French,  tends  itself  to  play  of  thought  which  our  poai- 
tivVB  (pardon  the  use  of  the  exprcnion)  rejects.  So  it 
noanl  to  me  that  a  volume  of  »onneia  would  be  something 
tfkK  new.  Victor  Hui;o  has  appropri.iied  the  ode,  Canalia 
wttta  lighter  verw,  Mranger  has  n>onO|K>1i£ed  songs,  Casimir 
Oriivlfne  luu  taken  tragedy,  and  Lamarline  the  poetry  of 
neditalion." 

"  Arc  you  a  '  Classic  *  or  a  *  Romutic?*  "  uked  Louste«a. 

Lacien't  iMonishment  betrayed  such  complete  ignorance 
of  tbe  stair  of  afTatrs  in  the  republic  of  letters  thai  Luustean 
iVngtH  it  oeccwtry  to  enlighten  him. 
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**  Yon  have  come  up  id  the  middle  of  a  pitched  battle, 
dear  Tellow ;  yoa  mu&i  make  your  decision  at  once.     Litei 
tare  is  divided,  in  the  tint  place,  into  several  zones,  bat 
gicat  men  arc  ringed  in  two  hostile  ciuii]».    Tlie  royalists 
'Romantics,'  the  liberals  are'Clasua.'     The  divergence 
taste  in  nutiicrs  literary  and  divergence  of  political  opiiti 
coincide ;  and  the  result  is  a  war  with  weapons  of  every 
double^lged  wittici&ms,   subtle  calumnies  and  nicknatocs 
eutramt  (to  the  estreme},  between  the  rising  and  the  waoi 
glory,  and  ink  is  shed  in  torrents.     The  odd  part  of  it  is  (I 
the  royal ist-roman lies  are  all  fur  liberty  in  literature  and  fi 
repealing  laws  and  conventions ;  while  the  liberal-claasicx 
for  maintaining  the  unities,  the  Alcundtinc,  and  the  classy 
theme.     So  <^)iniont  in  politics  on  either  «ide  arc  directly 
variance  witli  literary  taste.     If  you  arc   eclectic,  yoii^ 
have  no  one  for  yoo.     Which  side  do  you  take  ?  " 

"  Which  is  the  winning  side  ?  " 

"The  liberal  ncmpapen  have  far  more  subscribers  than  t 
royalist  and  ministerial  journab;  still,  though  Canalts  is  for 
Church  attd  King,  and  patroniied  by  the  coun  and  the  clergy, 
he  reaches  other  readers.     Pshaw  I  sonnets  date  back  to  an 
epoch  before  Boileau's  time,"  said  ^licniie,  seeing  Lucten' 
dlAtnay  at  the  prospect  of  choosing  between  two  hanne: 
"  Be  a  romantic    The  romantics  are  young  men  and   t 
classics  are  pedants;  (he  romantics  will  gain  the  day." 

The  word  "pedant"  was  the  latest  epithet  taken  up 
fODunlk  journalism  to  heap  confusion  on  the  classical  bction. 

Lttcien  began  to  read,  choosing  Arst  of  all  the  title^onneta 
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Tie  dauMi  (n  ibc  ncmilawt.  Mil  In  vdK, 
In  t*A  %nA  wlilt*  and  p>M  fatfnr«  our  e)Fa^ 
Have  wriM«n  >n  idyll  for  ikiu'i  timp«tlil«^ 

Aad  Kt  kit  b<<in'*  (lc(ir«  In  loognif  e  pUn. 


'^      "      ^ 


G(M  >!■  Ill  Mt  ta  <Aim  SHsnM 

>■>■!  ih*  xnaaKtm  •hich  wc  idoliie: 
A»4  att  (to  CON  of  uncslc  fix  ihe  |>iim 

1»  ^wliilii  by  »  M(i«i  Uo9>l-(Dil  U4ia. 

Wm  li  tfi  TODi  p«tali  one*  uM«rl«d 

Who*  J(MH  tow  Bpoa  ■  r>lr«(  wotlil, 

A«d  Ima  vtnp  thakta  fo>  4  hMv'awud  fli(bt 

Mad  pKc,  Uul  tfUl  ■■  uuuiDo  leippMn 
Y««  MajM  ^id«  10  Kll  of  tiMil  ddlgbl, 

T«  briai  lu  back  ike  loirer  of  Iwailj  r«ui  7 


IdcicB  felt   ptqocd  by  LoalCM's  complete   indiflcTcnce 

tbc  nadiBi;  of  (he  tonnet ;   be  wa>  unfiimiliaLr  a&  yet 

tbe  dMCOfKcning  impMiibility  of  (he  proreuionil  crJiJc, 

by  nnaeb  roiling  of  poetry,  proM,  mid  pUyi^    I.iicien 

«M  •ccnrtixned   to  applaiae.     He  choked  down  his  dtup- 

piteaeat  aad  reid  another,  a  Eivoritc  with  Mine,  dc  Barge- 

■■  md  «ith  Kme  of  bis  friend*  in  the  Rue  <ic»  Qiiatre- Venu. 

"TUa  00c,    perhifs,  will  draw  a  word   from  him,"  he 


TlIE  MARGURRITB. 

I  iM  (b*  HjifMTfic.  lilT  afHl  ull  I  r*« 
b  *«l**i  Bailowt.  'mtd  )bc  towen  a  Mar. 
T%«y  «uf ht  M*  ht  «iy  b«*iii]r  naat  iihI  far) 

Uf  4am,  1  Ihmghl,  AtiM  ba  lof  «*n  flew. 

Bm  iw«  «a  all  aavUluiI'foc  flft  I  res, 
A  teal  ny  a(  kaowMgc  thail  Ui  nur 
Uy  ndbM  «M^<ion  pnwa  oncalar, 

ht  I  «a«  i^cab  ud  gin  an  iMwar  iraa. 

Aa  «4  rf  AM*  aa4  of  quka  daya. 

TW  t^««t  wAli  Ion  WB(di  my  cowwal  prap ; 

Aai  •baa  wy  aacM  (roM  aiy  haari  1*  reft, 

Wbaa  «n  aif  itir*!  [wtal*  *c«fltt«d  tU, 
I  ^  IW  •■I7  H«*i  B((I««lad  Mt. 

1 4av«  awa  voMh  aMitar  (mm  to  diL 
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At  the  end  the  poet  loolced  up  at  his  Aristarcbut. 
I^iHtesu  wa»  ];uing  at  the  trees  in  tl»e  Pipiniirc. 

"Well?"  asked  Lucicn. 

"  Well,  my  dear  fellow,  go  on  [     I  am  listening  to 
am  I  not  f    Tlui  (act  in  itself  is  as  good  as  praise  in  Poris.l 

"Have  /ou  liad  enough?"  Lucicn  inquired. 

"Go  on,"  the  other  atuwercd,  jbraptl/  enough. 

LiKicn  proceeded  to  read  the  following  sonnet,  bai 
heart  was  dead  within  him  ;  Lousicau's  inscrutable  composa^ 
froie  his  ulternncc.  If  tie  had  come  a  little  further  upon  tl 
road,  he  would  have  known  that,  between  writer  and  vrriter, 
silence  or  abrupt  speech,  under  such  circumstances,  is  a  be- 
trayal of  jealousy,  and  outspoken  admiration  means  a  sense  of 
relief  over  the  discovery  that  the  work  is  not  above  the 
average,  alter  all. 


THE  CAMELLIA. 

la  NUvn's  Ixiok.  it  rightly  unilrntood, 
Tha  TOM  mtant  lore,  ood  t«d  for  licMitr  (tlows; 
A  pure.  («ic«1  ipiiil  Id  the  •Iotr|  blow*. 

And  bright  the  lily  gttinu  in  leiilitiooil. 

But  Ihi*  ilnBgf  blooiDi  bjr  mn  and  Biiid  unwooed, 
Smbm  Id  expand  aad  Umww  'mid  tk  inowi, 
A  Illy  'ceiiiicleM,  •  actMlcn  nut. 

Tot  ijainl;  tiUlmncK  of  inni<teiUiood. 


Vet  il  IhD  opera -hoiute  ihc  p«ult  mce 

For  modemy  >  btiac  SBtoolc : 
Ab  tUbMict  wruih  ta  U7.  melhoachl. 
Ib  dwkf  h*tr  o'er  aoibc  fair  voman't  face 

WUth  kiBd1<«  «T'n  M«h  Iot«  irithin  ih<  w«l 
At  K«lfitaied  nuble  Innu  hy  rhidiat  wrought. 

"What  do  70a  think  of  my  poor  sonnets?"  Lucicn  askedj 
coining  straight  to  the  point. 
"  Do  you  want  the  truth  ?" 
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■*  I  UB  ya«B(  enoagh  to  like  (he  iruih 
that  I  un  Iwu  u  wiili4Kit  ukini 
MkoM  <letpair,"  replied  LacKti. 

'   'A-  ',  cay  dear  fcUow,  itie  firet  sonnet, 
e*idesil)r  vTiitcD  at  AngouKnic 
tnnU*,  DO  dodU,  that  you  cannot 
and  iliini  cnuck  of  Putt  already ; 
:  mtMtt,"  h*  Mldcdt  with  a  gcMure  tlut 
fa  iMe  {voTiocul. 
CiwMi  H'  'i  by  ''x  tniutsi.  liKtieu  rciul 
citoouDg  «  ioaoct  vbkh  d'Ailhez 
pctfaapi  oo  accoont  of  its  color. 


aod  »o  Milooi  to 
offeiue,  but  uot 

from  its  jiivotved 
;  It  g^ve  yuu  so 
give  U  i]|>.  Tl)c 
but  read  ui  oitc 
Mcined  charming 

with  more  confi- 
and  BriiJau  liked 


TlIK  TVUP. 

I  am  die  TnUp  hein  BMa*U**  Aotw  t 
The  Onttf  FloalnK  (iw  my  Imuiij'  ntt 
r*n  a  kii^t  itmam,  «fc«a  that  I  itin  (ur, 

Aa4  UlV  anil  Krai^r,  bm4  psrc  Bjr  j<«l>rt  CMC 

Aad.  Ittt  wiMF  Ynlinilt  of  IW  dajrt  of  jon, 
M;  tnnt  •■■■<  ■nf'T  f'>1<)nl  *>'*ni  I  wom, 
0'«.f«iNWil  villi  iW  lilaMM  Ihai  I  baar. 

— Cala^  a  fat  aaim  t  iMt^n,  tnUf, «. 

7lr  togm  of  lb«  rWdract  dtrlac 

Hi*t  Bovcii  (m  lilt  my  vvtare  Mr  imI  fee, 

Of  ihrtada  of  •aallfhl  aii<l  af  \mt^  xabi  | 
}l«  il^*M  w  (tgriooi  la  ih«  itanlvn  M. 
kM  Nalara,  wn«  ia  mt,  nn  fracMBCa  ilied 

W«ka  WT  eap  of  01ea«  poicaWa. 


**  Well  ?  "  aaked  Locico  after  a  imuk.  immmurtbly  long, 

I  It  wcmcd  to  him. 

'  Hy  ilear  fello*,"  £iicnne  nid,  gravely  turveying  the  tipt 

LadCd'a  booU  (be  had  brought  the  pair  from  Aiignultmet 

waa  wcsnfig  ihem  oat).     "  My  dur  fellow,  1  airongly 

yoa  to  pal  yosr  ink  od  your  booti  to  nve  black- 
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ing,  and  to  take  your  pens  for  toothpicks,  so  th^  wh«n  yon' 
come  awajr  from  Flicotcaux's  you  can  swagger  along  this  poc- 
larcsque  alley  looking  as  it  you  had  diiicd.  Gel  a  siiuation 
of  any  M>rt  or  description.  Run  errands  for  a  bailiff  if  you 
have  a  heart,  be  a  shopman  if  your  bock  b  siroDg  enoughi 
enlist  if  you  happeit  to  liave  a  taste  for  military  music.  Ymi 
have  the  ««ff  of  three  i»ets  in  you  ;  but  before  you  can  rcftcb 
your  public,  you  wilt  have  time  to  die  of  stanaiion  six  timn 
over,  if  you  intend  to  live  on  the  proceeds  of  your  poetry, 
that  is.  And,  from  your  too  unsophisticated  discoune,  it 
would  seem  to  be  your  intention  to  coin  money  out  of  your 
inkstand, 

"1  say  nothing  as  to  your  verses ;  they  arc  a  good  deal 
belter  than  all  the  poetical  wares  that  arc  cumbering  the 
ground  in  booksellers'  backstores  just  now.  Elegant  '  night- 
ingales'  of  that  sort  cost  a  Iiille  more  Ih.in  the  others,  be- 
cause they  are  printed  on  hand-made  paper,  but  they  nearly 
all  of  them  come  down  at  la&i  to  the  banks  of  ihe  Seine.  You 
may  study  their  range  of  notes  ihere  any  day  if  you  care  to 
make  an  instructive  pilgrimage  along  the  ()uais  from  oM 
Jcrdme's  stall  by  the  Pont  Noltc  Dame  to  the  Pont  Royal. 
You  will  find  them  all  there — all  Ihe  ■  Essays  in  Vcr»e,'  Ihe 
'  Inspirations,'  the  lufiy  fltghls,  ihc  hymns,  and  songs,  and 
ballads,  and  odes ;  all  ihe  neslfuls  hatched  during  Ihe  last 
seven  years,  in  fact.  Thcte  He  their  muses,  thick  with  dtui, 
beipattered  by  every  passing  cab,  at  the  mercy  of  every  pnh 
fane  hand  thai  turns  them  over  to  look  at  the  vignette  on  the 
title-juge. 

"  You  know  nobody ;  you  have  access  to  no  newspapeti 
so  your  'Marguerites'  will  remain  demurely  folded  as  yoB 
hold  ibcm  now.  They  will  never  open  out  to  the  sun  of  pub- 
licity in  fair  fields,  with  broad  margins  enameled  with  the 
floreU  which  Dauriat  ihe  illustrious,  the  king  of  the  Wooden 
Galleriei,  scatters  with  a  lavish  hand  for  |K>ets  known  lo  faise. 
I  came  10  Paris  as  you  came,  poor  boy,  with  a  plentiful  stock 
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tl  iUwdaat,  impclied  by  incpreisible  longings  for  glory — and 
Iftxmd  the  realities  of  ibc  crafi,  the  pncltcal  difHrulti<7S  of 
'Sr  imdc,  the  h;ifd  facts  q{  povctty.  In  my  enthusiasm  (it  is 
itft  veil  under  control  now),  my  fim  ebullition  of  youthful 
ipriu,  I  did  not  XV  the  social  roachinciy  at  work  ;  so  I  had 
10  leant  to  tee  it  by  bumping  againu  the  wlieels  and  brutsing 
njvlf  against  the  shafts,  covering  myself  with  oil,  liearing 
IJK  cLatlcT  of  fly-wheel  and  chains.  Now  you  are  about  to 
lnni(  as  1  learaed,  that  between  you  and  all  these  fair 
if  tbings  lies  the  strife  of  men,  and  passioas,  and 


••  Willy-nilly,  you  mm)  take  part  it)  a  terrible  battle ;  book 
againat  book,  man  against  min,  party  againvt  party;  make 
W  yon  tamx,  and  that  systematically,  or  you  will  be  aban- 
dowd  by  your  own  party.  And  they  are  mean  contests ; 
■nggks  which  leave  you  diienc banted,  and  weaticd,  and  de- 
|mcd,  atMi  all  in  pure  watte ;  for  it  often  hap|<ens  that  you 
fU  btth  all  yoar  strength  to  win  burch  for  a  man  whom  you 
4b^,  and  maintain,  m  s]>itc  of  yourself,  that  some  sccond- 
ntt  writer  is  a  genius. 

"  Ttwre  is  a  world  behind  the  tcenes  in  the  theatre  of  liter- 
mt  The  public  m  front  »e«  uncipecled  or  wcll-de»etvcd 
■reoa,  and  apptaads;  the  public  does  m>f  see  the  prepara- 
lioaa,  ugly  as  they  always  are,  the  painted  supers,  the  f/,Mfueurt 
Und  10  applaad,  the  itage  carpenters,  and  all  that  lies  behind 
■U  iceiws.  You  arc  still  among  the  audience.  Abdicate, 
<^  ii  mil  time,  l>efore  you  set  your  fool  on  the  lowest  step 
Bfllw  throne  for  winch  to  many  ambitions  .spirits  are  conlcntl- 
■"L  lad  do  not  sett  your  honor,  as  I  do,  for  a  livelihood." 
"Kuc'scycs  Ailed  with  tears  as  he  spoke. 

"Do  yog  know  bow  I  make  a  living  ?"  he  continued  pas- 
■"Wtly.  ♦•  The  little  stock  of  money  they  gave  me  at  l>om« 
**  teen  eaten  up.  A  piece  of  mine  was  accepted  at  tlic 
^■t^-Francais  Jnit  as  I  came  to  an  end  of  it.  At  the 
^^*(OT.Fimn^is  the  inSucnce  of   ■  first  gentleman  of  the 


bedchamber,  or  of  a  prince  of  the  blood,  would  not  be 
eoough  to  secure  a  turn  of  favor ;  the  actors  only  make  con- 
cessions to  those  who  threaten  their  scK-love.  If  U  ts  in  your 
power  to  spread  a  report  thai  the  Jeune  premier  (leading  juve- 
nile) has  the  asthma,  the  leading  lady  a  futula  where  you 
please,  and  the  soabrette  has  foul  breath,  then  your  piece 
would  be  played  to-morrow.  1  do  not  know  whether,  in  two 
years'  time,  I  who  speak  to  you  now  shnll  be  in  a  position  to 
exercise  such  power.  You  need  so  many  to  back  yo«.  And 
where  and  how  am  1  to  gain  my  bread  meanwhile? 

"I  tried  lots  of  things;  I  wrote  a  novel,  aiionymouily ; 
old  Doguercau  gave  me  two  hundred  francs  for  it,  and  he  did 
not  nuke  very  much  out  of  it  himself.  Then  it  grew  plain 
to  me  that  journalism  alone  could  give  me  a  living.  The 
next  thing  was  to  find  my  way  iuto  those  shops.  I  wilt  not 
tell  you  all  tite  advances  1  made,  nor  how  often  I  begged  in 
vain.  I  will  say  nothing  of  the  six  months  1  spent  as  extra 
hand  on  a  paper,  and  was  told  that  I  scared  subscribers  away, 
when  as  a  fact  I  attracted  ihcm.  Pass  over  the  insults  I  pat 
up  with.  At  this  moment  I  am  doing  the  plays  at  the  boule- 
vant  theatres,  almost  s^Ht,  for  a  paper  belonging  to  Finot, 
that  stout  young  fellow  who  brealifasts  two  or  three  time*  a 
month,  even  now,  at  the  Caft  Voltaire  (but  you  don't  go 
there).  I  live  by  selling  tickets  that  managers  give  toe  to 
bribe  a  good  word  in  the  paper  and  reviewers'  copies  of  books. 
In  short,  Finot  once  satisfied,  I  am  allowed  to  write  for  and 
against  various  commercial  articles,  and  I  traffic  in  IrJbate 
paid  in  kind  by  varioo:*  trailesmen,  A  facetious  notice  of  i 
Carminative  Toilet  Lotion,  •  PftiedcsSultancs,'  CephalicOil, 
or  Braiili.in  Mixture  brings  me  in  twenty  or  thirty  francs. 

"  I  am  obliged  to  dun  the  publishers  when  they  don't  send 
in  a  suffieient  number  of  reviewers'  copies ;  Finot,  as  editor. 
appropriates  two  and  sells  them,  and  I  must  hare  two  to  sril. 
If  n  book  of  capital  importance  comet  out,  and  the  publisher 
is  stingy  with  copies,  his  life  is  made  a  burden  to  him.     Tbe 
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cnft  b  vile,  bni  I  live  by  it,  and  so  do  scores  of  olhen.     Do 

Ml  iina^ne  tluu  tilings  arc  any  better  iD  public  life.     There 

k  cWTVptMD  everywhere  id  both  rcgiofu ;  every  man  is  oor> 

tipl  or  corrupts  others.     If  there  is  any  publisliing  enierprue 

nsKvliM  Utfcr  than  uuial  afoot,  the  tr^de  will  [ny  nie  »oine> 

ihiac  lo  bay  neutrality.    Tlie  amount  of  my  iDcome  varies, 

ibfcibrc,  directly  with  the  i>ro»pectu»c$.     When  prospecluses 

hnsk  out  like  a  rash,  money  pours  into  my  pockcU;  I  Mand 

Beat  all  round.     When  trade  is  dull,  I  dine  at  Flicoteaux's. 

'•  Acircsacs  will  pay  you  likcwij«  for  ptaiite,  but  the  wiser 

■MOg  tltetn  |>ay  for  criticism.    To  be  passed  over  in  silence 

is  what  they  dread  the  most ;  and  ihc  very  best  thing  of  all, 

fnitn  tbcir  poiul  of  view,  is  ctiiiciMU  which  draws  down  a 

nrptj ;  it  is  Cat  more  effectual  than  bald  praise,  forgolteo  as 

aoon  u  read,  and  it  coms  more  in  consequence.     Celebrity, 

ay  dear   fcllaw,  \%  baied  upon  controversy.     I  am  a  hired 

fanvo;   I  ply  ny  trade  among  ideas  and  reputations,  con- 

aercUI.  literary,  and  diainalici  1  make  some  fifty  crowns  a 

aooth  ;  I  can  kU  a  novel  iw  five  hundred  francs ;  and  i  am 

h^Baing  to  be  looked  upon  ac  a  man  lo  be  feared.     SooK 

day,  itutead  of  living  with  Florine  at  the  expense  of  a  drug- 

pti.  wbo  gives  hionelf  the  airs  of  a  lord,  1  shall  be  in  a  house 

of  my  own ;  1  shall  be  on  the  staff  of  a  leading  newspaper,  I 

•hall  have  a/rwrV/^/As  (a  6y-leaf  or  portion  of  a  journal);  and 

■D  that  day,  my  dear  fellow,  Florine  will  become  a  great 

■OiKB.     As  for  me,  I  am  not  sure  what  I  shall  be  when  that 

■aoK  comes,  a  minister  or  an  honest  man — all  things  are  still 

poMble." 

He  raited  hit  humiliated  head,  and  looked  out  at  the  green 
kutt,  with  an  cspicssion  of  dopairmg  telf-condcmnuioD 
ditid(ul  to  *M. 

"  And  I  had  a  great  tragedy  accepted  I "  he  went  oit. 
"AaduDoag  my  papers  there  Ua  |xieni,  whirh  will  die.  Ai>d 
'  *u  a  good  fellow,  and  my  heart  was  clean  I  I  used  to 
^"m  lofty  dreanu  of  love  for  great  ladies,  qncens  in  tbe 
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great  irDTtd ;  and — my  mistress  b  SO  actress  at  the  Panoraina- 
Dramaiique.  And,  Ustly,  if  a  bookseller  declines  to  scod  a 
copy  of  3  book  Eo  my  paper,  I  shall  ran  doirn  vork  which  t« 
good,  ss  I  know." 

Lucien  was  moved  to  tears,  and  he  grasped  ^tienne's  hand 
in  his.  The  journalist  rose  to  his  feet,  and  the  pair  went  up 
and  down  the  bioad  Avenue  de  r01»er%-atoire,  a*  if  their 
luoES  craved  ampler  breathing  space. 

"Outside  the  world  of  letters,"  £tienne  Loosteau  oon- 
tinued,  "not  a  single  creature  suspects  ttui  every  one  who 
succeeds  in  that  world — who  has  a  certain  vc^ue,  that  is  to  say, 
or  comes  into  ^hion,  or  gains  reputation,  or  renown,  or  fame, 
or  favor  with  the  public  (for  by  these  names  we  know  the 
rtings  of  the  ladder  by  which  we  climb  to  the  sieater  heights 
above  and  beyond  them) — every  one  who  comes  even  thus  ixi 
is  the  hero  of  a  dreadful  Odyssey.  Brilliant  jwrtents  rise  above 
the  menial  horizon  through  a  combination  of  a  Ihotisand  acci- 
dents 1  conditions  change  so  swiftly  thai  no  two  men  have 
been  known  to  reach  success  by  the  same  road.  Canalit  and 
Nathan  are  two  dissimilar  cases;  things  never  fall  out  in  the 
same  way  twice.  There  is  d'Arthei,  who  knocks  himself  to 
pieces  with  work — he  will  make  a  famous  name  by  some  other 
chance. 

"  This  so  much  desired  reputation  is  neatly  always  crowned 
prostitution.  Yes;  the  poorest  kind  of  literature  is  the  haj^ 
less  creature  freezing  at  a  street  corner;  seroiid-raie  literature 
is  the  kept-mtsirest  picked  out  of  the  brothels  of  journalism, 
and  I  am  her  bully ;  lastly,  there  is  lucky  liictaiure,  the 
daunting,  insolent  courtesan  who  has  a  house  of  her  own  and 
pays  taxes,  who  receives  great  lords,  treating  or  ill>treating 
them  as  she  pleases,  who  has  liveried  servants  and  a  carriage 
and  can  afTurd  to  keep  greedy  creditors  waiting.  Ah  !  ud 
for  yet  others,  for  me  not  so  very  long  ago.  for  yoti  to-day— 
(he  is  a  whiie-mbed  angel  with  many-colored  wings,  bearing 
a  green  palm  branch  in  the  one  hand,  and  in  the  other  a 
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An  uigel,  wmcthing  akin  to  the  mythotogi- 
<J  alwtfacttoa  which  lives  ax  the  bottom  of  a  well,  and  to  the 
pm  mm)  Itoocsc  gill  who  lives  a  iifc  of  exile  in  live  ouiskiris 
ri  tile  great  ciiy,  earning  cvciy  |x:nny  with  a  noble  foiiitudc 
■Ml  in  the  full  light  of  rinue,  rcturniDg  to  heaven  iuvioLaie 
of  body  nnd  soul ;  unless,  indeed,  she  corues  to  Ite  at  ihe  last, 
KuMi  dopoiled,  jiullutcd,  and  forgotten,  un  a  juuper's  bier. 
As  for  the  men  whooe  braiDs  are  encoinpasMd  with  bronic, 
»b<Mr  hearts  are  tcili  warm  under  the  mows  of  cspcrience, 
Uiey  arc  fbond  bat  teldom  in  the  country  that  lies  at  our  feet," 
he  added,  pointing  to  the  great  city  scciliing  in  the  late  after- 
^Bon  light. 

^KA  viaMMt  of  d'Arthcz  and  his  friends  flatbed  upon  Lucien's 
^Hpt  %aA  made  appeal  lo  him  for  a  moment;  but  LouMeau's 
Pm^aDiog  lUKDiatioo  carried  him  away. 

"They  are  very  few  and  far  between  in  that  (treat  ferment- 
ilg  vat ;  twe  as  love  in  love-nutkini;.  rare  as  fortunes  honestly 
Mde  in  blsinetB,  rare  as  the  journalist  whose  hands  arc  clean. 
The  experience  of  the  first  man  who  told  me  all  that  I  am 
idling  yoa  w»s  thrown  away  upon  ine.  and  mine  no  doubt 
*tll  be  wasted  upon  you.     It  is  always  the  same  old  story 
)ta»  aiicr  year ;  the  same  eager  rush  to  Paris  from  the  prov- 
ians;  the  same,  not  lo  say  a  growing,  number  of  beardless, 
anbitioai  boys,  who  advance,  Ive.id  erect  and  the  heart  beat- 
fag  higli  in  them,  lo  storm  the  citadel  of  the  fashion — that 
TnMCH  Touraodocic  of  the  '  Mille  et  un  Joun '  (Thousand 
■a^  ooc  Days) — each  one  of  them  fain  lo  be  l>er  PriiKe  Calaf. 
te  sever  a  one  of  them  reads  the  rid<ne.     Otie  by  one  they 
dnf^Mme  into  tlte  trench  where  failures  lie,  some  into  the 
■Mc  of  journalism,  socne  again  into  ihe  quagmires  of  ilie 
Wbtade. 

"Tlwy  pick  up  a  living,  these  beggars,  what  with  bio- 
PiHlKal  notices,  pcnny-a-lming,  and  scraps  of  news  for  the 
Pfm.  Tliey  lieconic  IxMksellrrs'  hacks  for  the  clearheaded 
^■>lcn  iu  ptinied  piper,  who  would  sooner  lake  the  rubbiab 
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that  goes  off  in  a  fortnight  than  a  masterpiece  which  requires 
lime  to  sell.  The  life  is  crushed  out  of  the  grub*  before  Ihcy 
reach  the  butterfly  stage.  They  live  by  shame  and  dishonor. 
They  are  ready  lo  write  down  a  rising  genius  or  to  praise  him 
to  the  skies  at  a  word  from  the  pacha  of  the  '  Const  i  tut  ion  nel,' 
the  'Qiiotidieiine,' or  the  '  Dcbats,' at  a  sign  from  a  pub- 
lisher, at  the  request  of  a  jealous  comrade,  or  (as  not  seldom 
happens)  simply  for  a  dinner.  Some  surmount  the  obstacles, 
and  these  forget  the  misery  of  their  early  days.  I,  who  am 
telling  you  this,  have  been  putting  the  best  that  it  in  me  into 
iiews]>aper  articles  for  six  months  past  for  a  blackguard  who 
gives  ihem  out  as  liis  own  and  has  secured  a  ftuillttatt  to 
another  paper  on  the  strength  of  them.  He  has  not  taken 
me  ou  as  his  coUabotaior,  he  has  not  given  me  so  much  as  > 
(ive-fraiic  piece,  but  1  hold  out  a  liaiid  to  grasp  his  when  we 
meet;  I  cannot  help  myself." 

"  And  why?"  Lucien  asked  indignantly, 

"  I  may  want  to  put  a  dozen  lines  into  \i\%  feuillet^n  some 
day,"  Lousteau  answered  coolly.  "  In  short,  my  dear  fel- 
low, in  lirerature  you  will  not  make  money  by  hard  work, 
that  is  not  the  secret  of  success;  ihe  jwint  is  to  exploit  the 
work  of  somebody  else.  A  newspaper  proprietor  is  a  con- 
tractor, we  are  the  bricklayers.  The  more  mediocre  the 
man,  the  better  his  chance  of  getting  on  among  mediocrities; 
he  can  play  the  toad-eater,  put  up  with  any  treatment,  and 
flatter  all  the  little  base  passions  of  the  sultans  of  literature. 
'Ilierc  is  Hector  Merlin,  who  came  from  Limoge*  a  shon  time 
ago  ;  he  is  writing  political  articles  already  for  a  Right  Centfc 
daily,  and  he  is  at  work  on  our  btile  paper  as  well.  I  have 
seen  an  editor  drop  his  hat  and  Merlin  pick  it  up.  The  fel- 
low was  caieftil  never  to  give  offense,  and  slipped  Into  the 
thick  of  the  Rght  between  rival  ambitions.  I  am  sorry  for 
you.  It  is  as  if  1  saw  in  yoii  the  self  that  I  used  lo  be,  and 
sure  am  I  that  in  one  or  two  j-c.irs'  time  you  will  be  what  I 
an)  now.     You  wilt  think  that  there  is  some  lurking  jealowy 
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or  penoDal  motive  in  this  bitter  counsel,  but  it  is  peompted 
bf  the  despair  of  &  damned  soul  that  can  nev^r  leave  hetl. 
tb  ooc  iTDlurft  to  utier  such  tliingt  as  these.  You  hear  the 
pnu  or  anguish  Tiom  a  man  wounded  lo  ihc  heart,  crying; 
ftc  a  tccooil  Job  Trom  the  ai}>es,  '  BclioM  my  sorca  ! ' " 

**Bai  whviher  I  fight  ui>on  this  field  or  elsewhere,  fight  I 
■aU."  uuj  Lucira. 

"Then,  be  sure  of  this,"  returned  Loostcau,  "  if  you  have 

tayihlag  in  you,  tlte  war  will  know  no  truce,  ihc  best  chance 

'(  taccex  lies  in  an  empty  head.     The  austerity  oi  your  con* 

Kicncff,  clear  ax  yet,  will  relax  when  you  see  that  a  man  holds 

yoDT  ftuorc  in  hit  two  hands,  when  a  word  from  >iich  a  man 

BKans  lift:  to  you,  and  he  will  not  say  that  word.     For,  be- 

licit  me,  the  most  brutal  bookseller  in  the  trade  is  not  jo  in* 

tobBt,  so  hard-hearled  to  a  new-comer  as  the  rclebrity  of  (he 

day.     The  bookaeller  sees  a  possible  lo«s  of  nwney,  while  the 

•nier  of  books  ilreadt  a  f>ot5ible  ri»'al ;  the  first  shows  you 

the  door,  the  second  crtishcs  tlie  life  out  of  you.    To  do 

lolIy  good  work,  roy  boy.  means  that  you  will  draw  out  the 

CMrgy,  H{),  and  tenderacss  of  your  nature  at  every  dip  of  ihe 

pea  ID  Ihc  ink,  to  set  it  forth  for  the  world  in  passion  and 

■Blincnt  and    phrases.      Yes;    instead  of  acting,  you  will 

vrile;  you  will  sing  songs  instead  of  fifjhtiiig  ;  you  will  love 

twt  hale  and  live  in  yotir  books;  and  then,  after  all,  when  you 

•had  have  reten-ed  your  riches  for  your  style,  yotir  gold  and 

^tpfc  (m-  your  charactera,  and  you  yourself  are  walking  the 

•■ncti  of  RiTic  in  rags,  rejoicing  in  thai,  rivaling  the  stale 

mtefa  yoa  have  amhorized  the  existence  of  a  beinfc  styled 

Adtlplic,  Corinne  or  Clarissa,  Reni  or  Manon;  when  yon 

*W|  htve  spoiled  your  life  and  your  digestion  lo  give  life  lo 

'^  cteaiion,  then  you  thatl  see  it  slandered,  belrayed,  sold, 

•"P  away  inio  ihe  back  waters  of  oblivion  by  journalists 

"■I  Iwriid  out  of  sight  by  your  best  friends.     How  can  you 

""■d  to  wait  until  itie  day  when  your  crealion  shall  rise  a|;ain, 

'*'K<1  froD  tlie  dead — how?  when?  and  by  whom?    Take  ■ 


\ 


112  A  PHOVIXCIAL  AT  TAXIS. 

nugnificeni  book,  the  fiamu  ol  unbelief ;  '  ObertDann  '  is  a 
sotitar/  wanderer  in  [he  deacri  places  of  booksellen'  ware- 
bouses,  he  has  been  a  '  nigUiitigale,'  ironically  so  called,  from 
the  very  begmning:  when  will  his  Euter  come?  Wbo 
knows?  Try,  to  begin  with,  to  find  somebody  bold  enough 
to  prim  the  '  Marguerites ; '  not  to  pay  for  ihem,  but  simply 
to  print  them ;  and  you  will  see  some  queer  things." 

The  fierce  tirade,  deliveied  in  every  tone  of  the  passionate 
feeling  which  it  expressed,  fell  upon  Lucien's  sfMrit  like  an 
avalanche,  and  left  a  sense  of  glacial  cold.  For  one  monieot 
he  stood  silent ;  then,  as  he  felt  the  terrible,  stimulating  charm 
of  difficulty  beginning  to  work  upon  him,  his  courage  bLucd 
up.     He  gias|)ed  Lousteau's  hand. 

"  I  will  triumph  1  "  he  cried  aloud. 

"  Good  !  "  said  the  other,  "  one  more  Christian  given  over 
(o  the  wild  beasts  in  the  arena.  There  is  a  first-night  ]>«• 
fotmance  at  the  Panorama-Dtamatique,  my  dear  fellow;  it 
doesn't  begin  til!  eight,  so  you  can  change  your  coal,  cobm 
properly  dressed  in  fact,  and  call  for  me.  1  am  living  on  ilie 
fourth  flour  above  the  Caf«  Serrel,  Rue  de  la  Harpe.  We 
will  go  to  Daurial's  first  of  all.  You  still  mean  to  go  on,  do 
you  not  ?  Very  well,  I  will  introduce  you  to  one  of  the  Icings 
of  the  trade  to.night,  and  to  one  or  two  journalists.  We  will 
sup  with  my  mistress  and  several  friends  after  the  play,  for 
you  cannot  count  that  dinner  as  a  meal.  Finot  will  be  there, 
editor  and  proprietor  of  my  paper.  As  Minette  ays  in  ibe 
Vatidcville  (do  you  rememl)er  ?),  '  Time  h  a  great  lean  crea- 
ture.' Well,  for  the  like  of  us,  Chance  is  a  great  lean  crea- 
ture, and  must  be  tempted." 

"I  shall  remember  this  day  as  long  as  I  live,"  aid 
Lucien. 

"  Itting  your  manusrript  with  you,  and  be  careful  of 
your  dress,  not  on  Florinc's  account,  but  for  the  booksellers' 
benefit." 

The  comrade's  good-natucc,  following  upon  the  poet's  pa» 
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outcry,  u  he  docribed  the  war  or  lettcn,  moved  Lu- 
dn  <|Bitc  15  deeply  u  d'Artbcz's  griivc  and  eamesl  words  on  a 
ftnner  occasion.  TItc  prospect  or  entering  at  once  npoo  the 
Knfe  with  rnen  wirmed  him.  Iii  lib  irouth  and  inexperience 
W  hid  no  suspicion  huw  real  were  ihc  moral  evils  denounced 
bf  tbe  jounultit.  Nor  did  he  know  that  he  was  standing  at 
iW  puling  of  two  dbcinct  wayt,  between  two  systenw,  repre- 
mitd  Xtj  the  brotherhood  upon  one  hand  and  journalism 
ifoa  the  other.  The  first  way  was  long,  honorable,  and  sure ; 
6e  Kcond  beset  with  hidden  dangers,  a  perilous  path,  among 
anddy  ehanoeb  where  coo»cience  is  inevitabl)'  bespattered. 
Tl»  bent  ol  Lucien's  character  determined  for  the  shorter 
ny,  and  the  apparently  ptcasanier  way,  and  to  snatch  at  the 
fBidbnt  and  promptest  means.  At  this  moment  he  saw  no 
£fc«oce  between  d'Arthex's  noble  friendship  and  Lousteaii's 
My  camaraderie ;  his  Inconstant  mind  discerned  a  new 
■upuB  ia  Journalism;  he  felt  that  he  could  wield  it,  so  be 
viM  lo  lake  it. 

He  was  dauled  by  the  offers  of  thb  new  friend,  who  had 
txv\  a  hand  tn  his  in  an  easy  way,  which  charmed  Lucien. 
Be«  sboold  he  know  that  while  every  man  in  the  army  of 
Iht  prcM  needs  friend;,  every  leader  need»  men.  Lousteau, 
•tdag  that  Lucien  was  resolute,  enlisted  him  as  a  recruit  and 
ka^  lo  attach  him  to  himself  The  relative  positions  of 
the  two  were  similar — one  hoped  lo  become  a  corporal,  (he 
■Ikcr  to  enter  the  rank*. 

Lanen  went  back  gaily  lo  his  lodgings.  He  was  as  careful 
9>ts  hn  toilet  as  on  that  former  unlucky  occasion  when  he 
cetBptcd  the  Marquise  d'Espard's  box ;  but  he  had  learned 
^Ihb  time  how  to  wear  tiJs  cIothe<.  with  a  ticlter  grace. 
Th«y  looked  as  though  they  belonged  to  him.  He  wore  his 
*«  lijhiJy  fitting,  lifhi-folored  iroasers.  and  a  drew  coat. 
Ha  knots,  a  very  el^'gani  pair  adorned  with  lassels,  had  cost 
"■  fatly  francs.  His  thick,  fine,  golden  hair  was  scented 
■Jtrimpcd  into  bright,  rippling  carts.     Self-confidence  and 
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belief  in  his  future  lighted  up  his  forehead.  He  paid  carcAil 
aiteoiion  to  bus  ultnoat  feminine  hand&,  the  filbert  nstiU  were 
a  spotless  rosc-piiik,  and  the  while  eontoars  of  his  chiu  were 
•fizzling  by  coiilrast  with  a  bbck  utin  stock.  Nei-er  did  a 
more  beautiful  youth  come  down  from  the  hills  of  the  Litii 
Qiurler. 

Glorious  as  a  Greek  god,  I.ucien  took  a  cab  and  reached 
the  Caf*  Servel  al  a  quarter  to  seven.  There  the  ponrm 
gave  him  some  tolerably  compHciied  directions  for  the  asccDt 
of  four  jair  of  stairs.  Provided  with  these  instructions,  be 
discovered,  not  viihout  difficulty,  an  open  door  at  tlte  end  of 
a  long,  dark  passage,  and  in  another  moment  made  the  ac> 
quaintance  of  the  traditional  room  of  the  Latin  Quarter. 

A  young  man's  poverty  follows  him  wherever  he  goes— 
into  tiie  Rue  de  la  Harpe  as  into  the  Rue  dc  Cluny,  into 
d'Arthez's  room,  into  Chrestieii's  lodging  ;  yet  evcrywliere  no 
lets  the  poverty  has  its  own  peculiar  characteristics,  due  to  the 
idiosyncrasies  of  the  sufferer.  Poverty  in  this  case  wore  a 
sinister  look. 

A  shabby,  cheap  carpel  lay  in  wrinkles  at  the  foot  of  a  car- 
lainless  walnut>woud  bedstead  ;  dingy  curtains,  bej; timed  with 
cigar-smoke  and  fiimc«  from  a  smoky  chimney,  hung  in  the 
windows  \  a  CarccI  lamp,  Florine'i  gift,  on  rhe  chimney-piece, 
had  so  far  escaped  the  pawnbroker.  Add  a  forlorn-looking 
chesi  of  drawers,  a  table  littered  with  [upers  and  disheveled 
quill-pens,  and  the  list  of  furniture  i.t  almost  complete.  All  (be 
books  had  evidently  arrived  in  the  course  of  the  last  twenty- 
four  hours ;  and  there  wa.«  not  a  single  objeet  of  any  vahie  in 
(he  room.  In  one  corner  you  lieheld  a  collection  of  cnisbcd 
and  flattened  cigars,  soiled  pockct-h<ind kerchiefs,  shins  whicli 
had  been  turned  to  do  double  duty,  and  cravats  that  had 
reached  a  third  edition ;  while  a  sordid  array  of  old  stvoes 
stood  Kapins  in  another  angle  of  the  room  among  aged  socks 
worn  into  lace. 

The  room,  in  short,  was  a  journalist's  bivouac,  filled  with 
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oAb  RDd  a»dt  of  no  valtie,  tnd  the  most  curiously  bare  apart- 
■CM  inMcioable.  A  urarlet  tiodcr-box  glowed  among  a.  pile 
ti  booki  on  the  nighi-stancl.  A  brace  of  pbtolt,  a  box  of 
cipn,  and  a  itrajr  niur  lay  upon  the  nn«niel-:(heir;  a  pftir  of 
bii,  Cfowcd  under  a  wire  mask,  hnng  against  a  panel.  Three 
Cfturi  and  a  couple  or  Bitiirliairs,  sca(cly  fit  for  the  shabbiest 
hdfutg-bowe  in  titir  urcet,  com|>lclcd  the  inventory. 

TIm  dirty,  cbeerlris  room  lolil  3  talc  of  a  restless  life  and  a 
ant  of  srlfre^iect ;  wmc  one  came  hiilvcr  to  sleep  and  work 
MUgb  pnesbutc,  Slaying  no  tongerthan  he  could  help,  longing, 
•ble  lie  remained,  to  be  out  and  away.  Wltui  a  diiTerence 
Inweea  ihb  cynical  dbcirder  and  d'Anhei's  neat  ami  self- 
rapeeiiog  povciiy  I  A  warning  came  with  the  thought  of 
d'Anhrt  ;  but  Lucien  would  i>ot  heed  it,  for  ^ticnnc  made  a 
jafciDg  tcnaik  to  cover  the  nakedness  of  a  recklcai  bolieroian 
Uc. 

"This  if  tnjr  kennel;  I  appearinjlate  in  the  RoedeBondy. 
b  the  new  apartments  which  our  druggist  has  taken  for 
Floriac ;  wc  hold  the  hooje-warming  this  evening." 

ttienoe  Lousleau  wore  black  trousers  and  beaniiliilly 
mithed  shoes;  ha  coat  wai  buitoned  up  to  the  chin ;  l>e 
fRbably  meant  to  change  his  linen  at  Florine'c  house,  for  his 
Hn  eolbr  was  hidden  by  a  velvet  stock.  He  was  trying  to 
ROBvate  his  hat  by  an  application  of  the  brush. 
"  Let  IB  go,"  said  Lucien. 

"  Not  yet.  I  am  waiting  for  a  bookseller  to  bring  me  some 
tDoncy;  I  hare  not  a  farthing ;  there  will  be  play,  perhaps, 
■kI  is  any  case  I  muM  have  gloves." 

Aa  Iw  spoke  the  two  new  friends  heard  a  man's  step  io  the 
pi^igr  oaiside. 

"There  he  is,"  said  Loo^teau,  "Now  you  will  see.  my 
dnr  frilnw,  the  shape  that  providence  lakes  wl>en  he  manifo.!* 
hiiii  If  to  poets.  You  are  going  to  behold  Danrtat,  the 
&»hlonahle  bookseller,  in  all  his  t^tory  ;  twit  fint  you  shall  tee 
the  bookseller  of  tite  Quai  det  Augiutins,  the  [lawubroker,  the 
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marine  store-dealer  of  the  iradc,  the  Norman  ex-green-grocer. 
Come  along,  old  tartar !  "  shouted  Loustnii. 
"  Here  am  I,"  said  a  voice  like  a  cracked  bell. 
"  Brought  the  money  with  yon  ?" 

"  Money  ?    There  is  no  money  now  in  the  trade,"  reiorled 
the  other,  a  young  man  who  eyed  Lucien  curionsly. 

"Imprimh:  you  owe  me  fifty  francs,"  Lousteati  continged. 
"There  are  two  copies  of  'Travels  in  Egypt'  here,  i 
marvel,  so  they  say,  swarming  with  woodcuts,  sure  to  wlL 
Pinot  has  been  paid  for  two  reviews  that  I  am  to  write  for 
him.  Item  :  two  works,  just  out  by  Victor  Ducange,  a  noveliti 
highly  thought  of  in  the  Marais.  Itrm :  a  couple  of  copiei 
of  a  second  work  by  Paul  de  Kock,  a  beginner  in  the  same 
style,  //em:  two  copies  of  '  Vseult  of  Dflle,'  a  charming 
provincial  woik.  Total,  one  hundred  francs  net.  Wlicrcfore 
you  owe  me  one  hundred  francs,  my  little  Barbet." 
Barbet  made  a  close  survey  of  edges  and  binding. 
"Oh!  they  arc  in  perfect  condition.*'  cried  Loasteao. 
"  The  '  Travels '  arc  uncut,  so  is  the  Paul  dc  Kock,  lo  ii  the 
Ducange,  so  is  that  other  thing  on  the  chimney-piece,  •  Con- 
siderations on  Symbolism.'  I  will  throw  that  in  ;  mjrihi 
weary  me  lo  that  degree  thai  I  will  let  you  have  the  thing  to 
sporemyself  the  sight  of  the  swanns  of  mites  coming  ouc  of  it," 
he  added. 

"But,"  asked  Lucien,  "how  are  you  going  to  write  four 
reviews?" 

Barbet,  in  profound  astonishment,  stared  at  Lucien  ;  then 
he  looked  at  Eiiennc  and  chuckled. 

"  One  can  see  that  the  gentleman  has  not  the  misfortune  lo 
be  a  literary  man,"  said  he. 

"  No,  Barbet — no.  He  is  a  poet,  a  great  poet ;  he  is  going 
to  cut  out  Canalis,  and  Birangcr,  and  Delavigne.  He  wilt 
go  a  long  way  if  he  docs  not  throw  himself  into  the  river,  and 
even  so  he  will  get  as  far  as  the  drag-nets  in  the  Seine  at 
Saint-Cloud." 
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"U  I  had  any  adriee  to  give  the  genileman,"  remaTked 
lirlvt,  "it  would  be  to  girc  up  ]>oc(r)' aiid  uke  to  i>iok. 
torttj  is  not  wancnl  on  the  qiui*  jusl  now." 

Bubci's  »tubby  overcoat  was  (aslcned  by  a  single  button ; 

ta  coiUr  wu  grtny ;  he  kept  his  hat  on  his  bead  as  he  spok« ; 

it  wore  low  shoes;  an  open  waistcojt  gave  glimp&n  of  a 

locaeljr  thin  of  coarse  linen.     Good-nature  was  not  wanting 

B  the  round  countenance,  with  its  two  slits  of  covetous  eyes ; 

bvt  there  was  likewtie  the  vague  uneatineiK  habitual  to  those 

vbo  have  money  to  tpcnd  and  hear  constant  applications  for 

n.    Yei,  lo  all  a|>i>eaTaRce,  he  was  plain-dealing  and  easy- 

attBTcd,  his  business  shrewdness  was  so  well  wadded  rotmd 

«nh  (at.     He  had  been  an  assistant  until  he  look  a  wretched 

btdc  Blon  on  the  Quat  des  Auguuins  two  years  since,  and 

tascd  ibence  on  hii  rounds  among  journalists,  authors,  and 

fnniers,  buying  up  free  copies  cheajily,  making  in  such  ways 

loaie  ten  or  twenty  francs  daily.     Now,  lie  had  money  saved  : 

ta  knew  instinctively  where  every  man  wa«  prctsed ;  he  had  a 

ken  eye  for  business.     If  an  author  was  in  difficulties,  be 

voold  disconnt  a  bill  given  by  a  publisher  at  fifteen  or  twenty 

per  ocni.;    then  the  next  day  he  would  go  the  jniblisher, 

taggk  over  the  price  of  some  work  in  demand,  and  pay  him 

villi  kia  own  bills  instead  of  cash.     Barbel  was  something  of 

aicholar;  he  had  just  enough  education  to  make  him  careful 

to  ucer  clear  of  modern  poetry  and  modern  romances.     He 

W  a  Ukiog  for  small  speculations,  for  books  of  a  popular 

kad  wbKh  might  be  bought  outright  for  a  thousand  francs 

nd  nplotled  at  pleasure,  such  as  the  "Child's  History  of 

haaee,"  "  Bookkeeping  in  Twenty  Lessons."  and  "  Boiany 

b  Young  Ladies."     Two  or  thre«  times  already   be  had 

Iflwul  ■  good  book  to  slip  through  his  fingers  ;  the  authors 

kd  coiae  and  gone  a  score  of  times  while  he  hesitated  and 

(Bold  not  make  up  his  mind  to  buy  the  manuscript.     When 

npniaclied  for  hb  pusillanimity ,  he  was  wont  to  produce  the 

MOonnt  of  a  notorious  trial  taken  from  the  newspapers ;   it 
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.  dhc  trpe  td  boobcfler  ihat  {go  in  fear  and 
[;   ke  K*et  oe  bread  aai  valaoti ;  rarely  puts  hb 
:B»«UI;  SdMs  Hole  ^ote  OD  invo*ces;  nukcsdcdoc- 
^teUtboobBbaitkiBaeU';  beam  only  knowi 
'  titer  go.  bn  be  jcQi  t&ca  wchgw,  «ad  gets  [uid  for 
a  «aa  Ihc  liooe  of  pcisMn,  «bo  could  not  lell 
naHkeafUa;  ke  piJd  caA  nd  took  off  the  discount ; 
he  nibfakd  Jt  ibor  inrcMces  ■hettem  be  ibooght  they  wcrt 
far  Baaer ;  and  wben  be  bad  fleeced  «  lain  once  he 
back  lo  biw    be  fcaroJ  to  be  cnght  in  his  toni. 
"WeU,"  aoid  LauMaa,  "shall  we  go  oa  with  oar  htoi- 

**Ebl  wif  bOT,**  rctvTMd  Bubct  u  a  &miliar  tone  ;  "i 
hare  six  thooauid  votaaes  of  stock  eo  baod  at  my  place,  and 
•  paper  b  not  gold.*  as  tbe  old  boobelfer  oud.    Trade  is  dull." 

"  If  yon  weat  tuo  bb  sbofK  my  dear  Lacieo,"  said  £tt«nne, 
taming  to  hb  fmnd,  "  yoa  woold  see  an  oak  counier  from 
:  tuskntpt  wine  menrhant's  sale,  and  a  taltow  dip,  ncvet 
for  fcsr  h  dtoald  Imro  too  qnickty,  making  darkness 
visifale.  Bt  that  aoooulom  light  yoa  descry  row^  or  empty 
shelves  with  saqkc  difficulty.  An  wchin  in  a  blue  blouse 
nouats  gnard  over  (he  entptiness,  aod  blows  hb  fingers,  and 
thnfiles  hb  feet,  and  slips  hb  chest,  like  a  cabman  on  the 
box.  ]afi  look  ahool  yon '.  ihen  are  no  more  bonks  (here 
than  I  hiTC  berr.  Nobody  coold  goess  what  kind  of  store  be 
keeps" 

"  Here  b  a  bill  at  three  nwiiths  for  a  hundred  frai>cs,"  said 
Barbet,  and  he  could  not  help  smiling  a«  he  drew  it  out  of  his 
pocket ;  "  I  will  take  your  old  books  off  your  hands.  1  can't 
piy  ca«h  any  longer,  you  see  :  sales  are  too  slow.  I  thought 
ihal  you  would  be  wanting  me  ;  I  had  not  a  penny,  and  I 
maile  out  a  bill  simply  to  oblige  you,  for  I  am  not  fond  of 
giving  my  signature." 
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"So  yon  want  my  thanks  and  esteem  into  the  bargain,  do 
yw?" 

"BUb  are  not  met  with  iteniimenc,"  rcsi>ondc(J  Birbet; 
"te  I  will  accept  your  eileein,  all  the  same." 

"  Bol  I  want  glovet,  and  the  perrutnen  will  be  base  enoufh 

H  decline  your  (uper,"  uid  Ixmsienu.      '-Stop,  there  is  a 

«pcrif  engraving  in  the  top  drawer  in  the  clieat  there,  woith 

cifbtT  ffanca,  proof  before  letters  and  after  letter-press,  for  I 

lawc  whttn  i  pretty  dtoll  article  U{>on  it.     Tliere  was  some- 

i*!t»t  W  l*y  bold  of  in  •  Hipjiocratef  refusing  the  PtesenlK  of 

-racs.'     A  fine  engraving,  ch  ?    Just  ihe  thing  to  suit 

■1'  I'X  doctors,  who  are  rcfising  the  cxiravagani  gifts  of  Paris- 

iM  aunps.     You  will  find  two  or  three  doicn  novcU  under- 

aeaib  it.     Come,  now,  take  the  lot  and  give  mc  forty  francs." 

"  Ftrty  fraiuB  l"  exclaimed  the  bookseller,  emitting  a  cry 

hke  the  (qiull  of  a  friglitene<l  fowl.     •■  Twenty  at  the  very 

■OMl    And  then  I  may  newr  see  tlw  money  again,"  be 

added. 

"  Where  are  your  twenty  francs?  "  asked  Louslesn. 

"My  word,  I  don't  know  that  I  have  them,"  said  Barbel, 

faMbBag  in  hi«  pockets.     "  Here  they  are.     You  are  plunder- 

[  ti^ac;  yon  have  an  avendcncy  over  me " 

"Cone,  let  us  be  off,"  said  Loiuteau,  and.  uking  upLa> 
)*•  niBtBcrttM,  he  drew  a  line  upon  it  in  ink  under  tlve 

"Hare  you  anything  else?"  asked  Barbel. 

"Nothing,  yon  young  Shylock.  I  am  going  to  pot  yoo  in 
iht  way  of  a  bit  of  very  good  business,"  Etiennc  contiatted 
("ia  which  yon  shall  lose  a  thousand  crowns,  lu  tcacli  yoo  to 
■ttbae  ia  ibts  bshion"),  he  added  for  Luclen's  ear. 

"Btt  how  about  your  reviews?"  said  Lucien,  as  ifacy 
>aM  away  to  the  E*alais  Royal. 

"nxihl  you  do  not  know  how  reviews  arc  knocked  olT. 
^liir  tht  *  Travels  in  Egypt,'  1  looked  into  the  book  hen 
■d  there  (wilhoM  cntiia^  the  pages),  and  I  found  eleven 
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slips  in  grammar.  1  shall  say  that  the  writer  may  have  mavj 
tered  ilie  diclcy-bird  Unguage  on  the  flints  thai  they 
'obelitiics'  out  there  in  Egypt,  but  he  cannot  write  in  hi 
own,  as  I  will  prove  to  him  in  a  column  and  a  half.  I  ifa 
say  thai  instead  of  giving  lis  natural  history  and  archxotogy^] 
he  ought  to  have  interested  himself  in  the  future  of  Egypt,'' 
inilie  progrcisof  civiliiaiion,and  the  beat  method  of  strcDgih- 
cning  the  bond  between  Egypt  and  France.  France  has  woo 
and  lost  Egypt,  but  she  may  yet  attach  the  country  to  her 
inleresti  by  gaining  a  moral  ascendency  over  it.  Then  some 
patriotic  penny-a-lining,  interlarded  with  diatribes  on  Mar-  _ 
seilles,  the  Levant,  and  our  trade."  A 

"  But  suppose  that  he  had  taken  that  view,  what  would  you 
do?" 

"  Oh  well,  I  should  say  that  instead  of  boring  us  wit 
politics,  he  should  have  written  about  art,  and  described  the  I 
pictaresque  aspects  of  the  country  and  the  local  color.  ThcQ^ 
the  critic  bewails  himself.  Politics  arc  intruded  everywhere  [ 
we  are  weary  of  politics — politics  on  all  sides.  I  shoold 
regret  those  charming  books  of  travel  that  dwelt  tt|>OD  the, 
difficulties  of  navigation,  the  fascination  of  steering  between 
two  rocks,  the  delights  of  crossing  the  line,  and  all  ibe  things 
that  ihote  who  will  never  travel  ought  to  know.  Mingle  this 
approval  with  scoffing  at  the  travelers  who  hail  the  ap]>caniQCC 
of  a  bird  or  a  Hying-lish  as  -t  great  event,  who  dilate  upoa 
fishing,  and  make  transctipu  from  the  tog.  Where,  yoti  adc, 
is  that  perfectly  unintelligible  scientific  information,  fasci- 
nating, like  all  that  is  profound,  my«teri(>u«,  and  incompre- 
hensible. The  reader  laughs,  that  is  alt  that  he  wants.  As  for 
novels,  Flotinc  is  the  greatest  novel  reader  alive;  shegiveame 
a  synopsis  and  I  take  her  opinion  and  put  a  review  together. 
When  a  novelist  bores  her  with  '  author's  stuff,*  as  she  calls  it, 
I  treat  the  work  res |>eci  fully,  and  ask  the  publisher  fur  another 
copy,  which  he  sends  forthwith,  delijihtcd  to  liave  a  tavonbk 
review," 
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"Geodnesil  snd  whil  of  criticism,  the  critic's  sacred 
dfecf"  cried  Lucien,  temembeiing  the  ideu  insiillcd  into 
ka  bjr  the  brotherhood. 

"  My  dear  rellow,"  uid  Lou&ieau,  "  aiiicism  is  a  kind  of 
bmb  which  must  not  be  lued  u|)o»  flimtjr  MulT,  or  it  carries  it 
iQ  aw>]'  with  il.  I'hat  '\s  enough  of  the  ml't,  now  listen  t 
Do  jOQ  tec  that  nurk?"  he  continued,  fioiniing  to  the  manu- 
icTfpt  of  ibc  "  Maxgocriies."  "  I  have  put  ink  on  the  Mring 
Md  |Mpcr.  If  Dauriat  mAi  your  manuicript,  he  certainty 
cnrid  not  tie  ibc  string  and  leave  it  juxt  u  it  was  before.  So 
roar  book  is  scaled,  so  to  speak.  This  is  not  useless  to  you 
fat  tbc  experiment  that  yon  ]>ropose  to  make.  .\iut  another 
dMg :  please  to  obscrre  that  you  arc  not  aniving  quite  alone 
Bid  wiiboBt  a  sponsor  in  the  place,  like  the  youngsters  who 
■ake  the  round  of  half-a-scx>re  of  publishers  before  they  find 
■Ktbat  will  oA;i  them  a  chair." 

Lorien'*  experience  confirmed  the  truth  of  this  particular. 
iBIuau  paid  the  cabman,  giving  bim  three  francs — a  piece 
of  predif^tty  following  upon  such  impecuniosily  astonishing 
Licicn  OKire  than  a  little.  Then  the  t*n  fnends  entered  the 
Wooden  Galleries,  where  fashionable  literature,  as  it  ts  called, 
«ed  to  reign  in  state. 


PART  IL 


The  Wooden  GaHenes  of  the  Calais  Royal  used  to  be  on 
of  ihc  RKKi  famous  sights  of  Paris.  Some  description  of  tt 
squalid  bazaar  will  not  be  out  of  place ;  for  there  arc  fc« 
men  of  forty  who  «ritl  not  take  an  interest  in  recollections  i 
a  slate  of  things  which  wit)  aeem  incredible  to  a  younger  j 
cration. 

The  great  dreary,  spacious  Galeric  d'Orlians.  tHnt  flo< 
less  hothouse,  as  yet  was  not ;  the  space  upon  which  it  nc 
stands  was  covered  with  booths ;  or,  to  be  more  precise,  will 
small,  vrooden  dens,  pervious  to  tlie  weather,  and  Hiinl| 
illuminated  on  the  side  of  the  court  and  the  garden  by 
rowed  lights  styled  windows  by  courtesy,  but  more  like  tk 
filthiest  arrangemenis  for  obscuring  daylight  to  be  found  ia 
little  winesho[»  in  the  suburbs. 

The  galleries,  parallel  passages  about  twelve  feet  in  height, 
were  formed  by  a  triple  row  of  stores.  The  centre  row,  giving 
back  and  front  upon  the  galleries,  was  filled  with  the  fetid 
atmosphere  of  the  place,  and  derived  a  dubious  daylight 
through  the  invariably  dirty  windows  of  the  roof;  but 
thronged  were  these  hives  that  rents  were  excessively  hi| 
and  as  much  as  a  thousand  crowns  was  (laid  for  a  space  scar 
six  feet  by  eight.  The  outer  rows  gave  respectively  upon  tl: 
garden  and  the  court,  and  were  covered  on  that  side  by 
slight  trellis-work  painted  green,  to  protect  the  craiy  plaster 
walls  from  continual  friction  with  the  passers-by.  In  a 
square  feet  of  earth  at  the  liack  of  the  stores  strange  (r 
of  vegetable  life  unknown  to  science  grew  amid  the  produ 
of  various  no  lew  firairishing  industries.  Vou  beheld  a  : 
bush  capped  with  printed  p-iper  in  such  a  son  thai  the  flo« 
of  rhetoric  were  perfumed  by  the  cankered  blossoms  of  tli 
(ll-kepr,  ill-smelting  garden.  Handbills  and  ribbon  str 
112) 
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of  mmrf  faae  ■■■— *-^  fdjr  amm 
■i^eted  miMfwfaBj  far  m 
if  MiUiaerjr.     Von  daeOTocd  > 
pRB  toft  ;  the  (Uhla  aJ«»ed  ti 
10  be  «  uiia  lOMtte- 

Tte  Falsa  scca  (ram  tbe  osbi 
jMMtic  tighii  a  greicMiBc 
fMckworfc  vlndt  had  ooot 
fMt,  httefugeacoM  pla^anh.  and  all  tkc  aa«  t 
hafca  of  Panstafl  aqtolor ;  tte ; 
te  dioficr  for  ctimtaiu  c«otaa  sich  a  Canton 
^■a  dthcff  side,  (be  ietid, 
hn«  been  Uicie  for  (he  espna  pvfoae  af 
IwudiOBi  people  ;  bat  Cntiilian  Uk  as  taoec  recsdnd  i 
ihae  honon  than  tbe  prince  w  the  fairf  iucm  tan*  tad  a 
ri^of  the  dngoo  or  of  the  other  < 
aid  iW  priaoes  bjr  the  vnckcd  birj. 

That  WW  a  pnaage  throsgb  the  ocntn  of  ibr  | 
m  *am ;  and,  aa  at  tbe  prcfcnt  dajr,  yoa  emend  Ikes  tbimgh 
tkt  l«D  periMjIflB  betnn  before  the  revofaBioo,  aad  left  ■»• 
iaited  far  lack  of  fiiadi ;  bat,  io  place  of  tbe  hanJiowe 
aHdm  arcade  leading  to  the  Tntttre-Franca<c<  foo  poacd 
.  dMig  a  narrow,  dapcopoctMwaicty  1067  paaMge.  to  iD-noficd 
'  Am  iIk  cau  came  ibrmvh  oa  »ef  dajn.  All  tbe  nwfc  of  tbe 
I  todecd  were  in  very  bad  repair,  and  covered  here  and 
wilh  a  doable  ihklrocH  of  tarpaolia.  A  biaoas  tillc 
tt  ooc*  brooghl  an  action  againM  tbe  Orlcam  £unilv  for 
|aa  done  in  the  courec  of  a  night  to  hit  nock  of  thawla 
■id  tfaffi,  and  jtained  the  daj  and  a  coouderabic  <na.  It 
■a  ia  ibu  Lui-n«rocd  r<'>^^3«e.  <^>ed  "  The  Glass  Gallery  " 
MfioiOfoiah  It  from  the  Wooden  Galleries,  that  Chevel  laid 
A(  faoadatiofH  of  hu  forranes. 

Beir  in   the    Rilais  yon  trod   the  nataral   soil   of  Pars, 
I^BKittcd  by  importaiions  brought  in  upon  l!>r  shor<  o^  foot 
here,  at  all  seasons,  yon  stumbkd  aotong  hilh  and 
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hollows  of  dried  mud  iw«(X  daily  by  tlie  tiore<lerk's  bcsoa 
and  only  after  some  practice  could  you  walk  at  yout  ca 
The  IrCM^heroas  mud-heaps,  the  window-panes  incnisied  wilH 
dejKKics  of  dust  and  rain,  (he  mean-looking  hovels  covered 
with  ragged  placards,  the  grimy  unfinished  walls,  the  genera) 
air  of  a  compromise  between  a  gypsy  camp,  the  booths  of  a 
country  fair,  and  the  tennporary  structures  which  we  in  Paris 
build  round  about  public  monumenis  tlui  rctiiain  unbuilt ;  the 
grotesque  as[)ect  of  the  marl  a*,  a  whole  wa»  in  keeping  wi 
the  seething  traffic  of  vanotis  kinds  canicd  on  within  it ; 
here  in  this  shameless,  unblushing  haunt,  amid  wild  mir 
and  a  babel  of  talk,  an  inmKnsc  aino4inl  uf  business 
transacted  between  the  revolution  of  1789  and  ihe  revolution 
of  1830.  H 

For  twenty  years  the  Bourse  stood  just  opp<.i£ile,  od  lh|| 
ground  floor  of  the  Palais.  Public  opinion  was  manuraciured 
ami  reputations  made  and  ruined  here,  fust  33  political  and 
financial  jobs  were  ananged.  People  made  appointments  to 
meet  in  the  galleries  betott  or  aflcr  'Change ;  on  showery  days 
the  Palais  Royal  was  often  crowded  with  vealher-bouiid  ca|>. 
ttalists  and  men  of  businew.  The  ttnicture  which  had  growifl 
up,  DO  one  knew  how.  about  this  point  was  strangely  resonant, 
Uaghter  was  multiplied ;  if  two  men  quarreled,  the  whole 
pbce  rang  from  one  end  to  the  other  with  tlie  dispute.  In  the 
daytime  milliners  and  booksellers  cnjijyed  a  monopoly  of  the 
place;  toward  nightfall  it  was  ftUed  with  women  of  the  town. 
Here  dwelt  poetry,  politics,  an<t  prose,  new  books  and  classics, 
lite  glories  of  ancient  and  modem  literature  side  by  side  with 
political  intrigne  and  the  tricks  of  the  bookseller's  trade. 
Here  all  the  very  latest  and  newest  liieisturc  was  sold  to  a 
public  which  resolnlety  declined  to  buy  elsewhere.  Sometime 
several  thousand  copies  of  such  and  such  a  pamphlei  by  Paut 
Louis  Coui'ier  would  be  sold  in  a  single  evening  ;  and  people 
crowded  ihiiher  to  buy  "  I-es  aveniures  de  la  fille  d'un  Roi  *'J 
(The  Adventures  of  a  King's  Daughter),  that  first  shw  (ir 
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If  tlv  Orleanists  ai  the  dtuter  promulgated  by  lh«  emigrfi 
knf.  LcM»  XVUl. 
WbcD  Lockn  nude  his  Rnt  appearance  in  the  Wooden  G>1- 
•orae  few  erf  th«  shops  boa^ited  proper  fionts  and  liaod- 
windows,  bal  these  in  e%'er^  csm  lo<Aed  upon  llic  court 
or  the  ganlca.  As  (or  the  centre  row,  until  the  day  when  the 
•bole  »traD|[e  coloojr  perished  under  the  hammer  of  Fontaine 
the  aichiiect,  erer r  ittorc  wu  open  back  and  front  like  a  l>oo<h 
:>  ■  coanirjr  fiir,  lu  that  from  within  you  could  look  out  upon 
eiiltcr  side  through  gaps  among  the  goods  displayed  or  through 
Ab  flaM  doors.  As  it  wuobvioutly  impowibk  lo  Iciodte  a 
Ik,  the  trftdesmen  were  fain  to  use  charcoal  chaf)ng>dishes, 
wA  fbrmed  ■  sort  of  brigade  for  the  prevention  of  fires  among 
IImiimiIiiii  .  and,  indeed,  a  little  carelessness  might  have  set 
the  whole  qoaner  bUiing  in  fifteen  minutes,  for  the  ptank- 
b«ilt  rcpabUc,  dried  by  ihc  heat  of  the  sun,  and  hannteil  by 
MO  inlammable  hunun  material,  wa*  bediiened  with  muslin 
Mrf  iMper  and  gsuie,  and  veotilated  at  times  by  a  thorough 
faft. 

The  millmers'  windows  were  full  of  impossible  hats  and 
taoMU,  displayed  appjireaily  for  advcrtiicmcnt  rather  than  for 
■le,  cacb  on  a  se^iarale  iron  spit  with  a  knob  at  the  top.  Tlw 
l^lerleB  were  decked  out  in  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow.  On 
«kK  hradt  would  tho*e  dusty  linnets  end  their  careers? — for 
1  Kurc  uf  years  the  problem  had  puzzled  frequenters  of  the  Pa- 
Ul  Saleswomen,  uwally  plain- featured  but  rivacioas,  waylaid 
Ihc  (caiaine  foot  passenger  with  cunning  import  unities,  after 
llvbshicinof  ihemarket-wooKn.and  nsingmuch  the  same  lan- 
IMge  i  a  BtOfe-C>rl,  who  made  free  use  or  her  eyes  and  lonKtie, 
■t  oataidc  oq  a  stool  and  harangued  the  public  with  "  Kuy  a 
IRnjr  booDel,  mMlamc?  Do  let  me  sell  you  something  I" — 
orytag  a  rich  and  picturesque  vocabulary  with  inflexions  of 
Iht  votce,  with  glincn,  and  remarks  upon  the  pa&sers-liy. 
Booksellers  aitd  milliners  lived  on  terms  of  mutual  good  under- 
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But  it  was  in  the  passage  knowD  by  the  pompous  title 
of  ihe  "Gias  Cillery "  that  itic  oddest  trades  trcic  car- 
ried on.  Here  wctc  vcniriloquUls  aiid  charlatans  of  every 
sort,  and  sights  of  every  description,  from  the  kind 
wlietc  llicre  is  really  nothing  to  sec  to  panotamai  i>i 
the  globe.  One  nun,  who  has  since  made  seven  or  eight 
htindreil  thoniaiid  francs  by  iraveling  fioru  fair  to  &ir,  began 
here  by  hanging  out  a  signboaid,  a  revolving  »un  in  a  black- 
board, and  the  inscription  in  red  letters — "Here  Han  may 
sec  what  God  can  never  see.  Admittance,  two  sous."  The 
showman  at  the  door  never  admitted  ooe  person  alooe,  nor 
more  (hun  two  at  a  lime.  Once  inside,  you  confronted  a 
great  looking-glass ;  and  a  voice,  which  might  have  terrified 
HolTmann  of  Berlin,  suddenly  spoke  as  if  some  spring  had 
been  touched,  "  You  nee  here,  genilcroen,  something  thai  God 
can  never  sec  through  all  eiernily;  that  is  to  say,  your  like. 
God  has  not  His  like."  And  out  you  went,  too  shame-laced 
to  confess  to  your  stupidity. 

Voices  issued  from  every  narrow  doorway,  crying  up  the 
merits  of  cosmotamas,  views  of  Constantinople,  mirioneltes, 
automatic  chess  players,  and  performing  dogs  who  would  pick 
you  out  the  pretii«t  woman  in  the  company.  The  ventrilo- 
quist. Fill- James,  flourished  here  in  the  Cafi  Borel  before  be 
went  to  fight  and  fall  at  Montmartre  with  Ihe  young  lads  from 
the  ^cole  Polytechnique.  Here,  loo,  there  were  fruit  um) 
flower  shops,  and  a  famous  tailor  whose  gold-laced  uDtform 
shone  like  the  sun  when  the  stores  were  lighted  si  night. 

Of  a  rooming  the  galleries  were  empty,  dark,  and  deserted; 
the  shopkeepers  chatted  among  themselves.  Toward  two 
o'clock  in  the  afternoou  the  Palais  began  to  fill;  at  three, 
men  came  in  from  the  Bourse,  and  Paris,  generally  speaking, 
crowded  the  place.  Impecunious  youth,  hungering  after  lit- 
eraiure,  took  the  opportunity  of  turning  over  Ihe  pages  of  the 
books  exposed  for  sale  on  the  stalls  outside  the  booksellen' 
Mores;  the  men  in  charge  ch.iriiably  allowed  a  poor  student 


i 


A  fKOV/XCIAL  AT  PAR/S. 


U  pmar  Mt  coone  of  free  studies ;  and  in  ths  wajr  a  dno- 
dwuBOtrohiiaeorufae  (wo  hundred  jiagM,  such  as  "Simrn" 
m  "Ptene  Schltmihl,"  or  "Jean  Sbogar"  or  "Jocko," 
■i|bt  be  devoured  in  a  couple  of  afternoons.  Tlierc  was 
MBMbiag  vnjr  French  in  this  alms  given  to  [he  young,  hun- 
^,  uarved  iniellccl.  Circulating  lthrari»  were  not  as  yei ; 
if  fOB  wished  to  read  a  book,  you  were  obliged  to  buy  it ;  for 
wlucb  rcasoo  novels  of  t)ie  early  pan  of  the  century  were 
Mid  in  natnben  which  now  scan  well-nigh  fabulous  to  tu. 
BbI  the  poetry  of  this  terrible  mart  ajipeared  in  nil  its 
iplewlar  at  the  dose  of  the  day.  Women  of  the  town,  Hock- 
■(  in  aad  out  from  the  neighboring  sirccis,  were  allowed  to 
■■k*  ■  |>roinenadc  of  the  Wooden  Galleries.  Tliilher  came 
ptoMiitiin  firotn  every  quarter  of  Paris  to  "do  the  Palais." 
Thr  SioDe  Galleries  belonged  to  privilegeil  houses,  which 
fiid  tar  the  right  of  esjxMing  women  dretsed  like  princesses 
witr  tach  and  sach  an  arch,  or  in  the  corresponding 
■pace  of  farden ;  but  iIh  Wooden  Galleries  were  the  com- 
BOB  grotmd  of  women  of  the  streets.  This  was  Iht  Palais, 
a  word  which  used  to  signify  the  temple  of  prostitution. 
A  wooan  might  codk  and  go,  taking  away  her  prey  whilher- 
nrver  -wcnied  good  to  her.  So  grcai  was  (lie  crowd  ai- 
Bicted  thither  at  night  by  the  women  that  it  was  iinjios- 
AIf  to  nan  except  at  a  slow  pace,  as  in  a  proression 
«  ai  a  nMilcri  ball.  Nobody  objected  to  the  slowness ; 
n  Ctcililated  examioMioa.  The  women  dressed  in  a  way 
that  is  never  seen  nowadays.  The  bodices  cut  extremely 
bw  both  back  and  front ;  the  fantastical  head-dresses. 
JuigDtd  to  attract  notice ;  here  a  cap  from  the  Pays  de 
CiBK,  and  there  >  Spanish  mantilla;  the  hair  cnmped 
*Bd  cnrted  like  a  poodle's  or  smoothed  down  in  bandeaux 
otcr  the  forehead ;  the  close-6iting  white  stockings  and 
Imba,  revealnl  it  would  not  be  easy  to  say  how,  but  always 
M  the  rfghi  moment — all  thb  jwetry  of  vice  has  fled.  The 
KetaM  ef  (}tKttion  and  reply,  the  pnMic  cynicism  in  keeping 
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with  the  hauni,  is  now  unknown  ev«n  At  inasqueradct  or  the 
famous  public  balU.  It  was  au  appalling,  gay  sceoe.  ThoS 
dazzling  white  flesh  of  the  women's  necks  and  shoulders  stood 
out  in  magnificent  contrast  againxt  the  men's  almost  invari- 
ably sombre  costumes.  The  murmur  of  voices,  llie  hum  of 
the  crowd,  could  be  heard  even  in  the  middle  of  the  garden 
as  a  sort  of  droning  bass,  interspersed  with  nhtickit  of  shull 
laughter  or  clamor  of  some  rare  dispute.  You  saw  gentlemeo 
and  celebrities  cheek  by  jowl  with  gallows-birds.  ITierc  wu 
something  indescribably  piquant  about  the  anomalous  assem- 
blage ;  the  most  insensible  of  men  felt  it»  charm,  so  much  so, 
that,  until  the  very  last  moraenl,  Paris  came  hither  to  walk  op 
and  down  on  the  wooden  planks  laid  over  the  cellars  where 
men  were  al  work  on  the  new  buildings  \  and  when  the  squalid 
wooden  erections  were  finally  taken  down  great  and  uiuni- 
mous  regret  was  fell. 

L^dvocai  the  bookseller  had  opened  a  store  but  a  few  days 
since  in  the  angle  formed  by  the  central  passage  which 
crossed  the  galleries ;  and  immediately  opposite  another  book- 
seller, now  forgotten.  Dauriat,  a  bold  and  youthful  pioneer, 
who  opened  up  the  paths  in  which  his  rival  was  to  shine. 
Dauriat's  store  stooil  in  the  row  which  gave  upon  the  garden  ; 
t.advocal's,  on  the  opposite  side,  looked  out  ujwn  the  court. 
Uauriat's  establishment  was  divided  into  two  parts;  hts  store 
was  simply  a  great  trade  warehouse,  and  the  second  room  wa« 
his  private  office. 

Lucien,  on  this  drsl  visit  to  the  Wooden  Galleries,  was  be- 
wildered by  a  sight  which  no  novice  can  resist.  He  soon  lost 
the  guide  who  befriended  him, 

"If  you  were  as  good-looking  as  yonder  young  ficltow  ! 
would  give  you  your  money's  worth,"  a  woman  said,  pointing 
out  Lucien  to  an  old  man. 

Lucien  slunk  through  the  crow^l  like  a  blind-man's  dog, 
following  the  stream  in  a  state  of  stupefaction  and  cxcitcmeni 
diflirult  to  describe.      Iinjiortimed   by  glances  and  white, 
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roiadtd  cootoora.  dsuletl  by  ihe  audacioui  display  of  lured 
dvoM  aod  boMtm,  he  gripped  tiix  roll  of  manu)irni>t  tightly 
lot  MMBebody  ihoaM  ucal  it'^innoccni  that  he  was ! 

"  Wdl,  wluu  b  ilfSirl  "  he  exclaimed,  thinking,  when  some 
iscaiught  him  \>y  the  arm  that  his  ]x>cliy  had  proved  loo 
pni  «  lempiaiion  for  some  authoi's  honc&iy,  and,  tiUDiiig,  be 
noof  nucd  Loiuteau. 

-■  I  Tell  Mire  that  yoti  would  find  your  way  here  at  last," 
md  hu  (i>et>d. 

The  poet  wu  tiaDding  in  the  doorway  of  a  shop  crowded 
with  pcnotia  watting  for  an  audience  with  the  sultan  of  the 
pobtnhiog  trade.  Prinier«,  p« per -dealers,  and  designcni  were 
caiecbuing  Dauiiai'i  assistants  as  to  present  or  future  business. 
LouMeau  drew  Lacien  into  ttie  shop.  "Hiere!  that  ii 
TwM,  who  edit*  my  pape'''"  ^^  *>■<!'•  "Ik  is  talking  with 
FtHdca  Verooa,  who  has  abilities,  but  the  little  wretch  is  as 
dMgcmoias  a  hidden  diiease." 

■•  Well,  old  boy,  there  is  a  first  night  for  yon,"  said  Finol, 
cwatftg  up  with  Veinou.     "  1  have  disposed  of  the  box." 
"Sou  U  tofiraulani?" 

"Well,  and  if  I  did,  what  then?  You  will  get  a  seat. 
Wital  do  you  want  with  Daariat  ?  Oh,  ii  »  agreed  that  we  are 
■Bpoah  Paul  de  Kock,  Dauriat  has  taken  two  hundred  ro|>ies, 
lad  Vtctot  Ducange  is  refusing  to  give  him  his  nr xt,  Dauriat 
«au>  to  set  up  another  man  in  the  same  line,  he  says.  You 
MM  rate  Paul  dc  Kock  above  Duoinge." 

"  Bu  I  have  a  piece  on  with  Ducange  at  the  Gait«,"  taid 
LoMtcaa. 
"  Very  well,  tell  htm  that  I  wrrote  the  ankle.     It  can  be 
that  I  wrote  a  slashing  review,  and  you  toned  it 
and  be  will  owe  you  thanks." 
"  Cooldn't  you  get  Dautiat's  cashier  to  discount  this  bit  of 
a  bill  bra  hundred  francs?  "  jikcd  fiucnne  Lomteau.    "  We 
amcdebnting  Flonne'shouse-warmtng  with  aMi|>i>er  lo-nighi, 
yn  kaow." 
* 
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"Ah  I  yes,  you  ue  ucaiiiig  us  all,"  aaid  Finot,  with  in 
appar«ni  effort  of  memory.  "  Here,  GibuMOn,"  he  ad<jed, 
handing  Barbel's  bill  to  the  cashier,  "let  me  have  ninetjr 
francs  for  this  individual.  Fill  in  your  illustrious  auae,  old 
man." 

Loustcau  signed  his  name  while  the  ca&hicr  counted  out 
(he  money ;  and  Lucien,  M  eyei  and  ears,  lost  not  a  syllable 
of  the  conversaiioo. 

"That  is  not  all,  my  fticiid,"  ^liennc  continued i  "1 
don't  thank  you,  we  have  sworn  an  eieinal  friendship.  I  have 
taken  it  upon  myself  to  introduce  (his  gentleman  to  Uaurixt 
and  you  must  incline  his  ear  to  listen  (o  ut." 

'■  Wlut  is  on  fool  ?  "  asked  Finot. 

"  A  volume  of  poetry,"  said  Luciea. 

"Oh  !  "  said  Finot,  with  a  shiug  of  the  shoulders. 

"  Your  acqiiainiance  cannot  have  had  much  lo  do  with  put^ 
lishers,  or  he  would  have  hidden  his  manuscript  in  the  lon^ 
liest  spot  in  his  dwelling,"  remarked  Vemou.  looking  at 
Lucien  as  he  spoke. 

JuM  at  that  moment  a  good-looking  young  man  came  into 
the  shop,  gave  ?  hsnd  to  Finot  and  luiusieau,  and  nodded 
slightly  to  Vcrnuj.  The  new-comer  was  Emile  Blondct,  who 
had  made  his  first  appearance  in  the  '•  Journal  des  D*bats." 
with  articles  revealing  capacities  of  the  very  highest  order. 

"  Come  and  have  supper  with  us  at  midnigtii,  at  Florine's," 
Mid  I,oii%teau. 

"  Very  good,"  said  the  new-comer.  "  But  who  b  going  to 
be  there?" 

"  Oh,  Flotine  and  Matifat  the  druggist."  said  Louuem, 
"  and  du  Biucl,  the  author  who  gave  Florinc  the  part  in  which 
she  is  to  make  her  first  appearance,  a  little  old  fogey  named 
Cardoi,  and  his  son-in-law  Camusot,  and  Finot,  and  Coratie, 
and " 

"Does  your  druggist  do  things  properly?" 

"  He  will  not  give  us  doctored  wine,"  said  Lucien. 
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"  Von  xre  lety  witijr,  nonsieuT,"  Blondel  murncd  griveljr. 
"b  be  coming,  Loimeau?" 

"Ya." 

"Then  wc  shall  have  some  fon." 

Lucien  had  flashed  red  to  the  tips  of  his  nrs.  Blomlct 
tapped  on  iIk  window  above  Dauiiat's  desk. 

"  Is  your  basinen  likely  to  keep  you  long,  Dauiiai  ?  " 

"  I  am  at  yogr  serriec,  my  friend." 

"Tlut's  nghi,"  says  Lousteau,  addrening  his  proiig6. 
"Thai  young  fellow  is  hardly  any  older  than  you  are,  and  he 
is  eo  ibe  <  Debats  I'  He  ts  one  of  the  pnnccs  of  criti<:tKtn. 
Thfcy  are  afraid  of  him,  IXiuriat  vrill  fawn  upon  him,  and  then 
«c  caa  pot  in  a  vord  about  oar  busineu  with  the  pasha  of 
HfnMtes  and  type.  Otherwise  we  might  have  waited  till 
iltwn  o'clock  and  our  turn  irouh)  not  have  come.  The 
ae«d  of  people  waiting  to  speak  with  Dauriat  is  growing 
everr  raoraeni." 

Lacicn  and  Lousleau  followed  Blondet.  Finot,  and  Vemou 

d  flood  in  a  knot  at  the  back  of  the  shop. 

"What  Is  he  doing?"  asked  Blondet  of  the  head  clerk, 
:  to  bid  him  good-evening. 

**  He  ia  buying  a  weekly  newspaper.  He  wants  to  put  new 
liie  ioto  it,  and  set  up  a  rival  to  the  '  Minervc '  and  the 
'CtMCrrttetir ; '  Eymery  has  rather  too  much  of  his  own  way 
ii  tbe  *  Minerve '  and  the  '  Conservateur '  is  too  rouiantic" 

"  b  he  going  to  pay  well  ?" 

"Onljr  too  much— «s  usual,"  said  the  cashier. 

Jtat  M  he  spoke  another  young  man  entered  ;  this  was  the 
nriiar  of  a  magnificent  novel  which  had  sold  very  rapidly 
tad  tnef  with  the  greateu  po«siblc  success,  nauriai  was 
towgiag  out  a  second  edition.  The  appearance  of  this  wld 
_  aA  extraordinary  looking  being,  so  unmistakably  an  artist, 
^^pMk  a  deep  imprcation  on  Lucien *s  mind. 
^^  "That  is  Nathan,"  Loustean  said  in  his  car. 
I        Maihan,  then  io  the  prime  of  his  youth,  came  up  to  the 
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group  of  journalists,  hat  in  hand ;  and  in  spile  of  hb  look  of 
fierce  pride  he  wa^  almost  humble  to  Blundct,  whom  as  fct 
lic  only  knew  by  sight.  Blondci  did  not  rctnovc  his  hat, 
ijciiher  did  Fiuoi. 

"Monsieur,  I  am  delighted  to  avail  my&elf  of  an  of^i- 
tunily  yielded  by  chance " 

("  He  is  so  nervous  that  he  is  commitiing  a  pleona&m," 
said  Fdicien  in  an  aside  to  Lousteau.J 

"  To  give  expre»ion  to  my  gratitude  for  the  splendid  re- 
view which  you  were  so  good  as  to  give  me  in  ihe  'Journal 
des  Debais.'     Half  the  success  of  my  book  is  owtn^  to  you." 

"No,  my  dear  fellow,  no,"  said  Blondet,  with  ao  air  of 
patronage  scarcely  masked  by  good-n.-Lture.  "  You  have 
lalcut,  Ihc  deuce  you  have,  and  I'm  delighted  lo  know  you." 

"  Now  that  your  review  has  appeared,  I  shall  not  Mcm  to 
be  courting  power ;  we  can  feel  ai  ease.  Will  you  do  toe  the 
honor  and  the  pleasure  of  dining  with  me  to-morrow  ?  Finot 
is  coming.  Louslean,  old  man,  you  will  not  refuse  me,  will 
you?"  nddcd  Nathan,  shaking  £iienne  by  the  hand.  "Ah, 
you  arc  on  the  way  lo  a  great  future,  monsieur,"  he  added, 
turning  again  to  Blondet ;  "  you  will  carry  on  the  line  of 
Dussaults,  Fi^v6es,  and  Geoffroix !  Hoffmann  was  talking 
about  you  lo  a  friend  of  mine,  Cbud  Vignon,  hit  pupil  ;  be 
said  that  he  could  die  in  peace,  the  'Journal  des  E>6bais* 
would  live  for  ever.  They  ought  lo  pay  you  tremendously 
well." 

"  A  hundred  francs  a  column,"  said  Blondet.  *'  Pbor  pay 
when  one  m.  obliged  to  read  the  txioks,  and  read  a  hundred 
before  you  find  one  worth  inicrescing  yourself  in,  like  yours. 
Your  work  gave  me  pleasure,  upon  my  word." 

"  And  brought  him  in  fifteen  hundred  francs,"  said  Lous- 
tcau  for  Lucicn's  benefit. 

"But  you  write  political  articles,  don't  youP"  asked 
Nathan. 

"  Ye» ;  now  and  again." 
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LocKTi  fell  like  an  cinbrjro  snioag  tliese  men  ;  he  had  ad* 
rtiiieil  NMhin's  book,  he  hid  reverenced  the  author  u  an 
isaarul ;  Nathan'ft  abject  iutitu<)e  before  ihta  critic,  whose 
■wr  And  Impofunce  were  both  unknown  to  hint,  ttupe6ed 
Udn. 

"How  if  I  ihould  come  to  behave  as  he  docs?"  he 
thought.  "  Is  a  man  obliged  to  part  with  his  stlf-rcspect  ? 
Fray  pot  on  your  hat  again,  Nathan  ;  you  have  wiitien  a 
wowletftdljr  great  book  and  the  critic  has  only  written  a  re* 
•kw  of  it." 

TbcM  thoughts  set  the  blood  tingling  in  his  veins.  Scarce 
•  muiDte  passed  but  some  young  author,  povcny -stricken  3»d 
Ay,  ou»e  in,  asked  to  tfieak  with  Dauriai,  looked  round  the 
crawtJed  shop  despairingly,  and  went  out  saying,  "I  wilt 
ODBC  back  again."  Two  or  three  politicians  were  chatting 
over  Uie  convocation  of  the  Chambers  nnd  public  busincn 
with  a  group  of  well-known  public  men.  The  weekly  news- 
[■per  for  which  Dauriat  was  in  trc.ity  was  licensed  to  treat  of 
matters  political,  and  the  number  of  ncw\pa[iers  stilTeTcd  to 
nitt  was  growing  smaller  and  smaller,  till  a  paper  was  a  piece 
of  propeny  as  much  in  demand  as  a  theatre.  One  of  the 
Iwgctt  tharebolders  in  the  "Constituiionnel"  was  standing 
is  the  midst  of  the  knot  of  |mtitical  celebrities.  lx>usieau 
pet  formed  the  pan  of  cicerone  to  admiration;  with  every 
irr.icnce  he  uilered  Daunat  rose  higher  in  Locien's  opinion. 
Mitica  and  litentare  seemed  to  converge  in  l>auriat's  shop. 
Hr  had  teen  a  great  poet  prostituting  his  muse  to  journalism, 
tunaitiuiDg  art,  as  woman  was  hmniliated  and  proKtiiuled  in 
tluR  ■hamelen  galleries  without,  and  the  provincial  took  a 
•trrible  leaon  to  heart.  Money  I  That  was  the  key  to  every 
enigma.  Lucien  realiacd  the  fact  that  he  was  unknown  and 
ikme,  and  that  the  fragile  clue  of  an  uncertain  friendship  was 
Wwle  guide  to  success  and  fortune.  He  blamed  the  kind 
lad  loyal  little  circle  for  painting  the  world  for  him  in  false 
eaton,  for  ptcircnting  him  from  plunging  into  the  areaa,  pen 
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in  hand.     "  1  should  be  a  BloDdet  at  this  moment  E  "  he  ex- . 
claimed  within  himself. 

Only  a  Utile  while  ago  they  had  sat  tooVing  out  over  Parit 
from  the  gardens  of  the  Luxembourg,  and  Lousieau  had  ot- 
tered the  cry  of  a  wounded  eagle  ;  then  Lousieau  had  been  a 
great  man  in  Lucien's  eyes,  and  now  he  had  shrunk  to  scarce 
visible  proportions.  The  really  important  man  for  hira  ai 
iliis  moment  was  the  fashionable  bookseller,  by  whom  all 
these  men  lived ;  and  the  poet,  manuscript  in  hand,  felt  a 
nervous  tremor  that  was  almost  like  fear.  He  noticed  a  group 
of  btists  mounted  on  wooden  pedestals,  painted  to  rcMmble 
marble ;  Byron  stood  there,  and  Goethe  and  M.  de  Canalis. 
Dauriat  was  hoping  to  publish  a  volume  by  the  last-named 
poet,  who  might  see,  on  his  entrance  into  the  shop,  the  esti- 
mation in  which  he  was  held  by  the  trade.  Unconsciootljr 
Lucien's  own  self-esteem  began  to  shrink,  and  his  connge 
ebbed.  He  began  to  see  how  large  a  part  this  Dauriat  wonkl 
play  in  his  destinies,  and  wailed  impatiently  for  him  to  ap- 
pear. 

"  Well,  children,"  said  3  voice,  and  a  short,  stout  man  ai>- 
peared,  with  a  puffy  face  thai  suggested  a  Roman  procoDsul'i 
visage,  mellowed  by  an  air  of  good-nature  which  deceived 
superficial  observer?.  "Well,  children,  here  am  I,  tlic  pro- 
prietor of  the  only  weekly  paper  in  the  market,  a  paper  with 
two  thousand  sulwcribcrs !  " 

"Old  joker  I  The  registered  number  is  seven  hundred, 
and  that  is  over  the  mark."  said  Blondet. 

"Twelve  hundred,  on  my  most  sacred  word  of  honor.  I 
said  two  thous-ind  for  the  benefit  of  the  printers  and  |Mper- 
dealers  yonder,"  he  added,  lowering  his  voice,  then  raiting  it 
again.     "  I  thought  you  had  more  tact,  my  boy,"  he  added. 

"  Are  you  going  to  take  any  partners?"  inquired  Finot. 

"  I'hat  deiwnds."  said  Dauriat.  "  Will  yoa  take  a  third  tl 
forty  thousand  franc*  ?  " 

"  It's  a  bargain,  if  you  will  take  Emilc  Blondet  here  on  the 
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;  «ftd  Claml  VigHon,  Scribe,  Tlvcodore  Lcelercq,  Filicien 
TcmiMi,  J4y,  Joar,  Lousmu,  and — -*' 

"And  •hy  not  Lucicn  de  Rubcmprt?"  ihc  provincial 
faa  pot  in  boldly. 

"and  Natbin,"  coDcluded  Finot. 

"  Why  HOC  ihe  people  out  there  in  the  street  ? "  asked 
DMn-iii,  scowling  at  the  author  of  the  "  Marguetites."  "  To 
■ten  have  I  the  honor  of  speaking?"  he  added,  with  tn 
naideot  glance. 

"  One  momenl,  Dauriat,"  caid  I,oinIeaH.  "  I  have  brought 
ihb  geotlcman  to  jroa.  Listen  to  m«,  while  Finot  tt  thinking 
over  yoor  proposab." 

Loeien  witched  this  Dauriat,  who  addressed  Finoi  with  the 
fcmiliai  Ar,  which  even  Finot  did  not  permit  hicutelf  to  u»e  in 
Rply;  who  called  Ihe  redoubtable  Blondei  "my  boy,"  and 
ntended  a  hand  royally  lu  Nathan  with  a  friendly  nod.  The 
ptviodal  poet  felt  his  shirt  wet  with  perspiration  when  the 
fannhUble  sultan  looked  indiflereni  and  ill-ploascd. 

••  Another  piece  of  business,  my  boy  !  "  exelaiiiied  Ihuriat. 
"Why,  I  have  eleven  hundred  manuscripts  on  hand,  as  von 
^nvt  Yet,  gentlemen,  I  hare  cleren  hundred  manu4rript<i 
nhohtcd  to  me  at  this  moment  \  ask  Gabufnon.  I  .hIuII 
•«»!  br  obliged  to  start  a  depnrtirwnl  lo  keep  account  of  Ihe 
toek  of  BMnin<-riptB,  and  a  sjiecial  ofliie  fnr  rr.iding  them. 
tad  a  eonmittee  to  vote  on  their  merits,  with  numbered 
raoattn  for  thoae  who  attend,  and  a  permanent  secretary  to 
draw  up  the  minutes  for  me.  It  will  be  a  kind  of  local  branch 
of  the  Academic,  and  the  acadimiciens  will  be  better  paid  in 
Wooden  Galleries  than  at  tlie  Institute." 

"  "Tis  an  idea."  xaid  Blondel. 

"  A  bad  idea,"  returned  Dauriat.  "  It  is  not  my  bininess 
to  tike  stock  of  the  lucubrations  of  tho&e  among  you  who 
lake  to  literature  because  ihey  cannot  be  capiialtsis.  and  there 
h  OS  opening  for  them  as  bootmakers,  nor  corporals,  nor 
4»MMic  Krvants,  nor  officials,  nor  baililb.     Nobody  comet 
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here  until  he  has  made  a  name  Tor  himself!  Make  a  name 
Tor  yourself  and  you  will  fiod  gold  io  torrents.  I  have  made 
three  great  men  in  the  last  two  years ;  and  Io  and  behold 
ihrcc  examples  of  ingr^iilude!  Here  is  Nathan  talking  of 
six  thousand  francs  for  the  second  edition  of  his  book,  which 
covi  me  three  thousand  francs  in  reviews  and  has  not  brought 
in  a  thousand  yet.  1  paid  a  tliousand  francs  for  Blondei's 
two  articles,  beside  a  dinner,  which  cost  me  at  least  fit-e 
hundred " 

"But  if  all  booksellers  talked  as  you  do,  air,  how  couM  a 
man  publish  his  lirsl  book  at  all?"  asked  Lucien.  Blondct 
had  gone  down  tremendously  in  his  opinion  since  he  had 
heard  the  amount  given  by  Dauriai  for  the  arlicles  in  the 
■■IHbaU." 

"  That  is  not  my  afTair,"  said  Dauriat,  looking  daggers  at 
this  handsome  youug  fellow,  who  was  smiling  pleasantly  at 
him.  "  I  do  not  publish  books  for  amusement,  nor  risk  two 
thousand  francs  for  the  sake  of  seeing  my  money  bock  again. 
i  speculate  in  literature,  and  publish  forty  volumes  of  ten 
thousand  copies  each,  just  as  Panckouke  does  and  the  Bail- 
doins  With  my  influence  and  the  articles  which  I  secure,  I 
can  push  a  business  of  a  hundred  thousand  crowns,  instead  of 
a  single  volume  involving  a  couple  of  thousand  francs.  It  is 
just  as  much  trouble  lo  bring  out  a  new  name  and  to  indttce 
the  public  to  take  up  an  author  and  his  book,  as  lo  make  a 
surcess  with  the  '  Thtfltres  ttrangers.  Victoires  el  Conqudes,' 
or  *  Mimoires  sur  la  Revolution,'  books  that  bring  in  a  for* 
tune.  I  am  not  here  a.i  u  stepping-stnne  to  future  fame,  )>ul 
to  make  money  and  to  find  it  for  men  with  distinguished 
names.  The  manuscripts  for  which  I  give  a  hundred  thousand 
francs  pay  me  better  than  work  by  an  unknown  author  who 
asks  six  hundred.  If  I  am  not  exactly  a  Mxcenas,  I  deserve 
the  gratitude  of  literature  ;  I  have  doubled  the  prices  of  nun- 
uscripls.  1  am  giving  you  this  explanation  because  you  are  a 
friend  of  Lousteau's,  my  boy,"  added  I>aurial,  clapping  Lo- 
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dm  OD  the  (boulder  with  odious  fwniiiuiiiy.  "ir  I  were  to 
uQt  to  all  Ihe  auilion  who  have  a  miod  that  I  should  be 
Uieu'  publither,  I  sboahJ  luve  lo  shut  up  shop  ;  1  should  ^kui 
ay  tloie  very  agreeably  i>o  doubt,  but  the  conremtions  would 
too  touch.  1  am  not  rich  enough  yet  to  listen  to  all  the 
■ooologttea  of  sclf-conceji.  Nobody  docs,  except  in  classical 
tiagcdici  on  the  stage." 

Tbe  terrible  Daoiiat's  gor^us  raiment  seemed  in  the  pro- 
vtodal  poet's  eyes  to  add  force  to  the  man's  reiuorKJess 
ktfic. 

"  Wtui  ts  it  about?"  he  continued,  addreseing  Lucien's 
pntector. 

"  It  is  a  volume  of  magnificent  poetry." 

At  thai  word,  Dauriai  turned  lo  Cabusson  with  a  gesture 
worthy  o(  Talma. 

"  CabOBon,  my  friend."  be  said,  "  from  thb  day  forward, 
iten  anybody  begins  to  talk  of  works  in  manutcript  here. 
Oo  yoo  hear  ihai,  all  of  you  ?  "  he  broke  in  upon  himself; 
ud  three  assistants  at  once  emerged  from  among  the  piles  of 
books  at  the  wuivd  of  their  employer's  wrathful  voice.  "  If 
nybody  cocoes  here  with  manuscript*."  he  conliniie<l.  look- 
lag  at  the  finger-nails  of  a  well-kept  hand,  "  ask  him  whether 
li  is  poetry  or  proM ;  aod  if  he  says  poetry,  show  him  the 
4oorai  ooce.     Vcno  mean  r^-erses  in  the  bookirade." 

"Bfavol  well  put,  Dauiiat,"  cried  the  choms  of  your- 
ulJMs. 

"  It  is  trae  I  "  cried  the  bookseller,  striding  aboat  his  shop 
with  Lucien's  niann»cript  in  his  hand.  "  You  have  no  idea, 
IcMkmco.  of  the  amount  of  barm  ibnt  Byron,  Lanurtinc. 
Victor  HugD.  Casimir  Detavigne,  Canali^.  and  Stranger  have 
4aac  by  their  success.  The  fame  of  them  has  brought  down 
•1  invasion  of  barbarians  upon  ih.  I  know  this :  there  are  a 
tkontnd  volumes  of  ntanuscript  poetry  going  the  round  of 
iht  [lublbhers  at  this  moment,  thing*  that  nobody  can  make 
I  or  tail  of,  stories  in  verse  that  begin  in  the  middle,  like 


'Th';  Corsair'  and  'Lara.'  They  set  up  to  be  ortgtiul, 
forsooth,  and  indulge  in  sianzas  that  iiobodjr  can  understand, 
and  descriptive  poetry  after  the  psttem  of  the  younger  men 
who  discovered  Delilie,  and  imagine  (hat  they  are  doing 
something  new.  Poets  have  been  swaroiing  like  cockroaches 
for  two  yean  past.  I  have  lost  twenty  lliooaand  francs 
through  jtoeiry  in  the  lust  twelvemonth.  Vou  aik  GabuMonI 
There  may  be  immortal  poets  somewhete  in  the  world  ;  1 
know  of  some  that  are  blooming  and  rosy  and  huve  no  beard) 
on  their  chins  as  yet,"  he  continued,  looking  at  Lucicii;  "but  _ 
in  the  trade,  young  man,  there  are  only  four  poets — Beranger,  I 
Casimir  DeUvigne,  Lamaitinc,  and  Victor  Hugo ;  as  for 
Canalis — he  is  a  poel  made  by  sheer  force  of  writing  him  up." 

Lucien  felt  that  he  lacked  the  courage  to  hold  up  hts  Itead 
and  show  his  spirit  before  all  these  influential  [lersons,  who 
were  laughing  with  all  their  might.  He  knew  very  well  that 
he  should  look  hopelessly  ridiculous,  and  yet  he  felt  con- 
sumed by  a  fieice  desire  to  catch  the  bookseller  by  the  ihroat, 
to  ruffle  the  insolent  composure  of  his  cravat,  to  break  the 
gold  chain  that  glittered  on  the  man's  cheat,  trample  his  wsich 
under  his  feet,  and  tear  him  in  pieces.  Morli6cd  vanity 
opened  the  door  to  thoughts  of  vengeance,  and  inwardly  he 
swore  eternal  enmity  to  that  bookseller.  But  he  smiled 
amiably. 

■'  Poetry  is  like  the  sun,"  said  Blondct,  "  giving  life  alike  to 
primeval  forests  and  to  ants  and  gnats  and  mosquitoes.  There 
is  no  virtue  but  has  a  vice  to  match,  and  literature  breeds  the 
publisher." 

"And  the  journalist,"  aid  Lousteau. 

Dauriat  bunt  out  laughing. 

"  What  is  this,  afler  all  ?  "  he  asked,  holding  up  the  maitu- 
•cript. 

"A  volume  of  sonnets  that  will  put  Petrarch  to  tlie  Uisb," 
said  Lousteau. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 
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"  Jgu  whil  I  sijr,"  3ioiiw«red  Lotsieaa,  (ceing  ih*  knowing 
■ttle  thai  went  round   ibe   group.     Lncien  could  noi  take 
c,  bat  hcduled  inwardly, 

■•Very  well.  I  will  read  ilicRi,"stid  Dauriat,  wiih  a  regal 
gcnm  tlut  roukcd  the  full  extent  of  tlie  concession.  "  If 
thcM  Monetc  of  yours  ve  ii|>  to  the  level  of  the  nineteenth 
ccBtary.  I  will  tmke  a  great  |>oet  of  you,  my  boy." 

"  If  be  haa  braias  to  equal  hi^  good  looks,  you  will  run  no 
gftu  risks,"  remarked  one  of  the  greatest  public  speakers  of 
tW  day,  a  deputy  who  was  chatting  with  the  editor  of  tbe 
"MioerTe,"  and  a  writer  for  the  "  Conttitulionnet." 

*'  Fame  tDeans  twclre  thousand  francs  in  reviews,  and  a 
more  for  dinnen.  general."  said  Llanriat.  "  If 
Benjamin  de  Constant  means  to  write  a  paper  on 
llat  yeuag  poet,  it  will  not  be  long  before  I  make  a  bargain 
wiih  him." 

At  the  title  of  general  at>d  the  distinguished  Dame  of  Ben- 
)MnD  CanataDi,  the  book.Klier'ii  shop  took  the  proportions  of 
OlympiM  for  the  provincial  great  man. 

"  Looneau,  I  want  a  «rOfd  with  you,"  said  Finoi ;  "  b«l  I 
<ks]1  (re  you  again  later,  at  the  theatre.  I>auriat,  I  will 
uke  yoor  offer,  but  on  conditions.  Let  as  step  into  your 
««ce." 

"Come  In,  my  boy,"  answered  Dauriat,  allowing  FJttol  to 
Mibcfofe  him.  Then,  intimating  to  some  ten  ]>ctM>ns  still 
•Siting  for  him  that  be  was  engaged,  he  likewise  was  about  to 
doMpftear  when  Lucien  impatiently  stopped  him, 

"You  are  keeping  my  manuscript.  When  shall  I  hare  an 
M*er?" 

"Oh,  come  back  in  three  or  four  days,  my  little  poet,  and 
•t  »ill  SK." 

l/imieau  hurried  l.acien  away ;  he  had  not  lime  to  take 
Wnr  of  Vernou  and  Kondet  and  Raout  Nathan,  nor  to  salaie 
'  Tncral  Foy  nor  Benjamin  Constant,  whose  book  on  the 
Haadftd  Days  was  just  about  to  appear.     Lucien  scarcely 
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caught  a  glimpse  of  fair  hair,  a  refined  oral-thaped  (ace,  keen' 
eyes,  and  ihc  pi casan (-looking  muiillt  belonging  to  th<  vaaa 
who  had  played  Ihe  part  of  a  Poiemkin  to  Mme.  <le  Suel  for 
Iwenly  years,  and  now  was  at  war  with  the  Doiicbont,  aa  he 
had  been  ai  war  wiih  Napoleon.  He  was  destined  lo  win  hi* 
cause  and  to  die  stricken  to  earth  by  his  victory. 

"  What  a  store  !  "  exclaimed  LucHen,  u  he  took  hia  place 
in  the  cab  beside  Loustcau. 

'•  To  the  Panorania-Draiiiatique  ;  look  sharp,  and  yo*i  iHall 
have  thirty  sous,"  £tieiine  Loustcau  called  lo  (be  cabman. 
"  Dauriat  is  a  rascal  who  sells  books  to  the  amount  of  fifteen 
or  sixteen  hundred  thousand  francs  every  year.  He  is  a 
kind  of  minister  of  literature, "  Lousteau  continued.  His 
self-conceit  had  been  pleasantly  tickled,  and  he  wa^  showing 
off  before  Lucien.  "  Dauriat  is  just  as  gtn«ping  as  Baibet, 
but  it  is  on  a  wholesale  scale.  Dauriai  czn  be  civil  and  be  is 
generous,  but  he  has  a  great  opinion  of  himaelf;  as  for  his 
wit,  it  consists  in  a  faculty  for  picking  up  all  tliat  he  hears, 
and  his  shop  is  a  capital  place  to  frequent.  Yoti  meet  all  the 
best  men  ai  Dauriat's.  A  young  fellow  learns  more  there  in 
an  hour  than  by  poring  over  books  for  half-a-score  of  years. 
People  talk  over  articles  and  concoct  subjects  ;  you  make  the 
acquaintance  of  great  or  influential  jjeople  who  irjy  be  use- 
ful to  you.  You  must  know  people  if  you  mean  to  get  on 
nowadays.  It  is  all  luck,  you  see.  And  as  for  sitting  by 
yourself  in  a  corner  alone  with  your  intetlectt  it  is  the  moat 
dangerous  thing  of  all." 

"  But  what  inxolence  I  "  said  Lucien. 

"Pshaw!  we  all  of  us  laugh  at  Dauriat,"  said  ^tienne. 
"  If  you  are  in  need  of  him,  he  tramples  upon  you ;  if  he 
has  need  of  the  'Journal  des  Dibats,*  Emile  Blondet  sett 
him  spinning  like  a  lop.  Oh,  if  you  take  (o  li(erature,  yon 
will  see  a  good  many  queer  things.  Well,  what  was  I  telling 
you,  eh?" 

"  Ves,  jrou  were  right,"  said  Luci«n.    "  My  experience  in 


I 


A  PKOViNCiAL  AT  FAKIS. 


M 


ihu  ixxoK  «u  even  mote  piiitful  ihui  1  expected,  after  joor 

ivo^fsmnie' 

*'  Why  do  foa  choow  to  soficrP  Voo  find  yow  Mbfcci, 
TOO  wcmr  ooi  your  wits  over  it  with  loiliiig  u  night,  you 
ihfoar  your  very  life  l&to  Jt ;  and  after  all  yoor  jodrneyiags  io 
the  6elda  of  thought,  the  mOQurocDi  reared  with  yoar  life- 
Maod  is  timply  a  good  or  a  bad  q>ecuUtioD  for  a  publaher. 
Tmv  work  wilt  sell  of  tl  will  not  tdl  ;  and  therein,  for  thero, 
ba  the  whole  queUioD.  A  book  tneam  so  niuch  capital  to 
liifc,  and,  the  belter  the  book,  the  leu  likely  it  b  to  sell.  A 
of  talent  riiet  ibore  the  level  of  ordinary  heada ;  bit 
vtrics  in  direct  ratio  with  the  time  repaired  for  bit 
to  be  appreciated.  And  no  publisher  wanta  to  wait. 
T»d>y'*  book  mut  be  sold  by  to-morrow.  Acting  on  this 
ifMOD,  poblisheTS  and  bookiiellen  do  not  care  to  take  real 
litoranue,  books  that  call  for  the  high  praise  that  comes 
dovlr." 

■*  D'Arthci  was  right."  excUimed  Iwrien. 

"Do  yon  know  d'Anhea?"  asked  Louneao.  "I  know 
•f  BO  BKKC  dangerons  company  than  solitary  spirits  like  that 
Ulow  yonder,  who  fancy  that  they  can  draw  the  world  after 
Iben.  All  of  U3  begin  by  thinking  that  we  ate  capable  of 
tnat  thing* ;  and  when  once  a  youthful  imaf;inaiion  is  heated 
by  thb  nperttitioD,  the  candidate  for  potthumous  booora 
Mkca  ito  attempt  lo  move  the  world  while  such  moving  of 
A*  world  13  boih  possible  and  profitable ;  he  lets  the  time  go 
Vf.  I  am  for  Malionici's  system — if  the  moanlain  does  not 
tone  to  tne,  I  ain  for  going  to  the  mouniain." 

The  commontenxe  so  irei>chantly  pat  in  this  sally  left  Lu* 
cien  hailing  beiween  the  resignation  pr«ched  by  the  brother- 
bood  and  Louueau's  militant  doctrine.  He  said  not  a  word 
■til  tbey  reached  the  Boulcvnrd  du  Temple. 

The  nutonuna-Dnunatiqnc  ito  longer  exists.  A  dwelling- 
^JHOie  fltands  on  tl>e  sight  of  the  once  chaiming  theatre  in 
Boolewd  du  Temple,  where  two  successive  maaagemcnts 
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collapsed  without  making  a  single  hit ;  and  yd  Vignol,  who 
has  since  fiiUen  heit  lo  some  of  Potier's  populaiicy,  made  liis 
dihul  there ;  and  Florine,  five  yean  later  a  celebiated  actrest, 
made  her  first  apjiearance  in  the  theatre  opposite  the  Rue 
Chariot.  Play-houses,  like  men,  have  their  vicissitudes. 
The  Pano rama- Drama ti que  suffered  from  competition.  The 
machinations  of  its  rivals,  the  Ambigu.  the  Gail^,  ihe  Forte 
S.iint-Manin,  and  the  Vaudeville,  together  with  a  plethora  of 
TcsirictioDS  and  a  scarcity  of  good  plays,  combined  to  bring 
about  the  downfall  of  the  house.  No  dramatic  author  cared 
(0  quarrel  with  a  prosperous  theatre  for  the  sake  of  the  t*ao> 
orania-Dtamatique,  whose  existence  was,  to  say  the  least, 
problematical.  The  management  at  this  moment,  however, 
was  counting  on  the  success  of  a  new  melodraroatii:  comedy 
by  M.  du  Bruel,  a  young  author  who,  after  working  in  col- 
laboration with  divers  celebrities,  had  now  produced  a  piece 
professedly  entirely  his  own.  It  had  been  specially  composed 
for  the  leading  lady,  a  young  actress  who  began  her  stage 
career  as  a  supcmumeraiy  at  the  Gaiti,  and  had  been  pro- 
moted to  small  parts  for  the  last  twelvemonth.  But  though 
Mile,  Florinc's  acting  had  allrscted  some  attention  she  ob- 
tained no  engagement,  and  the  Panorama  accordingly  bad 
carried  her  off.  Coralie,  another  actress,  was  to  make  her 
dibui  3X  the  same  time. 

Lucicn  was  amaxed  at  the  power  wielded  by  the  ptcn. 
"This  gentleman  is  with  mc,"  said  £iicnnc  Loustcau,  and 
the  box-office  clerks  bowed  before  him  as  one  man. 

"You  will  find  it  no  easy  matter  to  get  seats,"  said  tbe 
head  clerk.     "  There  is  nothing  left  now  but  the  slage-box." 

A  certain  amount  of  time  was  wasted  in  controversies,  witb 
the  box-keepers  in  the  lobbies,  when  Etienne  said,  "  Let  tn 
go  behind  the  scenes  ;  we  will  speak  to  the  manager,  be  will 
take  us  into  the  stage-box  ;  and,  beside,  1  will  introduce  you 
to  Flonne,  the  heroine  of  the  evening." 

At  a  sign  from  Etienne  Louilciu,  the  doorkeeper  of  the 
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«KheKn  took  out  a  liiile  key  and  unlocked  a  door  ia  the 
lUdtacH  of  Uic  wall.  Luc)<?n,  following  his  friend,  went  vaA' 
dealy  OM  of  tlkc  lighted  corridor  into  the  block  darkness  of 
the  puaage  between  the  hoise  and  the  wings.  A  sliort  flight  of 
damp  Mep»  fonaoDOted,  one  of  llie  atruigesi  of  alt  ipecuclci 
^xDed  oat  before  the  provincial  [loei's  eyes.  The  height  of 
ibe  roof,  the  tleoderness  of  the  ptopa,  ihe  ladders  hung  with 
■rgand  lampi,  the  urociom  uglincM  of  scenerjr  beheld  at 
doK  quarters,  the  Ibick  paint  ou  the  actors'  faces,  and  their 
walandiah  costumes,  made  of  such  coane  materials,  the  .iiage 
Cttpraten  in  greasy  jackets,  the  firemen,  tbc  stage-manager 
uruiiing  about  with  his  hat  on  his  head,  the  uipernumentries 
tiuinf  siBoag  ibe  banging  bock-iceues,  the  ropes  and  pulleys, 
iW  beterogeneoui  colicciton  of  abtordiiies,  sltabby,  diity,  hid- 
CQM,  tftd  gaudy,  was  something  so  altogether  different  ftom 
Ikattage  Kcn  over  the  footlights  that  Lurien's  aiionishment 
bcw  BO  boonds.  The  curtain  was  just  about  to  fall  on  a 
good  old-fashioned  melodrama  entitled  "  Bertram,"  a  play 
frooi  a  tragedy  by  Maturtn  which  Charles  Nodier, 
er  wtlU  BjrroK  and  Sir  Waller  Scott,  held  in  ttie  highest 
cSceot,  iboogh  the  play  was  a  coospicuous  failure  on  the  stage 
n  Pahs. 

"  Keep  a  tigbl  hold  of  ray  arm,  unless  you  have  a  mind  to 
hit  ibruogh  a  tra|Kloor  or  bring  down  a  forest  on  your  head  ; 
yoo  will  poll  down  a  |»Uce,  or  carry  off  a  cottage,  if  you 
m  not  careful,"  said  ^liennc.  "  Is  Florine  in  her  dreasing- 
noo,  ny  pet?"  he  added,  addressing  an  actress  wlto  stood 
viitiaf  for  bcT  cue. 

**  Yo,  love.  Thank  you  for  the  thinfcs  you  said  about  me. 
V«  an  nQch  iticer  since  Florine  has  come  here." 

"Cotne,  don't  spoil  your  eotry,  little  one.  Quick  with 
rot.  took  sharp,  and  say, '  Stop,  wretched  man  1 '  nicely,  for 
ihtra  are  two  thooaand  francs  of  uklngs." 

Lacien  was  stnKk  with  atnazement  when  the  girl's  whole 
bee  MKldenly  changed,  and  she  stiriekcd,  "Stop,  wretched 
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man  1 "  a  cry  that  froK  the  blood  in  four  veins.  She  was  oo 
longer  the  same  creature. 

"Soihis  is  the  stage,"  he  said  to  Lousieau, 

■'  It  is  like  the  bookseller's  store  in  the  Wooden  Galleries, 
or  a  literary  paper,"  said  l^ticnne  Lousieauj  "  it  is  a  kiicliea, 
neither  more  nor  less." 

Nathan  appeared  at  this  moment. 

"  What  brings  you  here?"  inquired  Lousteau. 

"Why,  I  am  doing  the  minor  theatres  for  the  '  Gaxettc'  until 
something  better  turns  up." 

"  Oh  I  come  to  supper  with  us  this  evening ;  speak  well  of 
Floriiie,  aiid  1  will  do  as  much  for  you." 

"  Very  much  at  your  service."  returned  Nathan. 

"You  know;  she  is  living  in  the  Rue  du  Bondy  now," 
added  Eiienne. 

"  Lousteau,  dear  boy,  who  is  the  handsome  young  man  that 
you  have  brought  with  you?"  asked  the  actress,  now  rciiuucd 
to  the  wings. 

"A  great  poet,  dear,  that  will  have  a  famous  name  one  of 
these  days.  Monsieur  Nathan,  I  must  introduce  Monsieur 
Lucien  <le  Rubcm|>r«  to  you,  as  your  are  to  meet  agaiit  U 
supiter." 

"  You  have  a  good  name,  monsieur,"  said  Nathan. 

"  Lucien,  Monsieur  Raoul  Nathan,"  continued  Etienne. 

"1  read  your  book  two  days  ago;  and,  upon  my  word,  I 
caitnot  undentand  how  you,  who  have  written  such  a  book. 
and  such  poetry,  can  be  so  humble  to  a  journalist." 

"  Wait  until  your  lir^t  book  comes  out,"  said  Nathan,  and 
a  shrewd  smile  flitted  over  his  face. 

"  I  say  I  I  say  !  here  are  Ultras  and  Libcrab  actually  shaking 
hands !  "  cried  Vcmou,  spying  the  trio. 

"In  the  morning  I  hold  the  views  of  my  pa{)er,"  said 
Nathan ;  "  in  the  evening  I  think  as  1  please ;  all  jotunalbls 
see  double  at  night." 

Ktlicieo  Vernou  mrned  to  LoustcatL 
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**  FfaKX  is  looking  for  you,  ^tieniw ;  he  c«dm  with  mc,  and 
—here  he  b." 

"Ah.  by-the-bjr,  there  is  not  a  i>Uce  in  the  hoiue,  is 
there  ^"  asked  t'inot. 

"You  will  alwajrs  find  a  place  in  our  hearts,"  said  the 
actroB,  with  the  sweetest  unik  linagiuablc. 

"  1  aajr.  ray  liiile  Flurville,  are  you  cured  already  of  your 
hacy?    They  told  mc  that  a  Rustian  prince  had  carried  you 

"Who  cariics  off  women  in  these  days?"  said  Plorville 
{]km  who  hodcrKd,  "Stop,  wietched  manl  ")  '■  We  stayed 
M  S*in(-MaD<ie  for  ten  days,  and  my  ptincc  got  ol7  with  jiay- 
iBg  tbe  (6r(ci[-iiH>n<ry  lo  the  manageineni.  The  mnnager  will 
fodown  OD  hie  knees  to  pray  for  some  more  Russian  princes," 
Derviile  continued,  laughing;  "the  forfeit-money  was  so 
■kIi  clear  gain." 

"And  as  for  you,  child,"  said  Finot,  turning  to  a  pretty 
iM  in  a  peasant's  cosiame,  "where  did  you  steal  these  dia* 
■ead  ear-drops  ?     Have  yoti  hooked  an  Indian  prince  ? ' ' 

"No,  B  blacking  manufatiurer.  an  Knglishmin,  who  has 
(ooc  off  already.  Ii  it  not  everybody  who  can  find  million- 
lire  ttorekeepers.  tired  of  domestic  life,  whenever  they  like, 
•I  Florine  does  and  Coralie.     Aren't  they  jiat  lucky  ? " 

"Florville.  yon  will  make  a  bad  entry,"  said  LouMeau; 
"tl<  blacking  has  gone  lo  your  head  I  " 

■If  you  want  a  Mitce*s,"  said  Nathan.  "  instead  of  scream- 
<^,  *  He  ts  saved  I  '  like  a  Fury,  walk  on  quite  quicily,  go  to 
^ttmircaae,  and  say,  ■  He  is  save<l,'  in  a  chest  voice,  like 
PiM's  •  O  pairia '  in  *  Tancredi.*  There,  go  along  I  "  and 
tvpwhcd  her  toward  the  stage, 
•■  It  is  too  late,"  said  Vemoo,  "  the  effeet  has  hung  Bre." 
"What  dk)  she  do?  the  hoose  Is  sf^lauding  like  mad," 
■Acd  Lontieau. 

"  Went  down  on  her  knees  and  showed  her  bowm  ;  that  ia 
Wi  pnl  resource,"  said  the  bUcking-nuket's  widow. 
U 
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"The  manager  is  giving  up  the  sla^c-box  to  m;  jroo  will 
find  me  ihctc  when  you  come,"  said  Finul,  as  Lousieau 
walked  off  with  Lucien. 

At  (he  back  of  the  stage,  through  a  labyiinih  of  scenerjr 
and  corridors,  the  pair  chmbed  several  flights  of  %\x\t%  and 
reached  a  Hitie  room  on  a  third  floor,  Nathan  ai)d  Filiciea 
Vernou  following  them. 

•'  Good-day  or  good-night,  gentlemen,"  s»id  Floritie. 
Then,  turning  to  a  short,  siout  man  standing  in  a  corner, 
"These  gentlemen  are  the  rulers  of  ray  destiny,"  she  aid, 
"my  future  is  in  their  hands;  but  ihcy  will  be  under  oar 
table  to-morrow  morning,  1  hope,  if  Monsieur  Louueau  Kia 
forgotten  nothing " 

"Forgotten!  You  are  going  to  have  Blondet  of  the 
'IWbats,*"  said  ^tiennc,  "the  genuine  Blondet,  the  very 
Blondet — Blondet  himself,  in  short." 

"  Oh !  Lousieau,  you  dear  boy  !  stop,  I  must  give  you  a 
kiss,"  and  she  flung  her  arms  about  the  journalisi's  neck. 
Mattfat,  the  stout  person  in  the  corner,  looked  serious  at  this. 

Florine  was  thin  ;  her  beauty,  like  a  bud,  gave  promise  of 
the  flower  to  come ;  ilie  girl  of  sixteen  could  only  delight  the 
eyes  of  artists  who  prefer  the  sketch  to  the  picture.  All  the 
quitk  subtlety  of  her  character  was  visible  in  the  featmes  of 
the  charming  actress,  who  at  that  time  might  have  sat  for 
Goetlie's  Mignon.  Matifat,  a  wealthy  druggist  of  the  Rue 
des  I^jmbards,  had  imagined  that  a  little  boulevard  actress 
would  have  no  very  expenm'e  tastes,  but  in  eleven  months 
Florine  had  cost  him  sixty  thousand  francs.  Nothing  seemed 
more  extraordinary  to  Liicien  ilian  the  tight  of  an  honeu  and 
worthy  merchant  standing  like  a  statue  of  the  god  Terminia 
in  the  actress'  narrow  dressing-room,  a  tiny  place  some  ten 
feet  square,  hung  with  a  pretty  wall-paper,  and  adorned  with  a 
full-length  mirror,  a  sofa,  and  iwo  chairs.  There  was  a  ftr^ 
place  m  the  dressing-closet,  a  caT|>ct  on  the  floor,  and  cap> 
boardt  all  round  the  room.    A  dresser  was  putting  the  finiifa- 
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iig  touches  to  a  Sponi^  coslame ;  for  Florine  wss  (o  take  the 
fvt  of  acounlen  in  an  imbroglio. 

"  That  girl  will  be  the  handiomcst  actress  in  Paris  In  five 
jan'  time,"  taid  Nathan,  luniing  to  Felicien  Vernou. 

"  By-tbe-by,  darlings,  you  will  take  care  of  mc  to-morrow, 
won't  you?"  M>d  Florine,  turning  to  the  three  jouTnalists. 
"1  have  engaged  cabs  for  to-night,  for  I  am  goiug  to  send 
yiM  botue  as  tifay  as  Shrore  Tuesday.  Matifat  has  sent  in 
lili  nil  \  wines  wonhy  of  Louis  XVIII.,  and  engaged  the 
ftadaj)  ambassador's  cook." 

"W«  expect  something  enorrooos  from  the  look  of  the 
lenileoian,"  remarked  Naihan. 

"  And  be  it  quite  aware  that  he  is  treating  the  most  dan- 
gmna  neo  in  Paris,"  added  Florine. 

Uatibt  was  looking  uneasily  at  Lucicn ;  be  felt  }ealoos  of 
Ac  yomg  man's  good  looks. 

"  Bat  here  is  tome  one  that  I  do  not  know,"  Florine  con- 
uoDcd,  confronting  I.ncKn.  "  Which  of  you  has  imported 
Mw  Apollo  Belredere  from  Florence?  He  b  as  charming  as 
•M  of  Girodei's  fi)pjres." 

"  He  ia  a  poet,  mademoiselle,  from  the  provinces.  I 
fargM  10  present  him  to  you ;  yon  are  so  beautiliil  to-night 
Iks  yoa  put  the  >  Complete  Guide  to  Etiquette '  out  of  a 
au's  head " 

"  b  be  BO  rich  that  he  can  afford  to  write  poetry?  "  asked 
Fbriac:. 

"Poor  OS  Job,"  said  Lacice. 

"  It  ia  a  great  temptation  for  tome  of  ta,"  said  the  actress. 

Jut  then  the  author  of  the  play  snddenly  entered,  and 
Larim  behetil  Monsieur  dn  Bruet,  a  short,  attenuated  young 
■an  in  an  uveicuat,  a  com|x)6iie  human  blend  of  the  jack-in- 
tfce,  the  owner  of  house  property,  and  the  stockbroker, 

"Florine,  child,"  said  this  perronage,  "arc  you  sure  of 
)mr  put,  eh  ?    No  slips  of  memory,  you  know.     And  mind 
in  the  aecond  act,  make  the  irony  tell,  bring  out 
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that  subtle   touch ;   say  '  I  do  not  love 
agreed." 

"  Why  do  you  lake  pans  in  which  you  bave  to  uy  such 
things?"  asked  Maiifai. 

The  druggist's  remark  was  received  with  a  general  shout  of 
laugblcT. 

"What  does  it  matter  to  you,"  said  Florine,  "so  loag 
as  I  don't  say  such  things  to  you,  great  stupid?  Oh  I  his 
Stupidity  is  the  pleasure  of  my  life,"  she  contiDued, 
glancing  at  the  journalists.  "Upon  my  word,  I  would  pay 
him  so  much  for  every  bluoder,  if  it  would  not  be  itte  rain 
of  me." 

"  Yes,  but  you  will  look  at  me  when  yoii  say  it.  as  yon  do 
when  you  are  rehcareing,  and  it  gives  me  a  turn,"  remonstrated 
the  dnjggisl. 

"Very  well,  then,  1  will  look  at  my  friend  l^otiMean 
here." 

A  bell  rang  outside  in  the  passage. 

"Go  out,  all  of  you  !  "  tried  Florine  ;  "  let  me  read  my 
pan  over  again  and  try  t»  umlerMand  it." 

Lucien  and  Lr>ii$teau  were  the  last  to  go.  Ijotisteaii  set  a 
kiss  on  Florine'^  shoulder,  and  Lucien  heard  her  say,  "No* 
to-night.  Impossible.  That  stupid  old  animal  told  his  wife 
that  he  was  going  out  into  the  country." 

"Isn't  she  very  charming?"  said  ^tienne,  as  they  canie 
away. 

"But — but  that  Matifat,  my  dear  fellow " 

"  Oh  !  you  know  nothing  of  Parisian  life,  roy  boy.  Some 
things  cannot  be  helped.  Suppose  thai  you  fell  in  love  with 
a  married  woman,  ii  comes  to  the  same  thing.  It  all  de|>ends 
on  the  way  lh.il  you  look  at  il." 

^tiennc  and  Lucien  entered  the  stage-box  and  found  the 
manager  there  with  Finut.  Malifat  was  in  the  first-floor  box 
rxaclly  optKwite  with  a  friend  of  his.  a  silk  mercer  named 
Camusot  (Coralie's  protector),  utd  a  wonhy  little  old  soul. 
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Ui  bther-in4aw.  All  three  of  these  city  men  were  polishing 
tbeu  o)KTa-glaaes,  and  inxioutly  icanning  the  house  ;  ceruio 
■jnapUiM  in  the  pit  ap|)carcd  lo  disturb  ihem.  The  usaal 
battngeaeoos  first-night  elements  filled  liic  boxes— journalists 
•od  ihetr  tnisircsKS,  loicttcs  and  their  lovers,  a  sprinkling  of 
Ibc  determined  play-goers  who  never  miu  a  fint  nigln  if  ibey 
can  help  it,  atfd  a  very  few  jieople  of  fashion  who  care  for 
ilili  lort  of  sensation.  The  fint  box  was  occupied  by  the 
head  of  a  depanment,  to  whom  du  Uruel,  maker  of  vaude- 
fiUct,  owed  a  ^nug  little  sinecure  in  the  ttcasury. 

Loden  had  gone  from  surptiie  to  surprise  since  the  dinner 
4t  FUcoIeauxS.  Fur  two  montltt  liicraiure  l»il  meant  a  life 
of  poverty  and  want ;  in  lx>inieau'»  room  he  had  seen  it  at  its 
cynical  worst ;  in  the  Wooden  Galleries  he  had  met  literature 
ab^  tad  literature  in<oleiil.  The  sharp  contrasts  of  heights 
wd  depths;  of  compromise  with  conscience;  of  supreme 
lower  and  want  of  principle  ;  of  treachery  and  pleasure  !  of 
Bental  elevation  and  bondage — all  this  made  his  head  swim, 
tr  icnncd  to  be  watching  some  strange,  unheard-of  drama. 

Finot  was  talking  with  the  manager.  "  Do  you  think  da 
Bnwl't  piece  will  pay  ?  "  1»e  asked. 

"  Pa  Binel  has  tried  to  do  something  in  Beaumarchais' 
oyk.  Boulevard  audiences  don't  care  for  tlut  kind  of  thing ; 
tfcey  like  harrowing  sensations;  wit  is  not  much  appreciated 
hoe.  Everything  depends  on  Florine  and  Coralie  to>night; 
they  are  bewitchingly  pretty  and  graceful,  wear  very  short 
iUrt».  and  dance  a  Spanish  dance,  and  jMssibly  they  nuy 
carry  off  the  piece  with  the  public.  The  whole  affair  is  a 
gaabling  »pecuUlion.  A  few  clever  notices  in  the  papers  and 
I  auy  make  a  hundred  thousand  crowns,  if  (he  play  takes." 

**  Oh  I  come,  it  will  only  be  a  moderate  success,  I  can  see," 
mmI  Kinol. 

"Three  of  the  tlicatres  have  hatched  a  plot."  continued  the 
nuugcr  1  "  ihey  will  even  hiss  liic  piece,  hut  I  have  made 
mugemcnti  to  defeat  ibcir  kind  intentions.     I  bare  squared 
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the  men  in  their  pay;  they  will  make  a  muddle  of  it.  A^ 
couple  of  city  men  yonder  have  taken  a.  bundre<i  tickets'' 
apiece  to  secure  a  iriumpb  for  Ftucine  and  Coralie  :iud  given  ' 
then)  to  acquaintances  able  and  ready  to  act  as  cbuckcre  out. 
The  rdlows,  having  been  paid  twice,  will  go  quieilf,  and  aJ 
scene  of  that  sort  always  makes  a  good  impreteion  oa  thei 
house." 

*■  Two  hundred  tickets  I  What  invaluable  men  !  "  ot- 
claimed  Finot. 

"Yes.  With  two  more  actresses  as  handsomely  kep*  as 
Florine  and  Conilie,  I  s^hould  make  something  out  of  tbe 
business." 

For  the  past  two  hours  the  word  money  had  been  sounding 
in  Lucien's  ears  a;  the  solution  of  every  difficulty.  In  the  the- 
atre as  in  the  publishing  trade,  and  in  the  publishing  trade  as 
in  the  newspflper-officc — it  was  everywhere  the  same;  there 
was  not  a  word  of  art  or  of  glory.  The  steady  beat  of  tbe  great 
pendulum.  Money,  seemed  to  fall  like  hammer-strokes  on  his 
heart  and  brain.  And  yet  while  the  orchestra  played  tfi« 
overture,  while  the  pit  was  full  of  noisy  tumult  of  applauM 
and  hisses,  unconsciously  he  drew  a  comparison  between  ihb 
scene  and  others  that  came  up  in  his  mind.  Visions  arose 
before  him  of  David  and  the  printing-office,  of  the  poetry 
that  he  came  to  know  in  that  almtvphcre  of  pure  peace,  when 
together  they  beheld  the  wonders  of  art,  the  high  socccan 
of  genius,  and  visions  ofgtory  borne  on  stainless  wings.  He 
thought  of  the  evenings  spent  with  d'Arlhei  and  his  friend* 
and  tears  gliitcred  in  his  eyes. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?  "  asked  ^tienne  Louitean. 

"I  see  poeiiy  fallen  into  the  mire." 

"  Ah  I  you  have  still  some  illusions  lefl,  my  dear  fellow." 

"  Is  there  nothing  for  it  but  to  cringe  and  submit  to  thick* 
heads  like  Maiifat  and  Camusot,  as  aclresiei  bow  down  to 
journalists  and  we  ourselves  to  the  booksellers?  " 

"Hy  boy,  do  you  see  that  dull-braiued  fellow?"  asked 
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wimnr.  loirering  bis  voice,  and  gUncing  at  Finot.  "  He 
hat  neither  genitis  nor  clevernea,  bat  he  is  covetous;  he 
■eras  to  make  a  fortone  at  all  costs,  aitd  he  'v,  a  keen  man 
of  faonncks.  Didn't  you  see  how  he  uude  forty  per  cent,  out 
of  me  ai  Oiuriit's,  and  talked  a»  if  he  were  doing  me  a 
(«varf  Well,  he  gets  letters  from  not  a  few  unknown  men 
ol  gcaiut  who  go  down  on  their  knees  to  him  for  a  hundred 
ftiBn" 

The  words  recalled  the  pen-and-ink  sketch  that  tay  on  the 
iiUc  in  the  editor's  ofEcv  and  the  words,  "  Finoi,  my  hundred 
faao  I "     LucJen's  inmo«>i  soul  shrank  from  the  man  in  dis- 

"I  would  sooner  die,"  he  said. 
"Sooner  live,"  retorted  liiicnne- 

Tlie  curtain  rose,  and  the  si.i^e-managcr  went  off  to  the 
•lap  to  give  orders.     Finot  turned  to  EticDoe. 

"Hjr  dear  fellow,  Diuriat  has  passed  his  word  ;  t  am  pro* 

ptiRor  of  one-third  of  his  weekly  jMper.     I  have  agreed 

)s  give  thirty  thoutand  francs  in  cash,  on  condition  that 

1  an  to  be  editor  and  director.      'Tb  a  splendid  thing. 

landct  told  me  ittal  the  government  iniendi  to  take  restrictive 

■uauu  BgunU  the  preu ;   there   will   \rt  no  new  papen 

iOiw«d  ;  in  six  motiihs'  time  it  will  c.<yA  a  million  francs  to 

Kan  a  new  journal,  so  1  struck  the  bargain  ihoogh  I  have  only 

a  ibowaad  francs  in  hand.     Listen  to  me.     If  you  can  sell 

am  half  of  my  share,  that  is  onc-^ixth  of  the  paper,  to  Matifat 

ktt  thirty  thousand  francs,  you  shall  be  editor  of  my  link 

with  a  salary  of  two  hundred   and   fifty   francs   per 

.     1  want,  in  any  case,  to  have  ihc  conlrol  of  my  old 

snd  lo  keep  my  hold  upon  it ;  but  nobody  need  know 

that,  and  jotir  name  will  appear  as  editor.     Vou  will  be  paid 

ax  the  rale  of  hvc  francs  per  column  ;  you  need  not  pay  con- 

tribaton  more  tlian  three  francs,  and  yoti  keep  the  differcrKc. 

Thtt  neaos  atrather  four  htimlred  and  fifty  francs  per  month, 

Sal.  at  the  same  time,  1   reserve  the  right  to  use  the  paper  to 
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aitMk  or  defend  men  or  causes,  as  I  please ;  and  jrou  may  in- 
dulge your  own  likes  and  dislikes  jo  long  as  you  do  nol  in- 
terfere with  my  schemes.  Perhaps  I  may  be  a  Ministerialist, 
perhaps  Ultra,  1  do  not  know  yei ;  but  1  mean  la  keep  up  my 
connection  with  the  Liberal  party  (below  the  surEace).  1  can 
speak  out  with  you  ;  you  arc  a  good  fellow.  I  might,  iwrbapc, 
give  you  the  Chambers  to  do  for  another  paper  on  which  I 
work ;  I  am  afraid  I  can  scarcely  keep  on  with  it  now.  So  let 
Florine  do  this  bit  of  jockeying  ;  tell  lier  to  put  the  screw  on 
her  druggist.  If  I  can't  find  the  money  within  forty-eight 
hours  I  must  cry  off  my  b-irgain.  Dauriat  iold  another  third 
to  his  printer  and  pajwr-dealcr  for  thirty  thousand  francs;  so 
he  has  his  own  third  gratis,  and  ten  thousand  fr.tncs  to  the 
good,  for  he  oi'ly  gave  lifiy  thousand  for  the  whole  affair. 
And  in  another  year's  time  the  magazine  will  be  worth  two 
hundred  thousand  francs,  if  the  court  buys  tl  up;  if  the 
■lourt  has  the  good  sense  to  suppress  newspapers,  as  iheysay." 

"  You  are  lucky,"  said  Lousieau. 

"If  you  had  gone  through  all  that  I  have  endured,  yoa 
would  not  say  that  of  me.  I  had  my  fill  of  misery  in  ihow 
days,  you  sec,  and  there  was  no  help  for  it.  My  father  is  a 
hatter ;  he  still  kecpi  a  shop  in  the  Rue  de  Co<|.  Nothing 
but  millions  of  money  or  a  social  cataclysm  can  open  out  the 
way  to  my  goal;  and  of  the  two  alternative*,  I  don't  know 
now  that  the  revolution  is  not  the  easier.  If  I  bore  your 
friend's  name,  I  should  have  a  chance  to  gel  on.  Htuh,  here 
comes  the  manager.  Good-by,"  and  Finoi  rose  to  bin  feet. 
"  I  am  going  to  the  opera.  I  «hal1  very  likely  have  a  duel 
on  my  hands  to-morrow,  for  I  have  put  my  initials  to  a  terrific 
attack  on  a  couple  of  dancers  under  the  protection  of  two 
generals.     I  am  giving  it  them  hot  and  strong  at  the  opera." 

"Aha?"  said  the  manager. 

"Yes.  They  are  .itingy  with  me."  returned  Finot,  "now 
cutting  olT  a  box  and  now  declining  to  take  JiRy  subscription!. 
I  have  sent  in  my  ultimatum;  I  mean  to  have  a  hundred  vah- 
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■cHiKiont  ooi  of  them  and  a  box  four  limes  a  month.  If 
ttcf  "^  '°y  (emu,  I  shall  have  eight  hundreil  rcadcn  and  a 
IkOMand  paying  subscribcra ;  and  I  know  a  w«y  of  getting 
naUtcr  two  hundred  »ub(icriben,  to  we  shall  have  twelve 
tandnd  with  the  New  Year." 

"Yon  will  end  by  ruining  ut,"  taid  the  manager. 

"Km  are  run  much  hart  with  your  ten  lobscnptions.  I  had 
tngood  noiurc^  put  in  the  '  Consul utiotiiiel.'  " 

"Oh  1  I  am  not  complaining  of  ^ou,"  cried  the  obsequious 


"Good-b)'  till  to-nvorrow  evening,  IxxMteati,"  said  Finot. 
"Voaean  give  me  your  answer  at  the  Fran^nis ;  there  is  a  new 
|n  oo  there  \  and  as  I  shall  not  be  able  to  write  the  notice, 
fa  OB  take  my  box.  I  will  give  you  the  preference  j  you 
kne  worked  youraelf  to  death  for  me,  and  I  am  grateful. 
Veraou  offered  twenty  thousand  francs  for  a  third 
of  my  little  paper,  and  to  work  without  salary  for  a 
taHrrmonth  ;  but  I  want  to  be  abcolute  master,  Good-by." 
"He  ts  not  named  Finot"  {finaud,  slyboots)  "for  notb- 
Of."  uid  Lucien. 

•*  He  it  a  gallows-bird  that  will  get  on  in  the  world,"  «id 
&ienne,  careless  whether  the  wily  schemer  overheard  the  re- 
•irk  or  not.  as  be  shot  the  door  of  the  box. 

"Ht!"  said  the  manager,  "He  will  be  a  millionaire;  he 
vdl  enjoy  the  respect  of  all  who  know  him ;  he  may,  ]>erhaps, 

hwe  frkmls  some  day " 

"Good  havens  I  what  a  den  1 "  taid  l,iicien.  "  And  arc 
fOB  going  to  drag  that  exquisite  creature  intosnrh  a  busi- 
•OB?"  he  continued,  looking  at  Florine,  who  gave  them 
ttde-gtanca  from  the  stage. 

"  Sbc  wdl  carry  it  through  loo.     You  do  not  know  the 

devotion   and   the   wiles   of   these    beloved    beings,"    said 

Lanueav, 

"  Tbey  redeem  their  failings  and  expiate  all  their  sins  by 

love,  when  tbey  love,"  said  the  manager.    "  A  great 
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tove  b  ail  (he  grander  in  an  actress  by  reason  of  its  violcot 
contrast  with  her  surroundings." 

"And  he  who  finds  it,  finds  a  diamond  worthy  of  cbe 
proudest  crown  lying  in  the  mud,"  returned  Luuite;iu. 

"  But  Coralic  is  not  allcndiiig  to  her  pact,"  rcmatked  the 
manager.  "  Coralie  is  smilten  with  our  friend  here,  all  un- 
SU&pit^ious  of  his  conquest,  and  Coralic  will  make  a.^att«; 
she  is  missing  her  cues,  this  is  the  second  time  she  l)a»  not 
heard  the  prompter.  Pray  go  into  the  corner,  monsieur,"  he 
continued.  "  If  Corulie  is  smitten  with  you,  I  will  go  and 
tell  tier  that  you  have  left  the  house." 

"No!  no!"  cried  Loustc^u  ;  "  lell  Coralic  that  Ibis  gen- 
tleman is  coming  to  supper  and  that  she  can  do  as  she  liket 
with  him,  and  she  will  play  like  Ma(jemoiM;lIe  Mars." 

The  manager  went,  uiid  Lucicn  tinned  <o  l^lienne.  "  Wiutl 
do  you  mean  to  luy  that  you  will  ask  that  druggist,  through 
Mailemoi^Hc  Florine,  to  pay  thirty  thousand  francs  for  one- 
half  jl  share,  when  Finot  gave  no  muie  for  the  whole  of  it? 
and  ask  without  the  sliglilesl  scrapie? " 

Lousieaii  interrupted  Lucicn  before  he  had  time  to  finish 
his  expostulation.  "  My  dear  boy,  what  country  can  you 
come  from  }  The  druggist  is  not  a  man  j  he  is  a  strong  box 
delivered  into  our  hands  by  his  fancy  for  an  aclrcs." 

"  How  about  your  conscience?  " 

"  Conscience,  my  dear  fellow,  Is  a  stick  which  every  one 
takes  up  lo  beat  his  neighbor  and  not  for  api>lication  to  hit 
own  back.  Come,  now,  who  the  devil  are  yon  angry 
with?  In  one  day  chance  has  worked  a  mirscle  for  you,  a 
miracle  for  which  1  have  been  wailing  these  two  years,  and  . 
you  must  needs  amuse  yourself  by  finding  fault  with  the 
means?  VVbat  I  you  appear  to  mc  to  possesi  intelligence; 
you  seem  to  be  in  a  fair  way  lo  reach  tiiat  freedom  from  prej< 
ndicc  which  is  a  first  nccetsiiy  to  intellectual  adrentnrcrs  in 
the  world  we  live  in;  and  are  you  wallowing  in  scmplea 
worthy  of  a  nun  who  accuses  bcnclf  of  eating  an  egg  with 
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coDcupiscence  ?  If  Florine  succeeds,  I  !>liall  be  editor  of  « 
■nnpaper  with  &  fixed  salary  of  two  hundred  and  fifty  francs 
pS  moolh;  I  shall  take  the  im|>urlant  plays  and  leave  the 
nadevilles  to  Vernou,  and  you  cjii  uke  my  place  and  do  the 
boolenrd  theatres,  smJ  so  get  a  foot  iii  the  stirrup,  Vnu  witl 
make  three  francs  per  <;oluinn  and  write  a  column  a  day — 
thirty  columns  a  nvonth  means  ninety  francs;  you  will  have 
•n&e  sixty  francs'  worth  of  books  to  sell  to  Barbet;  and, 
Iwly,  you  can  demand  len  ticket*  a  toonih  of  each  of  your 
dMMTCS — that  is,  forty  tickets  in  all — and  icil  them  for  forty 
fetnoi  lo  a  Barbel  who  deals  in  Ibem  (I  will  introduce  you  to 
tW  Buo),  so  you  wilt  have  two  hundred  francs  coming  Id 
ncrjr  month.  TIku  if  you  make  your&clf  useful  to  Finot, 
fM  might  get  a  hundred  franca  for  an  article  in  this  new 
weekly  review  of  his,  in  which  case  you  should  show  iiti- 
onunon  talent,  for  all  the  articles  are  ?ii|{ned>  and  you  cannot 
^  '\a  sliptthod  work  3&  ffxx  can  on  a  small  paper.  In  ibat 
OK  you  would  be  making  a  hundred  crowns  a  month.  Now, 
■ydear  boy,  there  ate  men  of  ability,  like  ihai  poord'Arlhez, 
«ho  dioei  ai  Fticoteaux's  every  day,  who  may  wait  for  ten 
feu*  before  they  will  nuke  a  hundred  crowns ;  and  you  will 
be  making  four  thousand  francs  a  year  by  your  pen,  to  say 
aothiof  of  the  books  you  will  write  for  the  trade,  if  you  do 
work  of  that  kind. 

*•  Now,  a  sub-prefect's  saUry  only  amounts  lo  a  thousand 
oownsi  uid  there  he  stops  in  bis  arrondissemcni,  wearing 
•way  time  like  the  nmi;  of  a  cltair.  I  lay  nothing  of  the  pleas- 
Me  of  going  lo  the  theatre  wilhcMii  juying  for  your  seal,  for 
that  ■■  a  delight  which  quickly  palls ;  but  you  can  go  behind 
llw  Kvoea  (n  four  theatres.  Be  hard  arvd  sarcastic  for  a  mootb 
or  two,  and  you  will  be  simply  overwhelmed  with  invi:di(ion9 
taa  ■ctresses  and  their  adorers  will  pay  court  to  you;  you 
vSl  only  dine  at  Plicoteaux'i  when  you  hapjten  to  have  lc« 
dwft  thirty  sou*  in  your  po<ket  and  no  dinner  engagement. 
At  the  Luxembourg,  at  five  o'clock,  you  did  not  know  which 
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way  to  turn  )  now,  you  are  on  ihe  eve  of  enleiJng  a  privileged 
class,  yoii  will  be  one  of  ihc  hundred  persons  who  tell  Fiance 
what  to  think.  In  three  dayt'  time,  if  all  goes  well,  you  can, 
if  you  choose,  make  a  man's  life  a  curte  to  tiiin  by  putting 
thirty  jokes  at  his  ex]>cnse  in  print  at  the  rate  of  three  a  day; 
you  can,  if  you  choose,  draw  a  revenue  of  pleasure  from  the 
a<:tresses  at  your  theatres;  you  tan  wreck  a  good  play  and 
send  all  Paris  running  after  a  bad  one.  If  Dautiat  declines  10 
pay  you  for  your  '  Marguerites,'  you  can  make  him  come  to 
you,  and  meekly  and  humbly  implore  you  to  take  two  thou- 
sand francs  for  them.  If  you  have  tlic  ability  and  knock  off 
two  or  three  articles  that  threaten  to  spoil  some  of  Dauriat's 
speculations,  i>r  to  ruin  a  bonk  on  which  he  counia,  yuu  will 
sec  him  come  climbing  up  your  stairs  like  a  clematix,  and 
always  at  the  door  of  your  dwelling.  As  for  your  novel,  lh« 
booksellers  who  would  show  you  more  or  less  politely  to  the 
door  at  this  moment  will  be  standing  outside  your  attic  in  a 
string,  and  the  value  of  the  manuscript,  which  old  Doguereau 
valued  at  four  hundred  fran>^,  will  rise  to  four  thoinand- 
Thcse  are  the  advantages  of  the  journalist's  profefiiion.  So 
let  us  do  our  best  to  keep  all  new-comers  out  of  it.  It  needs 
an  immense  amount  of  brains  to  make  your  way  and  a  still 
greater  amount  of  luck.  And  here  are  you  quibbling  over 
your  good  fortune !  If  we  liad  not  met  to-day,  you  iee,  at 
Flicoieaux's,  you  mij^ht  have  danced  attendance  on  the  book- 
(ellers  for  another  three  year*,  or  starved  like  d'Arlhez  in  a 
garret.  By  the  time  that  d'Arthei  is  as  learned  as  Bayle  and 
as  great  a  writer  of  prose  as  Rousseau,  we  shall  have  made 
our  fortunes,  you  and  1,  and  we  shall  hold  his  in  our  hands — 
wealth  and  fame  to  give  or  to  hold.  Finot  will  be  a  deputy 
in<l  proprietor  of  a  great  news]iaper.  and  we  shall  be  what- 
«rcr  we  meant  to  be — peers  of  France,  or  pritooen  for  debt 
in  Sainlc-P6lagie." 

"  So  Finot  will  sell  his  paper  to  the  highest  bidder  among 
the  ministers,  just  as  he  sells  f.ivorable  notices  to  Madame 
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and  Rin^  down  M^demotMlle  Virginie,  siying  that 
Ifadwnc  Baslicnne's  bonnets  arc  superior  to  ihc  millinery 
which  tbcjr  praised  at  first !  "  said  Lucien,  rccollectiDg  that, 
IS  him,  astonishing  and  Uughable  scene  in  the  office  when  he 
wa  awaiting  Finoi. 

**  Mjr  dm  fellow,  yoti  are  a  siinpleion,"  I^uHeaii  remarkc<l 
drUjr.  "  Three  yean  ago  F'inol  was  walking  on  the  uppers 
of  hii  boocs,  dtnJDg  Tor  eighteen  sous  at  Tabar's,  and  knocking 
off  a  tndesRian's  pfospectiis  (when  he  could  ;;et  it)  Tor  ten 
fcxKB.  His  clothes  hung  together  by  some  miracle  as  mys- 
htrioiB  as  the  Immocalate  Conception.  New,  Finot  has  a 
;^)cr  of  his  own,  worth  atoul  a  hundred  thousand  Trancs. 
Whu  with  subscribers  who  pay  and  take  no  copies,  genuine 
Mlacn|)tioas,  and  indirect  taxes  levied  by  his  uncle,  he  is 
■•fcing  twentjr  thousand  francs  a  year.  He  dinet  most  sump- 
nawly  every  day ;  be  has  set  Up  a  cabriolet  within  the  last 
Molh  ;  and  now,  at  last,  behold  him  the  editor  of  a  weekly 
nviev  with  a  sixth  share,  for  which  he  will  not  pay  one 
ptany,  a  salary  of  five  hundred  francs  per  monib,  and  another 
AaoBWid  fraocs  for  lupfvlying  matter  which  costs  him  nothing 
ml  for  which  the  firra  pays.  You  yourself,  to  b^in  with,  if 
Finet  cootents  to  pay  you  fifty  francs  per  sheet,  will  be  only 
loo  ()ad  to  let  him  have  two  or  three  articles  for  nothing. 
Wbm  yon  are  in  his  position,  you  can  judge  Finot ;  a  man 
CM  anljr  be  tried  by  his  peers.  And  for  you.  is  there  not  an 
itameflte  future  opening  oiit  before  you  if  yoti  will  blindly 
niaister  to  his  enmity,  itiark  at  Finot's  bidding,  and  {walse 
when  he  gives  the  word  ?  Suppose  that  ymt  yourself  wish  to 
fc(  imnged  upon  somebody,  you  can  break  n  foe  or  friend 
•■  the  wheel.  You  have  only  to  say  to  me,  '  I..oustean,  let  U9 
put  aa  etxl  to  So-and-so,'  and  we  will  kill  him  by  a  phrase 
pBt  in  the  paper  morning  by  morning ;  and  afterward  yoa 
cm  ilay  the  slain  with  a  solemn  article  in  Pinot's  weekly, 
ladeed,  if  it  is  a  matter  of  rapital  importance  to  you,  Finot 
woald  aUow  jrou  to  btnd^on  yotv  man  in  a  big  paper  with 
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(en  or  twelve  tliousand  sulMcrilien,  1/  yaa  make  )rouneIf  ID* 
dispensable  to  Finol." 

"  Then  are  you  sure  lliat  Floriiic  can  bring  her  dniggitt  to 
make  the  bargain?"  asked  Lucien,  dazzled  by  these  pro»- 
pects. 

"  Qiiite  sure.  Now  comes  the  iolerval,  I  will  go  and  tell 
ber  everything  at  once  in  a  word  or  two;  it  will  be  settled 
toniglit.  If  Florine  once  has  her  lei'ion  by  heait,  the  will 
have  all  my  wit  and  her  own  beside." 

"  And  there  sits  that  honest  tradesman,  gaping  with  open* 
mouthed  ndmiration  ai  Florine,  little  suspecting  that  you  are 
about  to  get  thirty  thousand  francs  out  of  him  ! " 

"  More  twaddle  !  Anybody  might  think  that  the  n»an  wis 
going  to  be  robbed!"  cried  Lousteau.  "Why,  my  dear 
boy,  if  the  Minister  buys  ihc  newspaper,  ihc  druggist  nuy 
make  twenty  thousand  francs  in  six  months  on  an  investment 
of  thirty  thousand.  Matifal  is  not  looking  at  the  ncwtjuper, 
but  at  Florinc's  prospects.  As  soon  as  it  is  known  that  Mali- 
fat  an<i  Camuxot — (for  they  will  go  shares) — that  Matifal  and 
Camiiwt  are  proprietors  of  a  review,  the  ncwspapctn  will  be 
full  of  friendly  notices  of  Florine  and  Coralie.  Florinc's 
name  will  be  made ;  she  will  perhaps  obtain  an  engagement 
in  another  theatre  with  a  salary  of  twelve  ihonsuu!  franco 
In  fsci,  Maiifat  wilt  save  a  thousand  francs  erery  month  in 
dinners  and  presents  10  jmirnnlistt;.  You  know  nothing  of 
men  nor  of  the  way  things  arc  managed." 

"  Poor  man  I "  said  Lucien,  "  he  is  looking  forward  to  an 
evening's  pleasure." 

"  And  he  will  be  sawn  in  two  with  arguments  until  Florine 
sees  Finot's  receipt  for  a  sixth  share  of  the  paper.  And  to- 
morrow  I  shall  be  editor  of  Finot's  paper,  and  making  a 
thousand  francs  a  month.  The  end  of  my  troubles  is  in 
sight  I  "  cried  Florinc's  lover. 

Lousteau  went  out  and  I.ucien  sit  like  one  bewildered,  lost 
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la  the  infinite  of  thought,  MMring  above  this  cv?r)r-<ia^  world. 
In  the  Wooden  Galleries  he  hsd  seen  the  wim  by  which  the 
tnde  in  books  is  moved ;  he  hjd  seen  something  of  the 
ttticbcn  witcrc  great  rcpucaiions  are  made ;  he  lud  been  be- 
hmd  the  scenes ;  be  had  seen  the  sckiny  ^e  of  life,  the  con- 
y**»M'Tff  of  men  invoh-cd  in  the  machiner)'  of  Paris,  the 
■liliiniiiii  of  it  idl.  .\«  Ik  watched  Florine  on  tlie  stage  he 
envied  Loastcaii  hk  good  furtane ;  already,  for  a  few 
Bit,  lie  had  forgoiicn  Matifat  in  the  Ita^rkground.  He 
TO  npt  left  alone  for  long,  |>crhaps  for  not  niore  than  five 
Btaniei,  but  ihose  minulcs  seemed  an  eternity. 

Thooghts  rose  within  him  that  Mt  his  soul  on  fire,  as  the 
ifect«cic  on  the  stage  had  healed  bii  senses.  He  looked  at 
ibe  women  with  their  wanton  eyet,  all  the  brighter  for  the  red 
punt  on  their  checki,  at  the  gleaming  bare  necks,  the  luxuri- 
mx  forms  outlined  by  the  lascivious  folds  of  the  baaiutna,  the 
wry  thoin  skirm,  that  displayed  aa  much  ai  possible  of  limbs 
MCMcd  in  scarlet  uockings  with  green  clock)  lo  them— a  dis- 
fnrling  vision  for  tlie  pit. 

A  doable  proceu  of  comiption  wa«  working  within  him  in 
(■nllct  Uoes,  like  two  channels  that  will  tjiread  sooner  or  later 
b  Sood-time  and  make  one.  That  cotniption  was  eating  into 
Locicn'*  soal,  as  he  leaned  back  in  his  comer,  staring  vacantly 
H  the  coTtain,  one  arm  resting  on  the  crimM>n  velvet  cushion 
and  hn  hand  drooping  over  the  edge.  He  felt  the  fascinilion 
of  (he  life  that  was  offered  to  him,  of  the  gleams  of  light 
aaoog  its  ckxids ;  and  this  so  much  the  nwre  keenly  beciuse 
tt  ihoae  out  like  a  blaze  of  Hrrwork::  against  the  blank  dark* 
MM  nf  his  own  obscnre,  monotonous  days  of  toil. 

Suddenly  his  listless  eyes  became  aware  of  s  bnming  glance 
thai  reached  him  through  a  rent  in  the  curtain,  and  loased 
Un  bum  his  leihargy.  Thoae  were  Coralie's  eyes  that  glowed 
fl|ni  him.  He  lowered  his  head  and  looked  across  at  Camu- 
(Ot,  who  jott  then  entered  the  opposite  box. 

That   amatenr  was  a  worthy  silk-mercet  of  the  Rue  des 
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Boardonnaif,  Dooi  and  mbcuiiinl,  s  jodgr  in  tbe  coaa«rci4l 
ccnn,  a  Eatbcr  of  bar  childrco.  sad  ibe  taifaaDd  of  ■  sccoad 
wife.  At  the  age  of  fif[f-stx.  with  a  cap  of  gnj  bkir  oa  hit 
bcadi  be  had  the  HB8g  appearance  of  a  nuo  who  has  his  I 
dflKy  tbovsB.id  fraim  of  incotne  :  and  having  beea  faraed  to 
pal  up  vilh  i  good  deal  that  he  did  aot  Hfce  n  the  wajr  of 
boiiaoa,  hai  fiilly  nude  ttp  hb  miod  lo  ea\aj  the  ml  of  life, 
and  iMH  to  quit  this  earth  Btitil  be  hai  had  his  dnre  of  cakea 
and  ale.  A  brow  the  color  of  fresh  butter  aad  torid  cheeks 
hke  a  monk's  jowl  seetoed  scarrely  big  coowgh  to  conltin  his 
exuberant  jabiUlion.  Camosot  had  left  his  wife  at  hocae, 
and  ihc)'  were  applauding  Coralie  to  the  tkie* !  All  the  rich 
man's  ciliun-vanity  wa*  Mimmed  up  aad  ([ratiAed  in  Coralie; 
in  Coralic's  lodging  he  gave  himself  the  airs  of  a  great  lord 
of  a  bygone  day  ;  now,  at  this  motnent,  be  fell  ihai  half  of 
her  iitrress  wu  hit ;  ihe  knowledge  that  he  had  pA>d  for  it 
confirmed  him  in  ihia  idea.  Camusot's  coodact  was  tanc- 
tloacd  by  tl>e  presence  of  his  Eather- in-law,  a  little  ohl  fogey 
with  iwwdered  hair  and  leering  eyes,  highly  respected  never- 
theleai. 

Again  Lucien  felt  disgust  rising  within  him.  He  thought 
of  Die  year  when  he  loved  Mme.  de  Bargeion  with  an  exalted 
and  iliiinieresied  love ;  aivil  at  that  thought  lore,  as  a  poet 
undenlandi  it,  spread  its  white  wings  about  him;  countless 
memories  drew  a  circle  of  distant  bine  horison  about  the 
great  man  of  Angoultmc,  and  again  he  fell  to  dreaming. 

Up  went  the  cortain,  and  there  stood  Coralie  and  Florine 
upon  the  suge. 

"He  is  thinkini:  about  as  much  of  you  as  of  the  Grand 
Turk,  my  dear  girl,"  Florine  said  in  an  aside  while  Coralie 
was  liotshing  her  siieeeh. 

I,«cien  could  not  help  laughing.  He  looked  at  Coralie. 
She  was  one  of  the  most  charming  and  capiivaling  actresses  in 
Paris,  rivaling  Mme.  Perrin  and  Mile.  Flcurict,  and  destined 
likewise  to  share  their  fate.     Coralie  was  a  woman  of  a  type 
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tlui  cxdts  JU  will  a  power  of  fa:M:ii>atiou  over  men.     With  an 

vnX  Eice  of  (lee]>  tvuty  imt,  a  luoutii  teii  ai  a  [jomegraiiaie, 

iBd  «  chts  ■uUI]>  dclkite  iji  iu  ccmtour  as  the  edge  of  a 

yftfrrliif  cup,  Coralie  wu  s  Jcwcst  of  the  subhroc  iy[)e. 

The  jet    bUcIc  eyo  behind  their  curving  lashes  seemed  to 

HOfch   hcT  eyebd« ;  you  could  guess  how  sou  they  might 

gmr,  or  how  f]urkt  of  the  heat  of  the  desert  might  dash 

6vn  them   in   rnpotise  to  a  Mmmoiin  from  withiu.     The 

cudo  oT  olive  ihadow  about  them  were  huuniied  by  (hick 

sdiiiig  lines  of  eyebrow.     Magnificent  mcnul  power,  wcU- 

aigb  UDonniing  lo  genius,  seeined  lo  dwell  in  the  swartliy 

fcnbcMl  beneath  the  double  curve  of  ebony  hair  that  lay  upon 

K  like  a  crown,  and  gleamed  in  ilie  light  like  a  vamislied 

nrface ;  but,  like  many  anotlKi  a<ctrets,  Coralie  had  little  wit 

B)  ifiite  of  her  aptnns  at  gTecn-room  rcjurlcc  and  scarcely  any 

•AKSrion  in  spite  of  her  boudoir  experience.     Her  brain  waa 

fnoipted  by  her  sense*,  her  kindness  was  the  inipuUire  wartD- 

knnnlDeu  xA  girls  of  her  clau.     But  who  could  trouble  over 

ConUe'i  piychology  when  his  eyc3  were  dazzled  by  those 

wooih,  raond  armi  of  hers,  (he  spindle-shaped  fingers,  the 

iur,  white  shoulders,  and  brcaxt  celebrated  in  ilie  Song  of 

Sooft,  the  flexible  curving  lines  of  throat,   the  graciously 

Kmlded  otulincs  beneath  tlie  scarlet  sitk  stockings?    And 

ttai  bcMHy,  worthy  of  an  Eastern  )K)el,  wu  brought  into 

idtcf  by  the  conventional  $|ianish   costume  of  the  stage. 

Conkie  wu  the  delight  of  the  pit :  alt  eyes  dwelt  on  the  out- 

liMi  moaMcd  by  the  clinging  folds  of  her  bodice,  and  lin- 

feted  over  the  Andalusian  contour  of  the  hips  from  which  her 

tUrt  hong,  tmirting  wantonly  with  every  ntovement.      To 

Lnetea,  watching  this  creature,  who  played  for  him  alone, 

oniig  BO  more  for  Camusot  tlian  a  street-boy  in  the  gallery 

ora  for  an  ap(>le-|aring,  there  came  a  moment  when  he  set 

doire  above  lore,  and  en)oyincnI  above  desire,  and  the  demon 

of  hu)  stirred  strange  thooghi.t  in  him. 

"  I  know  nothing  of  the  love  that  wallows  in  luxury  and 
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wine  and  sensual  pleasure,"  he  »id  wiibiii  himself.  "  I  hcfa 
lived  mote  witii  ideas  ihan  wiili  rczliiics.  Vou  must  p«a 
through  ;ill  cxpeiieiiec  if  you  nieaD  to  render  all  experience. 
This  will  he  in]-  first  great  supper,  aiy  finit  or{;ic  iu  a  dcw  juid 
strange  wurld  \  why  shuuU  1  iiut  know,  tor  otice,  the  delij;ht> 
which  ihc  great  lords  of  ihe  eighleeiilli  century  MUght  so 
eagerly  t^i  wantons  of  the  opera?  Must  one  noi  Ar^t  leam  of 
tourtcMiis  and  actresses  the  delights,  the  perfections,  the 
transpurts,  the  resources,  the  suhilclics  of  love,  if  only  to 
translate  [hem  afterward  into  the  regions  of  a  higher  love 
than  tbik?  And  whut  is  all  this,  after  all,  but  the  |>octry  of 
the  senses?  Two  months  ago  these  women  seemed  to  mc  to 
be  goddesses  gu.itded  by  dragons  thai  no  utie  dared  approach  ; 
I  was  envying  Louileati  just  now,  but  here  is  another  hand- 
somer than  Florinc;  why  should  I  not  pro6t  by  her  bncy, 
when  the  greatest  iiubin  buy  a  night  with  such  women  with 
their  richest  treasures?  When  ambassadors  set  fool  in  iheac 
depth*  they  fling  aside  all  thought  of  yesterday  or  to-morrow. 
I  should  be  a  fool  tn  be  more  squeamish  than  peincvc,  ope- 
cially  as  I  love  no  one  as  yet." 

I  Lucien  had  quite  forgoiicn  Camusot.  ToLousieau  he  li*d 
expre^ed  the  utmost  disgust  for  this  most  hateful  of  all  parti- 
tions, and  now  he  himself  had  sunk  to  the  same  level,  and. 
carried  away  by  the  casuistry  of  his  vehement  desire,  had 
given  the  reins  to  his  fancy. 

"  Coralic  is  raving  about  you,"  said  Lonslcau  as  he  came 
ID.  "  Your  countenance,  worthy  of  the  greatest  Greek  sculp- 
tors, has  worked  unutterable  havoc  behind  the  scenes.  Ym 
are  in  luck,  my  dear  boy.  Coralie  is  eighteen  years  old,  and 
in  a  few  days'  time  she  may  be  making  sixty  thousand  fnuics 
a  year  by  her  beauty.  She  is  an  honest  girt  still.  Since  her 
mother  sold  her  three  years  3«o  fur  sixty  thousand  fratKS,  she 
has  tried  to  lind  happincM  ami  found  nothing  but  annoyance. 
She  tuuk  to  the  siage  in  a  desperate  mood  ;  she  has  a  horror 
of  her  fir»i  purchaser,  de  Maisay ;  and  when  she  cam»  «u  of 
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dte  gsllep,  for  ihc  kiog  of  dandies  soon  dropped  her,  kIic 
ptckcd  u[)  old  Caraiuoi.  SIm  docs  not  cue  much  about  nim, 
but  be  is  like  a  father  lo  her,  and  she  endures  him  and  bii 
htve.  Several  limes  alieady  iJie  hai  refuted  (he  handsoniest 
ftO|K»ah;  sl>c  is  foiihfu)  to  Cainiuoi,  who  lets  her  live  in 
pace.  So  you  are  her  first  love,  'i'lte  first  sight  of  you  went 
lo  bcr  hcan  like  a  |>»tol-shot,  florinc  has  ((one  to  ber  lirns- 
iog-roofa  lo  bring  the  girl  to  reason.  Sl>e  Is  crying  over  your 
ouriijr ;  sbc  has  forgotten  Iter  |>ari,  tlie  play  will  go  to  pieces, 
Ihcn  good-day  to  the  engagement  at  the  Gymnase  which 
Caomaot  lud  planned  for  her." 

"Poohl  Poor  thing!"  said  Lucieo.  Every  instinct  of 
naity  was  tickled  by  the  words ;  he  felt  his  heart  swell  high 
Wb  sHf^couLeii.  •■  More  adventures  have  befallen  roe  this 
OBc  ercniug,  my  dear  fellow,  than  in  alt  the  firft  eighteen 
jcan  of  oay  life."  And  Liicicn  related  the  history  of  his  love 
4Uti  with  Mnie.  dc  Bargcton,  and  of  the  cordial  hatred  he 
bore  the  Baron  du  ChAlclet. 

"  Stay  though !  the  ncws]>apeT  wants  a  bllt  noire  (wild 
boar) :  we  wilt  take  him  up.  The  Baron  is  a  buck  of  the  Em- 
|Mc  ud  a  Uinislerialist ;  he  is  the  man  for  us  ;  I  have  seen 
Mm  many  a  litoe  at  the  opera.  I  can  sec  youi  great  lady 
■  I  ill  here ;  she  b  often  in  the  Marquise  d'E&pard's  box. 
Tbe  ftutn  b  paying  court  to  your  lsd]'>l»ve,  a  cuttlefish 
base  that  she  it.  Wait !  Finot  \\xi,  just  sent  a  s|)ecial  mo- 
mtger  round  to  say  that  they  are  short  of  copy  at  the  office. 
Vooog  Hector  Merlin  has  left  ihem  in  the  lurch  because  they 
4ld  not  pay  for  white  lines.  Finoi,  in  despair,  is  knocking 
off  an  article  against  the  opera.  Well  now,  my  dear  fellow, 
yea  cui  do  this  pby  ;  listen  to  it  and  think  it  over,  and  1  will 
go  to  the  manager's  office  and  think  out  three  columns  about 
fWr  nan  and  your  diKlainful  fair  one.  They  will  be  in  no 
plomit  predicament  to-morrow." 

"  So  Ihb  n  how  a  newspaper  is  written  ?  "  said  Liieien. 

"  k  to  alvayi  like  this,"  answered  Lousieau.     "  These  ten 
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roonihn  that  I  have  bcca  >  journalist,  they  have  ilwa)rs  niD 
short  of  copy  at  eiglit  o'clock  in  ihe  evening." 

Manuscript  sent  to  the  printer  is  spoken  of  u  "copy," 
doubtless  because  the  wiilers  an^  supix>sed  to  tend  in  &  fair 
copy  of  their  work  ;  or  potsibly  tiie  word  is  ironically  derived 
from  tlie  Laiin  word  topia,  for  copy  is  invariably  scarce. 

"  We  always  mean  to  have  a  few  uumbets  ready  iu  advance, 
agraiid  idea  that  will  never  be  reuliied,"  coniJnued  Louxteau. 
"  It  is  ten  o'clock,  you  see,  and  not  a  line  has  been  written. 
I  shall  a&k  Vcrnou  and  Nathan  for  a  score  of  epigrams  on 
deputies,  or  on  *  Chancellor  Cruzot,'  or  on  the  Miniatry,  <x 
on  fiends  of  ours  if  it  needs  must  be.  A  man  in  this  pas 
would  slaughter  his  parent,  just  as  a  privateer  will  load  hia 
^uns  with  silver  pieces  taken  out  of  the  booty  sooner  than 
perish.  Write  a  brilliant  article,  and  you  will  make  brilliant 
progreM  in  Finoi's  estimation ;  for  Ftnot  has  a  lively  sense  of 
benefits  to  come,  and  that  sort  of  gratitude  is  better  than  any 
kind  of  pledge,  pawntickets  always  excepted,  for  ihejr  in- 
variably represent  something  solid." 

"What  kind  of  men  can  journalists  be?  Arc  yoa  lo  tit 
down  at  a  table  and  be  witty  to  order  ?  " 

"  Just  exactly  as  a  lamp  begins  lo  bum  when  you  apply  ' 
mutch — so  long  as  there  is  any  oil  in  it." 

Lousteau's  hand  was  on  the  lock  when  du  Bruel  came  io 
with  the  manager. 

"  Permit  me,  monsieur,  lo  take  a  message  to  Coralie ;  allow 
me  lo  tell  her  that  you  will  go  home  with  her  after  supixr,  or 
my  play  will  be  mined.  The  wretched  girl  docs  not  know 
what  she  is  doing  or  saying  ;  she  will  cry  when  she  ottghl  to 
laugh,  and  laugh  when  slie  ought  to  cry.  She  has  been  hissed 
once  already.  Vou  can  still  save  the  piece,  and,  aAcr  all, 
pleasure  is  not  a  misfortune," 

"  I  am  not  accustomed  to  rivals,  sir,"  Lucien  answered. 

"  Pray  don't  iclt  her  thai  1  "  cried  the  manager.  "  Cotalie 
is  just  the  gill  lo  ding  Camusot  ovciboard  and  ruin  heraelf  io 
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|ood  eirnest.  Tl»e  proprietor  of  the  'Golden  Cocoon,'  worthy 
onD,  allows  her  two  thoaund  Trsncs  a  month  and  pays  for  all 
tm  drcMCS  and  her  tla^umrt "  (juid  apptaudcre). 

"A*  jrour  promise  ptcdg*^  mc  to  nothing,  save  your  play," 
Bid  LtKicB,  with  a  sulcan'a  airs. 

"  But  don't  look  a^  if  you  UMant  to  snub  that  charming 
creature,"  pleaded  du  Bmel. 

"Hear  me !  am  I  to  write  the  notice  of  yowr  plajr  and 
Mtle  on  your  hcToine  as  well  7  "  esclaimed  the  poet. 

The  asthot  vanished  with  a  signal  to  Coralic,  who  began 
10  act  forthwith  in  a  raarveloot  way.  Vigiiol,  who  played  the 
part  of  the  alcalde,  and  revealed  for  tlvc  tint  lime  his  geniut 
B  an  actor  of  old  men.  came  forward  amid  a  storm  of 
(ppbasc  to  make  an  announcement  to  the  house. 

"The  piece  which  we  have  the  honor  of  playing  for  you 
tliii  evening,  gentlemen,  is  the  work  of  Messieurs  Raoul  and 
deCany." 

"Why,  Njthan  is  partly  responsible,"  said  I^ustean.  "  I 
dcm'i  woftder  that  he  looked  in." 

"OaAV.'  Cer,ifff/"  loudly  ihwi led  the  enraptured  house. 
"Flotioe,  tool  "  roared  a  voice  of  thunder  from  the  opposite 
be«,  and  then  other  voices  look  up  the  cry,  "  Florine  and 
Coralic  1  " 

The  amain  rose  and  Vignol  reappeared  between  the  two 
actmtes:  Maiifat  and  Camnsol  flung  wreaths  on  the  sin^, 
and  Cocalie  stooped  for  her  dowers  and  held  ihera  out  to 
Lorira. 

fat  him  those  two  hours  spent  in  the  iheatrc  seemed  to  be 
I  tesin.  T1>e  spell  thai  held  him  had  bej^un  to  work  when 
he  went  behind  tlie  scenes ;  and,  in  spite  of  its  horron,  the 
■BivfiheTr  of  the  pl*ce,  its  sensuality  and  dissolute  morals 
hid  aflcctcd  the  poet's  still  untainted  nature.  A  sort  of 
■ilaru  that  infects  the  soal  seems  to  lurk  among  those  dark, 
flfaby  paauges  filled  with  machinery,  and  lit  with  smoky, 
greasy  Umps-     The  solemnity  and  reality  of  life  disappear, 
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th«  most  sacred  things  are  matter  for  a  jest,  the  most  impot- 
sible  things  seem  to  be  inic.  Lucico  felt  as  if  he  had  taken 
•ome  narcotic,  and  Coralte  had  completed  the  work.  He 
plunged  into  ihisjojrous  in  toxical  ion. 

The  lights  in  the  great  chantklier  were  extinfcuishcd ;  there 
was  no  one  left  in  tltc  houK  exi=ep(  the  boxkeepers,  bmy  tak- 
ing away  footstools  and  shutting  doors,  the  nobcs  echoing 
strangely  through  the  empty  theatre.  The  footlights,  blown 
out  as  one  candle,  sent  up  a  fetid  reck  of  smoke.  The  cur- 
tain rofc  again,  a  laniem  was  lowered  from  the  ceiling,  and 
firemeti  and  stage  carpenters  departed  on  their  rounds.  The 
(airy  tceiics  of  the  stage,  the  rows  of  fair  (aces  in  the  boxes, 
the  d.'tzftitig  lights,  the  magical  illusion  of  new  scenery  and 
costume  had  all  disappeared,  and  dismal  darkness,  emptiness, 
and  cold  reigned  in  their  stead.  It  was  hideous,  Lncien  sU 
on  in  bewildcmient. 

"Weill  are  you  coming,  my  boy?"  Loostean's  voke 
called  from  the  stage.     "  Jump  down." 

Lucien  sprang  over.  He  scarcely  recognized  Florine  and 
Coralie  in  their  ordinary  quilted  jnletots  and  cloaks,  wilh 
their  faces  hidden  by  hats  and  thick  black  veils.  Two  butter- 
flies relumed  to  the  chrysalis  stage  could  itot  be  more  cotn- 
pletely  transformed. 

"Will  you  honor  roe  by  giving  me  your  arm?"  Contie 
asked  tremulously. 

"With  pleasure,"  said  Lucten.  He  could  feel  the  beating 
of  her  heart  throbbing  against  hi-i  like  some  snared  bird  as 
she  nestled  closrly  to  his  side,  with  sotDcthing  of  the  delight 
of  a  cat  that  nibs  herself  against  her  master  with  eager  silketi 
caresses. 

"  So  we  are  supping  together !  "  she  said. 

The  pnrly  of  four  found  two  cabs  waiting  for  thctn  at  the 
door  in  the  Rue  des  Foss4s-du-Templc.  Coralie  drew  Lucien 
to  one  of  the  iwn.  in  which  Camtisot  .ind  hi*  father- tn -law, 
old  Cardot,  were  seated  already.    Sh;  oflTered  du  Pruel  a  GAb 


plioet  uid  the  cnanBger  drove  off  with  Florine,  Matibt,  and 
Lowteau. 

"Tb»e  hackney  rabt  are  abominable  things,"  said  Coialie. 

"  Why  don't  )uu  have  a  c-arruge  1 "  returned  du  Brnel. 

"  Whjrf"  »be  asked  pettishly.  "  1  do  nol  like  to  tcU  you 
belbrc  Monsicar  Cardot'a  face  ;  for  he  trained  his  soD-in-law, 
Mdoobt.  WouM  you  believe  ii,  little  and  old  as  lie  U,  Mon- 
CkrdM  only  gives  Floieniine  Ave  hundred  frauu  a 
mh,  jtKi  alxKit  cnoagh  to  |>ay  for  her  rent  and  her  grub 
Ml  her  cloibff«.  I'hc  old  Marquti  de  Rochegudc  offered  me 
tbraogham  iwo  months  ago  and  Iw  has  six  hundred  ihousand 
bancs  a  year,  but  I  am  an  artist  and  nol  a  common  hussy." 

"  Vou  shall  have  a  carriage  the  day  after  to-moirow,  mis," 
*m1  Cantusot  benignly ;  "  you  ucver  asked  rue  for  one." 

"  As  if  cme  aiied  for  such  a  thing  ax  thai  t  What  [  you 
fevt  a  voinan  and  let  her  iKiddtc  about  in  the  iitud  at  the  risk 
•f  breaking  her  legs?  Nobody  but  a  knight  of  the  jardtlidc 
bks  to  Kc  a  draggled  skirt-hem." 

A»  ibe  ottered  the  shaq>  words  that  cnt  Camusot  to  the 
foick,  she  groped  for  Lacien's  knee,  and  pressed  it  between 
bcr  own  and  clasped  her  lingers  tightly  upon  his  hand.  She 
VIS  itlent.  All  her  power  to  feel  seemed  to  be  cDncroimted 
^B(i  the  ineffible  joy  of  a  moment  which  brings  compensa- 
tima  far  the  whole  wretched  \Kist  of  a  life  such  as  iliesc  poor 
amtarta  lead,  and  develops  within  their  souls  a  poetry  of 
vUek  Otbct  women,  happily  ignorant  of  ihoe  violent  reviil- 
rioM,  know  no4hing. 

"  You  played  like  Mademoiselle  Mars  herself  toward  the 
end,"  Bid  du  Brucl. 

'•  Ves,"  said  Camusot,  "  something  put  her  out  at  the  be- 
flBftiai;  bat  from  the  middle  of  the  second  act  to  the  very 
end  she  wa*  enough  to  drive  yon  wild  with  admiralioD. 
Half  of  the  succenof  your  play  wudue  to  her." 

"  And  half  of  her  succrts  b  due  to  me,"  said  du  Bruel. 

"  Thia  ia  aJl  mnch  ado  about  n«hing,"  said  Coralie  in  an 
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unfamiliar  voice.     And,  seizing  an  opportunity  in  the  dark-J 
iicss,  she  carried  Lucien's  hand  to  ber  lips  and  kisKd  it  andtj 
drenched    il    with    tears.     Lucieii    fell    thrtlk-d  through   and 
ihtough  by  lliat  touch,  for   in  the  humilily  of  the  courtesan's 
love  there  is  a  magnificence  which  might  set  an  example  to 
angels. 

"  Are  you  writing  the  diamaiic  criticism,  monsieur  ?  "  said 
du  Bruel,  addressing  Lucien ;  "you  can  write  a  charminf 
jiaragraph  about  our  dear  Coralie." 

"  Oh  I  do  us  that  little  service  !  "  pleaded  Camusol,  dowD 
on  his  knees,  metaphorically  speaking,  l>efore  the  critic. 
"  Vou  will  always  And  mc  ready  to  do  you  a  good  turn  at  any 
lime. ' ' 

"  Do  leave  liim  his  independence,"  Coralie  exclaimed 
angrily  ;  "  he  will  write  what  he  pleases.  Papa  Camusot,  buy 
carriages  for  me  instead  of  praises." 

"You  shall  have  them  on  very  easy  terms,"  Lucien  an- 
swered politely.  "  I  have  never  written  for  newspaper*  be- 
fore, so  I  am  not  accustomed  to  their  ways,  my  maiden  pen  is 
at  your  disposal " 

"That  IS  funny,"  said  du  Bruel. 

*'  Here  we  are  in  the  Rue  de  Bondy,"  said  Cardot.  Cora- 
lie's  salty  h.id  quite  crushed  the  little  old  man. 

'•  If  you  arc  giving  me  the  firstfniits  of  your  pen,  the  first 
tiive  that  has  sprung  up  in  my  heart  shall  be  yours,"  whispered 
Coralie  in  the  brief  inslant  thai  ihcy  remained  atone  tOigether 
in  the  cab ;  then  she  went  up  to  Florine's  bedroom  to  change 
her  (tress  for  a  toilet  previously  sent. 

I.ucien  had  no  iilea  how  lavishly  a  proiperow  merchant 
will  spend  money  upon  an  actress  or  a  misirefswhen  he  means 
to  enjoy  a  life  of  pleasure,  Matifal  was  not  nearly  so  rich  a 
man  as  his  friend  Camusot,  and  he  had  done  his  part  rather 
shabbily,  yet  Ihe  sight  of  the  dining-room  took  Lucien  bjr 
surprise.  The  walls  were  hung  with  green  cloih  with  a  Irartter 
of  gilded   nails,  the  whole  room  was  artistically  decorate<l, 
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liflHed  by  tauidsontc  lamps,  standi  lull  oi  Aowen  stood  in 
Ttaj  direction.  Tiic  drawing-toom  was  mpiendcnt  with  the 
feraitore  in  luhioa  in  tbote  days — a  Thomitc  chandelier,  i 
orprt  o(  Eutcrn  doign,  and  >eilovr  silken  liungings  relievnl 
bfk  brown  U>rd«r.  'llic  cai>dtet.tick.i,  and  irons,  and  clock 
■ne  all  in  good  taste ;  for  Malifat  had  left  everything  to 
C<indot,  a  rising  architect,  who  was  building  a  house  for  bill), 
ud  the  yvtuig  man  hod  taken  great  pains  with  the  rooms 
•hen  be  knew  that  Floriiie  was  to  occupy  them. 

Uuibl,  a  tradesnun  to  the  backbone,  went  about  carefnily, 
dnkl  lo  lotKh  the  new  furniture  ;  he  seemed  to  hare  the 
Mili  of  tbe  btllt  always  before  hi«  eyes,  and  lo  look  upon 
Ac  fptendors  about  him  as  so  much  jewelry  imprudently 
•ithdrawn  from  the  case. 

"  AihI  I  sliall  be  obliged  to  do  as  much  for  Florentine  I  " 
dd  Cardot's  eyes  »eeme<l  lo  say. 

Lacicn  at  once  b^an  lo  imderstand  Loutteaii's  indifTcrenee 
ttlbc  state  of  hit  garret.  £licnne  was  the  ical  king  of  ihese 
littivtls;  ^ienne  enjoyed  the  use  of  all  Ihe^  fine  things. 
Hr  wns  standing  just  now  on  the  hearth-rag  with  hb  back  to 
At  fire,  as  if  he  were  (he  master  of  the  house,  chatting  with 
llttiauiager.  who  was  congratulating  du  Bruel. 

"Copy,  copy!"  called  Finot.  coming  into  the  room. 
"Tliere  is  nothing  in  the  box;  the  printers  arc  setting  up 
•y  article,  and  they  wilt  soon  have  finished." 

"Wcwill  inatuge,"aid  itttenne.  "TlKre  is  a  Rre  burning 
is  Florilte's  lioudoir  ;  there  is  a  table  lliere  ;  and  if  Monsieur 
Matifltt  will  fiivd  ax  paper  and  ink,  we  will  knock  off  the 
ac«*{Mper  while  Florine  and  Coralic  are  dre^Mng." 

CvdM.  Ctmusot,  and  Mmifat  disappeared  in  Karch  of 
qsQls,  penkniTcs,  and  everything  necessary.  Sud<lcnly  the 
door  was  flung  open,  and  Tnllia,  one  of  the  prettiest  opera- 
dwcera  of  the  day,  dashed  into  the  room. 

"  Tbey  agree  to  take  the  hundred  copies,  dear  boy  I  "  she 
oied.  iddmsing  Finol ;  "  they  won't  cost  ttie  tnanagemcDt 


170                        A 

PROVINCIAL   AT  FAKIS. 

anything,  for  the  chorus  and  the  orchestn  and  the  fo^  dt 
baliet  are  lo  lake  them  whether  they  like  it  or  not  j  but  yoor 
pa])eT  is  so  clever  ihat  nobody  will  grumble.  And  you 
are  going  to  have  your  boxes.  Here  is  the  subscriptioo  for 
the  fiisl  quarter,"  she  continued,  holding  out  a  couple  ofv 
bank-notes ;  "  so  don'l  cut  me  up !  " 

"It  is  all  over  with  me!"  groaned  Finot ;  "  1  mast  sap- 
press  my  abominable  diatribe  and  I  haven't  another  notion  in 
my  head." 

"What  a  happy  itiiipiration,  divine  LaTs ! "  exclaiotcd 
Blondet,  who  had  followed  the  lady  upstairs  and  brought 
Nathan,  Vernou,  and  Claud  Vignoii  with  him.  "Stop  to 
supper,  there  is  a  dear,  or  I  will  crush  thee,  butterfly  as  tlHui 
an.  There  will  be  no  profe^ional  jcnlousin.  as  you  arc  a 
daneer ;  and  as  to  beauty,  you  have  all  of  you  too  much  sense 
to  show  jealousy  in  public." 

"Oh  dear!"  cried  Pinot,  "  Nathan,  Hondet.  du  Brael. 
help,  friends  I     I  want  five  columns." 

"  1  can  make  two  of  the  play,"  said  Lucien. 

"  I  have  enough  for  one,"  added  Louisieau. 

"  Very  well ;  Nathan,  Veniou,  am!  du  Bruel  will  make  the 
joke*  at  the  end  ;  and  Blondcl,  (looH  fellow,  surely  will  vouch- 
safe a  couple  of  short  columns  for  the  firril  sheet.  I  will  ran 
round  to  the  printer.  It  is  lucky  that  you  brought  yo«r  car- 
riage, Tullia." 

"  Yes,  but  the  Duke  i»  waiting  below  in  it  and  he  b«  t 
German  miniiiter  with  him." 

"  Ask  the  Uuke  and  the  minister  to  come  tip,"  aid  Mon- 
sieur Nathan. 

*'  A  German  ?  Tlicy  arc  the  ones  to  drink,  and  they  listen 
too ;  he  shall  hear  some  as!onishing  things  to  send  home  to 
his  Rovernmcut,"  cried  Blondcl. 

"  Is  there  any  stifliriently  serious  personage  lo  go  down  to 
speak  to  him  ? "  aiked  Finot.  "  Here,  du  Uruel,  you  are  an 
o^tal ;  bring  up  the  f>uc  de  Khtturt  and  the  tninbtCT,  and 
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yoor  un  lo  TuUti.     bear  bm  I  Tntlis,  bow  handsome 
i*n  to-aigfat  I" 

"  Wc  shall  be  thirteen  at  tiblc  I "  exclaimed  Maiifat,  pal- 
ITVbl;. 

**  No,  faoncm,"  laid  «  voice  in  tlte  Aoonny,  mil  Floren* 
nw  ippGUvd.   "  I  luTc  coflie  10  look  Aft^t  'milord  Curdut,'" 
^^c  aiklo),  ifcskinf  wiili  a  burlcw^tic  Kngliih  accent, 
^fe  **  Aad  bestidct"  umI  Luutfcau,  "  CUud  Vignoo  came  with 

^^H^SMght  bim  here  lo  drink,"  retained  Blondet,  takiDg 
^  jn  uihttAod.  "  Look  here,  all  of  yoo,  jrou  miut  ute  all 
foor  m  brfore  tliow  fifty-ui  boitlo  of  wine  drive  it  out. 
Aad,  of  All  tbinp,  uii  up  du  Brucl ;  he  ti  a  vaitdevilltMC,  be 
•  csfttble  of  making  bad  )Dk«i  if  you  get  him  to  concert 
ffcch." 

And  Ijidcn  wrote  hb  (Im  newti»p*r  arlkle  at  the  round 
laUr  in  Flonne't  bondoir,  hj  the  lif;hi  or  the  pink  cnndlea 
Sorted  by  Matifit;  brfmr  wii-h  ■  remarkable  audience  he 
\a  (how  what  he  coald  do. 


TkH  PAINNtAaiA-[>IIAUATIQirC. 


n>«   ptrfcnMKCV  of  ib(  "AloMe  i*  ■  l-lt," 
Ftnt  ai^ieinnn  M  M»t«nntictl«  I'liwltte. 


■n  l«ilini|[liii  Id  Ihne 
M»l(«KnKlk  C«c«tw. 


^^^^fcople  are  coning  and  going,  walking  and  talkinft,  rvrtv 
i  body  n  looking  for  tomethlng.  nobody  fltid*  Anything.  Ccne< 
HiU  babbnb.  Th«  Alcal-ir  haa  kM  hit  dauglikf  aod  fuand  l>U 
^Bip^  bat  the  capdtie*  not  fit  {  it  tnnti  belong  to  lome  thief. 
^piThere  i*  the  Ihtef  ^     fVnfJe  walk  and  talk,  and  owne  and  go 

th»n  orr.      Finally,  '  !  le  finda  a  man  without 

er,  and  bia  dait^.  --     '^.^Jioui  the  nunt  which  h 

clary  for  (he  magiitrMe.  but  not    for  the  aodienee. 

beisf  rcMored,  the  Alralde  Irtei  to  examine  th^-  man, 
\  «iecf«blc  Alcalde,  *illii>|  in  an  Alcaldc'a  greai  arm* 
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chair,  ^ranging  the  sleeves  of  his  Alcalde's  gown.  Onljr  IQ 
Spain  dfl  Alcaldes  cling  to  their  ciiormuus  slcercs  and  tretu' 
plaited  lawn  riiRl»  about  the  magisterial  tliroat,  a  good  half  of 
an  Alcalde's  business  on  the  stage  in  Paris.  This  pariictiUr 
Alcalde,  wheezing  and  waddling  about  like  an  asthmatic  old 
man,  is  Vignol,  on  whoni  Poticr's  mantle  has  fallen  ;  a  young 
actor  who  personates  old  age  so  admirably  that  llie  oldest 
men  in  the  audience  cannoi  help  laughing.  With  that 
quavering  voice  of  his,  that  bald  forehead,  and  those  spindle 
shanks  trembling  under  the  weight  ofa  senile  frame,  he  majriook 
forward  lo  a  long  career  of  dccrepiludc.  There  is  something 
alarming  about  the  young  actor's  old  age  ;  he  is  so  very  old ; 
you  feel  nervous  test  senility  should  be  infectious.  And  what 
an  admirable  Alcalde  he  makei^  \  What  a  delightful,  uneasy 
smile  1  what  pompous  stupidity  I  what  wooden  dignity  I  what 
judicial  hesitation  I  How  well  the  man  knows  that  black  may 
be  white,  or  while  black  I  How  eminently  well  he  is  fitted  to 
be  minister  to  a  consliltilionat  monarch!  The  stranger 
snsvrers  every  one  of  his  inquiries  by  a  (jueslinn  ;  Vignol  re- 
torts in  such  a  fashion  thai  the  person  under  examination 
elicits  all  the  truth  from  the  Alcalde,  This  piece  of  pOK 
comedy,  with  a  breath  of  Moliirc  throughout,  put  the  home 
in  good  humor.  The  people  on  the  stage  all  seemed  to  under* 
stand  what  they  were  about,  but  I  am  qtiiic  unable  lo  clear 
up  the  mystery,  or  to  say  wherein  it  lay;  for  the  Alcalde's 
daughter  wan  there,  personified  by  a  living,  breathing  Andalu- 
sian,  a  Spaniard  with  a  Spaniard's  eye,  a  Spaniard's  com- 
plexion, a  Spaniard's  gait  and  figure,  a  Spaniard  from  lop  to 
toe,  wiih  her  poniard  in  her  garter,  love  in  her  heart,  and  a 
crose  on  the  ribbon  about  her  neck.  When  the  act  was  o«r, 
and  sonieiwdy  asked  me  how  the  piece  w;i*  going,  I  answered, 
"  She  wears  scarlet  stockings  with  giecn  clocks  lo  them  ;  she 
has  a  litilc  foot,  no  larger  than  thai,  in  her  patent-leather 
shoes,  and  the  prellicsi  pair  of  ankln  in  Andaliitia?"  Oh  I 
that  Alcalde's  daughter  brings  your  heart  into  your  mouth; 


A  PKOVINCIAL  AT  PA/CIS. 


US 


«bc  uatAlKCS  you  M  hoiribljr,  that  you  long  to  spring  apoa 
tW  »:j|{e  And  oiler  bet  your  thatched  hovel  and  your  heart,  or 
iliiny  ihoouiMi  hvies  per  annum  and  your  pen.  The  Andalu- 
ma  i!>  ihc  lovclic&l  aciici&  id  Pans.  Coidlic,  for  she  must  be 
tailed  bjr  ber  real  uame,  caii  be  a  counters  oi  a  gtiiettt,  and 
■0  which  pan  she  would  be  wore  charming  one  cannot  tell. 
Sbe  can  be  anyilitng  that  the  chocnei;  she  is  boru  lo  achieve 
■U  pombilitics ;  can  more  be  said  of  a  boulevard  actress? 

With  the  second  act,  a  Parisian  Spaniard  appeared  upon 
the  Kene,  with  her  feaiures  cut  like  a  cameo  and  her  darigcr- 
•u  eyes.  "Where  does  she  conve  Uovat"  I  a&ked  in  niy 
lam,  aod  was  told  ttut  she  came  from  the  gieen-ioom,  and 
thai  »he  was  MademoueUe  Florine,  bu(,  upon  my  word,  I 
mid  not  believe  a  syllable  or  it,  such  spirit  was  there  in  her 
|Man»,  Mich  freniy  in  her  love.  She  is  the  rival  of  the 
Alcalde's  daughter,  and  ntarried  to  a  giandee  cut  out  lo  wear 
n  Alroaviva's  cloak,  with  stuff  suffiiient  in  it  for  a  hundred 
betlenrd  noblemen.  Mile.  Florine  wore  neither  scarlet 
MduDgs  with  green  clocks  nor  palent-Ieaihcr  shoes,  but  she 
ippeared  in  a  mantilla,  a  veil  which  she  put  to  admirable  uses, 
Ue  the  great  lady  that  she  is!  She  showed  to  admiration 
du  ibe  ligress  can  be  a  cat.  I  began  to  understand,  frora 
tke  Bparkling  talk  between  the  two,  that  some  drama  of 
JMlOMjr  was  going  on ;  and  just  as  everything  was  put  right, 
che  Alcalde's  stupidity  embroiled  everybody  again.  Torch. 
Wafers,  rich  men,  footmen,  Figaros,  grandees,  alcaldes,  dames, 
ind  damsels— the  whole  comguny  on  the  stage  began  lo  eddy 
Uxwt,  and  come  and  go.  and  look  for  one  another.  The  plot 
tUdened,  again  I  left  It  to  thicken  ;  for  Florine  the  jealous 
■ad  the  happy  Coralie  had  entangled  me  once  more  in  the 
bldsof  nuntillaaiid  tuMjiiina,  and  their  tiiitc  feel  were  twink- 
ling in  my  eyes. 

I  Bunoged,  however,  to  reach  the  third  act  without  any 
nUup.  The  commissary  of  police  was  not  compelled  to  in- 
latere,  and  I  did  nothing  to  scandaUic  the  house,  wlicrcforc 
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I  begin  lo  believe  in  the  inQuence  of  tlut  "  public  and  relig- 
ious morality,"  aljout  whicli  tbe  ctuuuber  of  depoiic*  is  so 
anxious,  llial  any  one  might  think  tlKie  was  no  moralitjr  left 
in  France.  I  even  coiitcivcd  lu  gjilicr  tlut  a  man  wat  in  lore 
with  [WO  women  who  failed  to  return  his  alTcciion,  or  else 
that  two  women  weie  in  love  with  a  man  who  loved  neither 
or  theiui  the  man  diu  not  love  the  Alcalde,  or  ibc  Alcalde 
had  no  love  for  the  man,  who  was  nevertheless  a  galbnt  gen- 
tleman, and  in  love  with  ioincbody,  with  himself,  perlupd,  or 
with  heaven,  if  the  woist  came  to  the  worst,  for  Itc  becomes  a 
monk.  And  if  you  want  to  know  any  more,  you  can  go  to 
the  i*anorama-Dramatiquc.  You  aie  hereby  given  fair  want- 
ing'— you  must  go  once  to  accustom  yourself  lo  those  irresist- 
ible scarlet  stockings  with  the  green  clocks,  to  little  feel  full 
of  promises,  to  eyea  witli  a  ruy  of  sunlight  shining  through 
them,  to  the  subtle  charm  of  a  Pacisicnne  disguised  as  an 
Andalusian  girl,  and  of  an  Andalusian  masquerading  as  a 
Parisicnne.  Vou  must  go  a  second  lime  to  enjoy  the  play,  to 
shed  tears  over  the  iove-dtsiracted  grandee,  and  die  of  laugh- 
ii'g  at  the  old  Alcalde.  The  play  is  twice  a  success.  The 
author,  who  writes,  it  is  said,  in  collaboration  with  one  of  the 
great  poets  of  the  day,  was  called  before  the  curtain,  and  ap- 
peared with  a  love-distraught  damsel  on  each  arm,  and  fairly 
brought  down  the  excited  house.  The  two  dancers  seemed 
to  have  more  wit  in  their  tegs  than  the  author  himself;  bat 
when  once  the  fair  rivals  left  the  stage,  the  dialogue  seemed 
witty  at  once,  a  triumphant  proof  of  the  excellence  of  the 
piece.  The  ap|)lausc  and  calls  for  the  author  caused  the 
architect  some  anxiety  ;  but  M.  dc  Cursy.  the  author,  being 
accustomed  lo  the  volcanic  eruptions  of  the  reeling  Vesuvius 
beneath  the  chandelier,  felt  no  tremor.  As  for  the  actresses, 
they  danced  the  famous  bolero  of  Seville,  which  once  fount) 
favor  in  the  sight  of  a  council  of  reverend  Cithers,  and  escaped 
ecclesiastical  censure  in  spite  of  its  wanton  dangcroii.t  grace. 
The  bolero  in  itself  would  be  enough  to  attract  old  age  while 
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there  is  an^  lingering  heal  of  jroutli  in  the  veins,  and,  out  of 
chanty,  I  warn  th«c  pcnoi»  to  keep  the  lcn*cs  of  ihcir  opera- 
HiuMA  well  polished. 


While  Lacicn  wu  writing  a  column  which  was  to  Bet  a  new 
Mtien  In  Joomalisro  and  reveal  a  fmh  and  original  gift, 
tflBtau  indited  an  article  of  the  kind  described  ai  maurt* — 
1  ikctch  of  conteinporary  manners,  entitled  "The   Elderly 

••  The  buck  of  the  em[Mre,"  He  wrote,  "  b  invariably  long, 
ikmlcr,  and  wrll  preserved.  He  we.irs  a  corset  and  the  crois 
of  ibe  Legion  of  Honor.  His  name  was  originally  I\}tclct, 
m  Kxaetliing  very  like  it;  but  to  stand  well  with  the  coun, 
teeootetrcd  a  ob  upon  himself,  and  du  Fotclct  he  is  until 
uoiber  revolution.  A  baron  of  the  eingnre,  a  man  of  two 
cmU,  as  hid  name  i^PottUt,  a  poM)  impticM,  lie  is  paying  hb 
cswt  to  the  Faubourg  Sain  [-Germain,  afLer  a  youth  gloriously 
ud  iscfully  spent  as  the  agreeable  trainbearcr  of  a  sister  of 
ittt  tBAo  whom  decency  forbids  me  to  roettiion  by  name.  Du 
hirin  bai  forgotten  that  be  was  once  in  waiting  upon  her 
lapeml  highnc^i  hui  he  still  aingii  the  song*  composed  for  the 
btoeftctms  wIk)  look  such  a  tender  interest  in  hii  career,"  and 
n  fonh,  and  to  forth ;  ii  was  a  tissue  of  |>ersonaltiies,  sill  jr  enough 
far  ibe  n>ofl  part,  such  as  ihcy  used  to  write  in  iho«c  days. 
Other  pipcn,  and  notably  the  "Figaro,"  have  brought  the 
an  to  a  curious  perfection  since.  Ixustcau  compared  the 
BariM  to  a  heron,  and  intrmluced  Mnie.  dc  Bargeton,  to 
whom  he  was  paying  his  conil.  as  a  cutttcfnh  bone,  a  burlesque 
afaMirdiiy  wliith  amused  readers  who  knew  neither  of  the  per- 
lODagGi.  The  Ulcaof  the  loves  of  the  heron,  who  tried  in 
vaia  to  twallow  the  cultleAih  bone,  which  broke  into  three 
p»cces  when  be  dropped  it,  wai  irmistibly  ludicrous.  Every- 
body rcmemben  the  Mnntion  which  the  pleasantry  made  in 
ibr  Favbottrg  Saint-Germain  i  it  was  the  first  of  a  serieaof 
*  Lii.  r  Muincn ;  mnainf  pcnocial  Kinlb*. 
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similu  uticlcs,  and  iras  on«  of  th«  (housand  and  one  cxaaa 
which  provoked  (he  rigorous  press  legislation  of  Charles  X. 

An  iiour  laier,  Bloiidel,  Lousteau,  and  LucicD  came  batk  to 
the  drawing-room,  where  the  other  gue&ls  were  chatting.  Tlie 
Duke  was  Ihetc  and  the  minister,  the  four  women,  the  three 
merchants,  the  manager,  and  Finol.  A  printer's  devil,  with 
a  paper-cap  on  his  head,  was  wailing  even  then  for  copy. 

"The  men  are  just  going  off,  if  I  have  ooihiug  to  lake 
them,"  he  said. 

"  Stay  a  bit,  here  are  ten  francs,  ftnd  tell  them  to  wait," 
said  Finol. 

'■It  (  give  them  the  money,  sir,  they  would  take  to  ti{>pk- 
Ography,  and  good-njghl  to  the  newspaper." 

"That  boy's  coinmonseuse  is  appalling  to  me,"  remarked 
Ftnot;  and  the  minister  was  in  the  middle  of  a  prediction  of 
a  briUinnl  future  for  the  urchin,  when  the  three  came  m. 
Blondct  read  aloud  an  extremely  clever  article  against  ibe 
Romantics;  Lousleau's  paragraph  dicw  laughter,  and  hy  the 
Due  de  Rh£lor6's  advice  an  indirect  eulogium  of  Mmc.  d'Es- 
pard  was  slipped  in,  lest  the  whole  Faubourg  SaiDt-GeniiaiD 
should  take  offense. 

"And  now  what  have  ycu  written?"  asked  Finot,  taming 
to  Lucien. 

And  Lucien  read,  quaking  for  fear,  but  the  room  rang  with 
applause  when  he  finished  ;  the  actresses  embraced  the  neo- 
phyte i  and  the  two  merchants,  following  suit,  half-choked 
(he  breath  out  of  him.  There  were  tears  in  du  Bnicrt  eye* 
as  he  grasped  his  critic's  hand,  and  the  manager  invited  htm 
to  dinner. 

*'  There  arc  no  children  nowadays."  said  Blondel.  "  Since 
Monsieur  de  Chateaubriand  called  Victor  Hugo  a  '  sublime 
child,'  I  can  only  tell  you  quite  simply  that  you  have  spirit 
and  taite,  and  write  like  a  gentleman." 

"He  is  on  the  newspaper,"  said  Finot,  as  be  thanked 
^ticnne  and  gave  him  a  shrewd  glaiicp. 
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"Whai  joke*  have  you  nude?"  inquired  l.ousIcau,  tvTning 
leSlondet  anti  du  Unief. 
"Heft  are  du  Brucl's,"  said  Nathan. 

V  "Now  t)»ai  M.  le  Vicomte  d'A is  Miraciing  so 

acb  attention,  they  will  perhaiit  let  mt  alone,"  H.  le  Vi< 
none  DccnostheDe*  wu  heard  to  say  ycsictday. 

•,•  An  Ultra,  condemning  M.  Pasquier's  speech,  said  hi* 
ingmnme  was  only  a  coniinuation  of  Dcciizc's  policy. 
"Vo,"  said  a  lady,  "  but  he  stands  on  a  Monarchical  basis, 
W  has  josi  iIk  kind  of  leg  for  a  Coort  mit." 

"With  such  a  beginning,  I  don't  a&k  more  of  you,"  nid 
Fool;  "it  will  be  all  tight.  Run  round  with  this,"  he 
■ddcd.  taming  to  the  boy;  "itie  jupcris  not  exactly  a  genuine 
•niele,  bat  il  is  our  bnt  number  yel,"  and  he  lunicd  to  the 
popof  writen.  Already  I.i>cten*s  cotleagiKS  were  privately 
lAlBg  hit  measure. 

"That  fellow  has  brain.<,"  said  Blondel. 

"Ht»  article  iewelt  written."  said  Claud  Vignon. 

•■Sapper  • "  cried  Matifat. 

The  Duke  gave  hit  arm  to  Florine,  Coralie  wenl  ncrou  lo 
Lnrim,  and  Tatlia  went  in  to  supper  between  Emile  Btondet 
1*1  the  German  minister. 

'*  I  cannot  understand  why  you  are  making  an  onslaught  on 
Uidaoie  dc  Ibrgcton  and  the  Baron  da  Chiletet ;  they  aiy 
<)>M  he  is  prcfect-deugnnte  of  the  Charente,  and  wilt  be  a 
Bvler  of  requests  some  day." 

"  If ariame  de  Bargpton  showed  Lucien  the  door  as  if  he  had 
Wtt  an  impostor,"  said  I.ousIenii. 

■'  Soch  a  fine  young  fellow  I  "  exclaimed  the  minister. 

Sapper,  serve*!  with  new  plate,  Stvrcs  porcelain  and  white 

redolent  of  opulence.      The  dishes  were  from 

^Vvtt.  the  wines  from  a  celebrated  merchant  on  the  Quai 
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Saint-Bernard,  a  persona)  friend  of  Matifai**.  For  Ibe  first 
time  Lucien  beheld  ihc  luxury  of  Paris  displayed ;  he  went 
from  siin>iise  to  suqirise,  but  lie  kept  liis  astonishment  lo  him- 
sdr,  like  a  man  who  had  spirit  and  laste  and  wrote  like  a  gen- 
tleman, as  Blondet  had  said. 

As  ihey  crossed  the  drawing-room  Coralle  bent  to  Florine, 
"Make  Catnusot  so  drunk  that  he  will  be  comjiclled  to  stop 
here  all  night,"  she  whispered. 

'■  So  you  have  hooked  your  journalist,  have  you  ?  "  returned 
Klorine,  using  the  idiom  of  women  of  her  class. 

"  No,  dear;  I  love  him,"  said  Curaiic,  with  an  ador^Ue 
Itllte  shrug  of  the  shmilders. 

Those  words  rang  in  Lucicn's  cars,  borne  to  them  by  the 
fifth  deadly  sin.  Corahewas  perfectly  dressed.  Every  woman 
possesses  some  iwrsonal  diarm  in  perfection,  and  Coralie'i 
toilet  brought  her  characteristic  beauty  into  prominence. 
Her  drew,  moreover,  like  Florinc's,  wasof  some  exquisite  stuff, 
unknown  as  yet  to  (he  publir,  a  meusstline  de  sme,  with  which 
CamiMot  had  been  supplied  a  few  d.ij-s  Iwforc  the  rest  of  the 
world  ;  for,  asownerof  the  "Golden  Cocoon,"  he  was  s  kind 
of  Providence  in  Paris  to  the  Lyons  silk-weavers. 

I^ve  and  the  toilet  are  like  color  and  perfume  for  a  woman, 
and  Coralic  in  her  happinets  looked  lovelier  than  ever.  A 
tooked-for  delight  which  cannot  etude  the  grup  possesses  an 
immense  charm  for  youth  ;  perhaps  in  their  eyes  the  secret  of 
the  artraction  of  a  house  of  pleasure  lies  in  the  certainty  of 
gnlificalion  ;  perhaps  many  a  long  fidelity  is  attributable  lo 
the  s.ime  caune.  I.ove  for  love's  sake,  fint  love  indeed,  had 
blended  wilh  one  of  the  strange  violent  fancies  which  sontetima 
pos«S5  these  poor  creature*;  and  love  and  admiration  of 
Lucicn's  great  beauty  taught  Coralie  to  express  the  thooghts 
in  her  heart. 

"  I  should  love  you  if  you  were  ill  and  ugly,"  she  whispered 
as  they  sat  down. 

What  a  saying  for  a  poet  I       Camusot  vanished   Utterly, 
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had  forgotten  hin  existence,  he  uw  Cornlie.  and  had 
ryes    Tor    nothing  ebe.       How  should    he   draw    back — this 
crcaiurr.  «ll  sensation,  all   enjoyment  of  life,  tired  of  the 
■ocotony  of  exntence  in  a  couolry  town,  weary  of  poverty, 
htiHKd  by  eofofced  continence,  impatient  of  the  4:lau.itra] 
life  of  the  Rue  dc  Clnny,  of  toiling  without  reward?     The 
iMCinjlion  of  the  underworld  of  Paris  was  upon  him  ;  how 
dK«](i  he  riie  and  leave  this  brilliant  gathering?     Liicien 
■ood  with  one  foot  in  Coralie's  chamber  and  the  other  in  the 
qstcksuidi  of  joarnalism.     After  so  much  vain  search  and 
dimbing  of  so  many  viairt,  after  standing  about  and  wailing 
B  the  RtK  de  Sentier,  he  had  found  journalism  a  jolly  boon 
eoopuiion,  joyous  over  the  wine.     Hit  wrong^t  had  just  been 
■vtaged.     There  were  two  for  whom  he  had  vainly  striven  to 
lU  the  cap  of  humiliation  and  \a\\\  which  he  had  been  made  to 
drink  to  the  dregv,  and  now  lo-morrow  they  should  receive  a 
nh  in   their  very  beaita.     "Here  is  a  real   friend  1"  he 
dMubt,  B  he  looked  at  Lousieau.    It  never  crossed  his  mind 
An  LrOMMcan  already  regarded  him  as  a  dangerous  rival.    He 
bd  Bktde  a  blunder ;  he  hod  done  hts  very  ticst  when  a  color- 
tcB  article  would  have  «erved  him  admiraUy  well.    Blondel's 
iBurk  lo  FiiJOt,  that  it  would  l>e  Ixtter  to  come  to  term-i 
^bth  ■  nan   of  that  calibre,   had   coanieracted    Lo«isieau's 
^Kttving  )calousy.     He  reflected  that  it  would  be  prudent  to 
^^ep  on  good  lermt  with  Lucien,  snd,  at  the  umc  time,  to 
^«niigr  with  Finol  to  exploit  this  formidable  ncw-comet^he 
■oat  he  kept  in   poverty.     The  decision  was  made  in  a  mo 
mcnt  and  the  bargain  made  in  a  few  whispered  words. 
"He  has  talent," 
"  He  will  want  the  more." 
"Ah?" 
^•'  Good  I  " 

^P**  A  auppcr  among  French  journalists  always  fills  mc  with 
drrad,"  laid  the  German  diplomatist,  with  serene  urbanity ; 
kt  leofccd  M  he  spoke  at  Blondet,  wlMm  he  had  laet  at  the 
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Comtcsse  de  Mont  cornet's,  "  It  is  Iiid  upon  you,  gentlemen, 
to  fulfill  the  proi>hecy  of  Blilcher's." 
'•  What  prophecy  ?  "  asked  Nathan. 
"When  BlSchcr  and  Sacken  arrived  on  the  heights  of 
Moniiuarlre  in  1814  (pirdon  me,  genilemen,  for  reealling  a 
day  unfortunate  for  France),  Sacken  (a  rough  bntte),  re- 
marked, 'Now  we  will  sei  Paris  alight  !  '  'Take  very  good 
care  thai  you  don't,'  said  Blitcher.  '  France  will  die  of  that, 
nothing  else  can  kill  her,'  and  he  waved  his  hand  over  the 
glowing,  seething  city,  that  lay  like  a  huge  canker  in  the 
valley  of  the  Seine.  There  are  no  journaltsis  in  our  country, 
thank  heaven  !  "  continued  the  minister,  after  a  pause.  "I 
have  not  yet  recovered  from  the  fright  that  little  fellow  gave 
me,  a  boy  of  ten,  in  a  paper-cap,  wiih  the  sense  of  an  old 
diplomatist,  And  to-night  I  feel  as  if  I  were  sopping  wiili 
lions  and  panthers,  who  graciously  sheathe  their  claws  in  my 
honor." 

'■  It  is  clear,"  said  Blondet,  "  thai  we  are  at  liberty  to  in- 
form Euro|je  that  a  serpent  dropped  ftoro  your  «ccUencj'« 
lips  this  evening,  and  that  the  venomous  creature  liailed  to 
inoculate  Mademoiselle  Tnllia,  the  prettiest  dancer  in  Paris ; 
and  to  follow  up  the  story  with  a  commentary  on  Eve,  and 
the  Scriptures,  and  the  first  and  last  transgression.  But  have 
no  fear,  you  are  our  guest." 

"  It  would  be  funny."  said  Fmot. 

"We  would  begin  with  a  scientific  tre.ttise  on  all  the 
serpeniit  found  in  the  human  heart  and  human  body,  and  so 
proceed  to  the  diplomatic  corps,"  said  Ijjusteau. 

*•  And  we  could  exhibit  one  in  spirits,  in  a  boilte  of  bran- 
died  cherries,"  said  Vernoa. 

"  Till  you  yourself  would  end  by  believing  in  the  story," 
added  Vignon,  looking  at  the  diplomatist. 

"Gentlemen,"  cried  the  Dtic  de  Rhtlor*.  "let  sleeping 
claws  lie." 

"Tlie  influence  and  power  of  the  press  is  only  dawning," 
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■id  FiiKil.  "  Journalism  b  in  its  inEincy ;  k  will  grow.  In 
tn  jcxn'  lime  eveiything  will  be  brought  into  publicity,  Tlie 
li|hi  of  ibodght  will  be  lunteil  on  all  subjeci>,  and " 

"The  blight  of  thought  will  be  over  it  all,"  corrected 
BIcadet. 

"  Hcte  is  an  apophthegm,"  cried  Claud  Vignon. 

"  Tboag:ht  will  maVe  kings,"  said  Lousicau. 

"And  undo  monarch^,"  said  ttie  Gernun. 

"And,  iherefore,"  said  Blondei,  •■  if  the  press  did  not  exist, 
k  would  be  DKCsury  to  invent  it  forthwith.  But  here  we 
hrw  it,  and  live  by  it." 

**Yoa  will  die  of  it,"  returned  the  German  diplomaiist. 
**Cbb  yoa  not  see  that  \\  you  enlighten  the  inasses  and  raise 
dma  lo  the  political  scale,  you  make  it  nil  ihe  hanler  for  iIk 
iadivldual  to  rise  above  their  level?  Cm  you  not  see  that  if 
)wa  sow  the  seeds  of  reasoning  among  the  working-claiscs, 
jFDO  will  reap  revolt,  and  be  the  first  to  Tall  viciiit»?  What 
do  they  smash  in  Paris  when  a  riot  begins?  " 

*•  The  street -lamps,"  said  Nathan,  in  reply  to  the  Gertnan ; 
"but  we  are  too  modest  to  fear  for  ourselves,  we  only  ran  the 
risk  of  cracks." 

"As  a  nation  you  have  too  much  mental  activity  to  allow 
any  government  to  ran  its  coarse  without  interference.  But 
(or  thai,  you  would  make  the  conqum  of  Europe  a  second 
IMW,  and  win  with  titc  pen  all  that  yuu  failed  to  keep  with 
Ine  sword* 

"  Joamalism  (s  an  evil."  said  Claud  Vignon.  "  The  erit 
my  have  its  uses,  but  the  prewnt  government  is  r«olved  to 
(ait  it  dowD.  There  will  be  a  battle  over  it.  Who  wilt  give 
way?    Thai  >i  the  question  " 

**  The  government  will  give  way,"  said  Blondet.  "  I  keep 
lellirg  people  that  with  all  my  might!  Intellectual  power  it 
Mf  great  power  in  France  ;  and  the  press  has  more  wit  than 
all  men  of  intellect  put  together,  and  the  hypocrisy  of  Tarlafe 
beside." 


^ 
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iIBtoodet!  ipoB SIC gomg  too  fart  "called  Pinal. 
\fK3feai." 

"Toaaie  thepM^ncBrof^Kof  iheaepcHMMlhopst  jrod 
ba«c  KXMa  ca  be  ■Aaid ;  ku  I  cv>  fangtt  at  tbe  wfaefe  btuioeu, 
erea  rf  I  tire  by  rt." 

•*BlaodnBi^i,'*«BiGiMdr«MB.  *•  jeonahno.  so 
bx  fron  betii{  iathe  haadtefft  pri»jlh»cit,  caa«M  be  fint 
a  panjr  vopoo,  ami  then  a  cb— moal  specataboa,  cairied 
oo  wtthow  auHiKieaKK  or  Kwipfewtte  other  «MM«e«iai  specn- 
hn-~—  E««f7  imvpifer,  h  BIpndei  njs,  is  a  sbop  to  wtikli 
fcoflr  cone  far  <ipiiiioni  of  tbe  right  shade,  tf  there  was  a 
pafer  fat  faaBcUMcfcs,  it  ■niiti  set  fenh  phiatT,  aMntiag  aad 
eveai^,  in  ita  t*^t— — _  the  beaat]r,  tbe  Mtlitir,  aad  necessity 
of  defcrmiry.  A  oewspoper  ts  ao(  Miypoawl  to  enligtiten  it* 
reaJen,  hat  to  Mp^y  then  with  confcnbl  opiDioas.  Give 
me  ewNfli,  and  it  trill  be  base,  hypocriticd, 
,  and  tnaehetoos;  the  periodical  pms  will  be  the 
<leafh  of  idcB,  systeras,  aod  tndivHlaa!« ;  nay.  it  will  floarish 
opoa  tbeir  decay.  It  will  take  the  credit  of  all  creations  of 
tht  bnin :  the  harm  that  it  does  is  done  anoaymowly.  Wc, 
lor  instaoce — I,  CUad  Vigtroo ;  yov.  Bloodci ;  jrov,  Loustcaa ; 
aod  yoa,  Fiaot — we  are  all  Platos,  Ariuidcs,  and  Cateo, 
Plotarch's  loen,  in  thon ;  we  are  all  [amaciiUte ;  we  nay 
wash  oor  hands  of  all  iniquity.  Napoleon's  sBblttnc  aphorism, 
HBgestcd  by  his  stady  of  tbe  convention,  *  No  one  tndividal 
is  respoonbie  for  a  cTioie  cotnmiiml  coIlectiiTly,'  soom  ap 
the  whole  significance  of  a  phcnomcDon,  monl  or  ininonl, 
whichever  yoo  please.  However  shanKfuUy  a  newspaper  may 
behave,  the  dri{;race  attaches  to  no  one  petson." 

"The  aulhoriiiei will  resort  to  repressive kfislatioo,"  int€i^ 
posed  iId  Broel.     "A  bw  is  going  to  be  passed,  in  fart." 

"  Pooh  I  "  rctoned  Nathan.  <■  What  Is  the  law  it<  Fruee 
against  tbe  spirit  in  which  it  is  received,  the  most  subtle  of 
all  solvents  ?  " 

"  Idcxs  and  opinions  can  only  be  coootencted  by  opinima 
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Md  idoc,"  VigQon  continued.     "  By  »)i«er  terror  and  dcs- 
yaoma,  ^nd  b<r  no  other  omous,  can  you  eztinguuh  the  gcnitu 
if  the  Frcacb  auioa ;  for  tbe  language  leodi  tl»elf  admirabljr 
toitWoo  mA  ambiguity.     Epigram  brcsks  out  the  more  for 
itfnmive  legisUiion  ;  it  ii  like  «e«n  in  an  engine  without  a 
■fctf-vaive.     TIic  King,  for  ciuuu^le,  docs  right ;  if  a  ncws- 
^ipcr  b  against  htm,  the  minister  gets  all  tlte  credit  of  the 
■OMUC.  and  nee  vertA.     A  iiewspajKt  invcnli  a  scandalous 
Mil     ll  has  been  muinfurroed.     If  ll>e  vicliin  complaias,  the 
paper  gelt  off  with  an  apology  for  taking  so  great  a  freedom. 
If  (lie  CMS  is  taken  into  court,  tbe  editor  complains  that  no- 
body adwd  him  to  rectify  the  mi^ake;  but  ask  for  tcdren, 
aad  be  will  laugh  in  yotu  face  and  treat  his  offense  as  a  mere 
tsilr.     Tbe  paper  scofli  if  the  victim  gains  the  dayj  and  if 
haerf  damages  arc  awardMl,  the  plaintiir  is  held  up  as  an 
OTpKriotic  obscurantist  and  a  menace  to  the  liberties  of  the 
ooatry.     In  the  course  of  an  article  purporting  to  explain 
tkai  Muniteur  So-aod-ao  is  as  honest  a  man  as  you  will  find  in 
tW  kingdum,  ycm  are  informed  that  he  is  no  better  tttan  a 
commun  thief.     The  sins  of  the  press  i     Pooh  I  mere  triflc!! ; 
tbe  cnrtailers  of  its  libeiiies  are  monsters  ;  and  gire  him  time 
VM^h,  the  constant  reader  is  persuaded  to  believe  anything 
yoa  picaec.     Everything  which  does  not  suit  the  newspaper 
vffl  be  uupiiirioiic,  and  the  [Mess  will  be  infallible.     One 
nliglaii  will  be  played  off  agaimt  another,  and  the  charter 
mriM  llw  King.     The  presi  will  bold  up  the  magistracy  to 
Mora  (or  nic:ing  out  rigorous  justice  to  the  press,  and  ap- 
plad  its  action  when  it  serves  the  cause  of  parly  Itatred. 
TW  nxM  sensational  iktions  will  be  invented  to  increase  the 
nobttion ;  joumaliara  will  descend  to  mountebanks'  iricks 
vaiby  of  BoMche  ;  Jwirn-ilim  would  serve  uji  its  failier  with 
%  attic  salt  of  its  own  wit  sooner  than  fail  to  iniercai  or 
■MM  tbe  public  ;  )ournatism  will  ouido  the  a>i:lor  w)ii>  put 
W  loo's  ashes  into  the  urn  to  draw  real  tears  from  his  eyeS) 
w  the  mistress  who  sacrifices  cTcrytbing  to  her  lover." 
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"Journalistic  b,  in  ba,  the  people  in  folio  form,"  inter- 
nijilfd  Blondel. 

"  The  people  with  hypocrisy  acldcfl  and  (;en«ro>ity  lacking," 
Mid  Vignon.  ''All  real  ability  will  be  driven  out  front  the 
ranks  of  journalism,  as  Arislides  was  driven  into  exile  by  the 
Athenians.  We  shall  se«  ncws|Nipers  stand  in  the  fim  in- 
stance by  tnen  of  honor,  falling  sooner  or  laicr  into  the  handt 
of  men  of  abilities  even  lower  than  the  average,  bnt  endowed 
with  the  resistance  and  flexibility  of  iiKJia-nibber,  qualities 
denied  to  noble  genius ;  nay,  perhaps  the  future  newspaper 
proprietor  will  be  the  tradesman  with  iiapital  sufficient  to  buy 
venal  pens.  We  see  such  things  already  indeed,  but  in  ten 
yean'  time  every  little  youngster  that  has  left  school  will  take 
himself  for  a  great  man,  slash  his  predecessors  from  the  lofty 
height  of  a  newspaper  column,  drag  them  down  by  the  feel, 
and  take  their  place. 

"  Najwleon  did  wisely  when  he  muiiled  the  prett.  I 
would  wager  that  the  opposition  papcre  would  iMitcr  down  a 
government  of  their  own  setting  up,  just  as  they  are  battering 
the  present  government,  if  any  demand  was  refused.  The 
more  they  have,  the  more  they  will  want  in  the  way  of  con* 
cessions.  The  parvenu  journalist  will  be  succeeded  by  the 
starveling  hnclc.  There  is  no  salve  for  this  sore.  It  is  a  kind 
of  corruption  which  grows  more  and  more  obtrusive  and 
malignant  :  the  wider  it  spreads,  the  more  patiently  it  will 
be  endured,  until  the  day  comes  when  newspapers  shall  so 
Increase  and  multiply  in  the  earth  that  confusion  will  be  the 
result — a  second  Ral>el.  We,  all  of  us,  inch  ai  we  are.  have 
reason  to  know  that  crowned  kings  are  less  ungrateful  than 
kings  of  our  profession  ;  that  the  most  sordid  man  of  basineas 
is  not  so  mercenary  nor  so  keen  in  speculation  ;  that  our 
brains  arc  coinumcd  to  futnish  their  daily  supply  of  poisonous 
trash.  And  yet  we,  all  of  us.  will  continue  to  write,  like 
men  who  work  in  quicksilver  mine»,  knowing  that  they  are 
doomed  to  die  of  their  trade. 
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"  t.ook  there,"  be  conliDucd,  "  at  lliat  young  man  silting 
beudc  Curalic — wliat  is  liU  name  ?  I.ucien  !  He  has  a 
beautiful  fftcc ;  he  u  B  |)oe( ;  and  what  is  more,  he  b  witty — 
M  noch  ibc  better  for  him.  Weil,  he  will  cross  the  ihmbold 
of  ooc  of  those  deiu  wIkig  a  man's  intellect  '\%  prostituted  ; 
he  will  put  all  his  best  and  finest  thought  into  hii  work  ;  he 
«iU  blunt  his  intellect  and  sully  his  soul ;  he  will  be  guilty  of 
•Doaymoui  meannesses  which  take  the  place  or  stratagem, 
pilbge,  aiKl  ratting  to  the  enemy  in  the  warfare  o{  (imJoltieri. 
Ami  when,  like  hundreds  more,  be  hai  squandered  his  genius 
in  tbe  aeTTke  of  others  who  find  the  capital  and  do  no  work, 
tfaoK  dealers  in  poisons  will  leave  him  to  sian-e  if  he  is 
,tU»ty,  and  to  die  of  thir&l  if  he  it  ilarving." 

»Thaaks,"iaid  Finot. 

"*B(il,  dear  me,"  continued  Claud  Vignon,  "/  knew  all 
Ihia.  yet  here  am  I  in  the  gnlkj-s,  and  the  arrival  of  another 
oonvict  gives  me  pleasure.  We  arc  cleverer,  Bloodet  and  I, 
than  McHtcurs  Tfiis  and  That,  who  speculate  in  our  abilities, 
jct  nerertbeless  we  are  always  eaploited  by  them.  We  liave 
a  heart  somewhere  beneath  the  intellect ;  we  have  not  llie 
ipioi  qualities  of  t)te  man  who  makes  others  work  for  him. 
We  are  indolent,  we  like  to  look  on  at  the  game,  we  arc 
■nliiiriii.  and  wc  are  fastidious ;  they  will  sweat  our  brains 
and  Uamc  us  for  improvidence." 

"  1  thought  you  would  be  more  amusing  than  this  I  "  said 
norine. 

"  Floriae  b  right,"  said  Blondel ;  "  let  us  leave  the  cure 
of  pabtic  evils  to  those  quacks  the  statesmen.  As  Oiarlct 
ssjPi,  'Quarrel  with  my  own  bread  and  butter?    Nfvtr  t'  " 

"  Do  you  know  what  Vignon  puis  me  in  mind  of?"  said 
Lomeaa.  "Of  one  of  those  fat  wonxn  in  the  Rue  du  Ptli- 
caa  telling  a  school-boy,  '  My  boy,  you  are  too  young  to  comtt 
bere.-" 

A  burst  of  latighter  followed  the  sally,  but  it  pleased  Cora- 
Tb«  tocrchanu  meanwhile  ale  and  drank  and  Ibtened. 
C. 
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"  What  a  nation  this  is !  Yoii  see  so  much  good  in  Jt  and 
so  much  evil,"  said  ihe  minister,  adJressing  ihr  Due  dc  Rh*- 
tort.  "  You  are  prodigals  who  cannot  min  yourselves,  gcntle- 
meu." 

And  so,  by  the  blessing  of  cliance,  I.ucien,  standing  on  the 
brink  of  the  precipice  over  which  he  was  destined  lo  fall, 
heard  warnings  on  all  sides.  D'Arlhei  hud  set  hiro  on  the 
right  road,  had  shown  him  the  noble  method  of  work  aod 
aroused  in  him  the  spirit  before  which  all  ob&iaclcs  diuppcar. 
Louileau  himself  (partly  from  selfish  motives)  had  tried  to 
warn  him  away  by  describing  journalism  and  literature  in 
their  practical  aspects.  I.ucien  had  refused  to  believe  iliat 
there  could  be  so  much  hidden  corruption  ;  but  now  he  had 
heard  the  journalists  themselves  crying  woe  for  their  hurt,  !« 
had  seen  them  at  their  work,  had  watched  them  tearing  their 
foster-mother's  heart  to  read  auguries  of  the  future. 

Tiial  evening  he  had  seen  thiiigi  as  they  are.  He  beheld 
the  very  heart's  core  of  corruption  of  that  Paris  which  Blfl* 
cher  so  aptly  described;  and,  la  far  from  shuddering  at  the 
sight,  he  was  intoxicated  with  enjoyment  of  the  intellecttulljr 
stimulating  society  in  which  he  found  himself. 

These  extraordinary  men.  clad  in  armor  damascened  by 
tlieir  vices,  these  intcllccis  environed  by  cold  and  brilliant 
aualyNii,  seemed  so  far  greater  in  his  ej'cs  than  the  grave  and 
earnest  mcml)ert  of  the  brotherhood.  And,  beside  all  this, 
he  was  reveling  in  his  first  taste  of  luxury;  he  had  fallen 
under  the  spell.  His  capricious  instincts  awoke;  for  the  first 
time  in  his  life  lie  dr.mk  exquisite  wines,  this  was  his  first  ex- 
perience of  cookery  carried  to  the  pitch  of  a  fine  art.  A 
minister,  a  duke,  and  an  opera-dancer  had  joined  the  party 
of  journalists,  and  wondeied  at  their  sinister  power.  Lucten 
felt  a  horrible  craving  to  reign  over  these  kings,  and  he 
thought  that  he  had  ]w>wer  lo  win  his  kingdom.  Finally, 
there  vras  this  Coralic,  m.ide  'nappy  by  a  few  words  of  his.  By 
the  bright  light  of  the  ivas-candles,  through  the  steam  of  the 
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tbho  and  the  fumn  of  wine,  she  looked  sublimely  bcAulirgI 
tt  bii  rjm,  lO  fjir  had  «hc  gtoirn  wiih  love.  She  was  the 
bfclleai,  the  mosi  beautirul  nciress  in  Paris.  The  brother- 
hood, (he  lieaircD  of  noble  thoughts,  faded  awajr  before  a 
laspUlion  that  ai^vealed  to  every  fibre  of  his  nature.  How 
covld  it  have  been  otherwiM:?  l.ucicii's  author's  raniljr  lud 
JoK  been  gntitied  by  (he  praises  of  those  who  know ;  by  the 
■pprccialioR  of  his  future  rivals;  the  success  of  his  articles 
ukI  bis  conquest  of  Coralie  tnight  have  turned  an  older  head 
than  his. 

During  the  discussion,  moreover,  every  one  at  tabic  had 
nadc  a  remaikably  good  supper,  and  snch  wines  are  not  met 
wtlb  every  day.  Loosieau,  sitting  beside  Camusot,  furtively 
poored  cherry -brandy  several  limes  iu;o  his  neighbor's  wine* 
gha,  and  challenged  him  to  drink.  And  Camusot  drank, 
■II  aBwapJcioua,  for  he  thought  himself,  in  hit  own  way,  « 
■ttcb  Ua  t  ioiimalist.  I'he  jokes  became  more  personal 
•boi  dcnert  appeared  and  the  wine  began  to  circulate.  The 
Gemofl  miniMer,  a  keen-witted  man  of  the  wotid,  made  a 
ngn  to  the  Duke  and  Ttillia,  and  l)ie  three  disappeared  with 
the  Irst  symptoms  of  vociferous  nonwnse  which  precede  tlie 
gttKoqtte  scenes  of  an  orgie  in  its  final  siage.  Coralie  and 
t«ben  had  been  behaving  like  children  all  the  evening;  as 
toon  as  llie  wine  wat  uppermost  in  Caniuioi's  head  they 
Bade  good  their  escape  down  the  staircase  and  sprang  into  a 
call.  Camusot  subiided  under  the  (able;  Maiifal,  looking 
ndsd  tar  him,  thinking  that  he  had  gone  home  with  Coralie, 
M  lib  gticsts  to  smoke,  laugh,  and  argue,  and  followed 
FloflM  to  her  room.  Daylight  surprised  the  party,  or,  more 
Mcttntely,  il^c  first  dawn  of  light  discovered  one  man  still 
dik  to  speak,  and  lilnmlci,  that  intrepid  champion,  was  pro- 
podng  to  the  assembled  sleepers  a  health  to  Aurora  the  rosy- 
Csgcred. 

Ijtcien  was  unaccustomed  to  orgies  of  this  kind.  Hts  l>cad 
very  tolerably  clear  at  he  came  down  the  staitcaie,  but 
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tlie  fteh  air  was  too  much  for  him  ;  he  wai  horribly  drank. 
When  they  reached  the  handsome  house  in  ihe  Rite  de  Veo- 
d6me,  where  ihc  actress  lived,  Coralie  and  her  waiiing-vroman  { 
were  obliged  lo  assist  ihe  puel  to  climb  to  the  second  floor. 
Lucien  was  igiiominiously  sick,  aud  rery  nearly  fainted  oB ! 
t)ie  staircase. 

"  Quick,  Birfenice,  some  lea  !  Make  some  lea,"  cried  Cof- 
alie. 

"It  is  nothing;  it  is  Ihe  air,"  Lucien  got  out,  "and  I 
have  never  taken  so  much  before  in  my  life." 

"  Poor  boy  I  He  is  as  innocent  as  a  lamb,"  said  B^rinice, 
a  stalwart  Norman  peasant -worn  an  as  ugly  as  Coralie  was 
pretty.  Lucien,  half.unconscious,  was  Uid  ai  last  in  bed. 
Coralie,  with  Beiinice's  assistance,  undressed  ihe  poet  with 
alt  a  mother's  tender  care. 

"It  is  nothing,"  he  murmured  again  and  again.  "It  is  the 
air.     Thank  you,  mamma." 

"  How  charmingly  he  says  '  mamma,* "  cried  Coralie,  put- 
ting a  kiss  on  his  hair. 

'■  Wliat  happiness  to  love  such  an  angel,  msdcmoiselle  t 
Where  did  you  pick  him  tip?  I  did  not  think  a  man  could 
be  as  beautiful  as  you  are,"  ^id  Bfrinice,  when  Lucien  by 
in  bed.  He  was  very  drowsy  ;  he  knew  nothing  and  saw 
nothing ;  Coralie  made  him  swallow  ^cvcral  cups  of  tea,  and 
left  him  to  sleep. 

"  Did  the  porter  see  us  ?  Was  there  any  one  else  about  ?  " 
she  asked. 

"  No  ;  I  was  sitting  up  for  you." 

"  Does  Victotre  know  anything  ?  " 

"  Rather  not  I  "  returned  B6r*mcc. 

Ten  hours  later  Lucien  awoke  lo  meet  Coralic's  eyes.    She 
had  watched  by  him  as  he  slept ;  he  knew  it.  poet  that  he  was. 
It  was  ahnosi  noon,  but  she  still  wore  the  delicate  dress, 
abominably  stained,  which  she  meant   lo  lay  np  t%  a  relic 
Lucien  Mnd^loo^  all  (he  Klf-sicrificc  «n^  delicacy  gf  love, 
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Ub  of  111  renrd.  H?  looked  into  Coralk'x  eyci.  In  « 
MMctit  3)ic  hod  Aung  off  her  clothing  and  clipped  like  a 
MTpent  lo  Lucira's  side. 

At  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  I.AM:ien  was  ttiill  steeping, 
cndlcd  in  (tm  iroluptDOin  paradise.  He  had  caught  glimjises 
of  Coialic's  chamber,  an  exquisite  creation  of  luxury,  a  world 
of  nae-color  and  white.  He  had  admired  Florinc'i  apait- 
acBis,  but  ihis  stirpas!>ed  thent  In  Its  dainty  refinement. 

Coralie  had  already'  riien  ;  for,  if  she  was  to  pby  her  part 
at  the  Andalustin,  »he  must  be  at  tiK  theatre  by  seven  o'clock. 
Yet  abc  had  returned  to  g.ize  at  the  nncontctotn  poet,  lulled 
le  sleep  in  blrss  ;  she  could  not  drink  too  deeply  of  this  love 
dm  rose  to  rapture,  drawing  close  the  bond  between  the  heart 
lad  the  vaaia,  to  steep  both  in  eatasjr.  For  in  that  apothe- 
oab  of  htunan  pasion,  which  of  those  that  were  twain  on  earth 
tfaat  they  might  know  bliss  to  ttie  full  creates  one  soul  to  rise 
10  love  in  hearen,  Uy  Coralic's  justification.  Wiio,  more- 
over, woold  not  hare  found  exctise  in  Lucien's  more  than 
koman  beamy?  To  the  actress  kneeling  hy  the  bedside, 
\m^ff  in  the  love  within  Iter,  it  seemed  that  she  had  received 
love's  consectaiioii.     IKrinice  broke  in  upon  Coralic's  rap- 


"  Here  comes  Camusot !  "  cried  the  maid.    "  And  he  knows 
tlMl  y«a  are  here." 

Lncien  sprang  up  at  once.  Innate  generosity  suggested 
dttl  he  was  doing  Coralie  an  injury.  B#r*iiice  drew  aside 
■  csrtatn,  and  he  flrd  into  a  dainty  dmaing-room,  whither 
Coralie  and  the  maid  brought  his  clothes  with  magical  speed. 
CaokHKrt  appeared,  and  only  then  did  Coralic's  eyes  alight 
oo  Loctcn's  boots,  warming  in  the  fender.  IWr^nice  had 
ftivaiely  varnbhed  them  and  put  them  before  the  fire  to  dry; 
[  and  berth  mtstresi  and  maid  alike  forgot  Ih.ii  irtl-tale  witness. 
I  Bt'^lre  lefi  the  room  with  a  scared  gUnc«  at  Coralie.  Comli« 
^^knf  lierself  into  the  depths  of  a  seitce,  and  bade  Camusot 
B^Wl  hinnclf  in  the  g&nJalt,  a  round-backed  chair  that  uood 
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opposite,  Bui  Curalie'^  adoier,  bo««M  soul,  dared  not  look 
-fcis  mi^lTcss  ill  the  (ace ;  he  could  not  uke  hu  eyes  uff  tlic 
■poir  of  bools. 

"Ought  I  to  make  a  Kene  and  leave  Conlie?"  he  pon- 
derered.  "Is  ii  wonh  while  to  make  a  fus  about  a  trifle? 
There  is  a  pair  of  boots  wlicrcvci  you  go.  lliese  would  be 
more  in  place  in  a  More  window  or  lakmg  a  walk  on  the  boule- 
vard on  somebody's  feet ;  here,  however,  wUtioui  a  pair  of 
feel  in  tlieiu,  iliey  tell  a  i>rcit]r  jilain  tale.  I  am  fifty  years 
old,  and  that  is  the  truth;  I  ought  to  be  as  blind  as  Cupid 
hinnelf." 

'riicrc  was  no  excuse  for  this  mean-spirited  roonologuc. 
The  bools  were  not  [lie  high-lows  ai  jacstnl  in  vojjue,  which 
an  unobaeivani  man  may  be  allowed  to  di:>regaid  u{t  to  a  cer- 
tain point.  They  were  the  unniiilakable,  un compromising  hcs- 
siaiis  then  prescribed  by  fasiiion,  a  jiair  of  exircrocly  elegant 
bciassclcd  boots,  which  shone  in  glistening  contrail  against 
ttght-Aiting  trousers  Invariably  of  some  light  color,  and  re- 
fleFlcd  their  surroundings  like  a  mirror.  The  boots  sured 
the  honest  silk-mercer  out  of  counienaitce,  and,  it  must  be 
added,  they  p;iined  hi$  heart. 

■•  What  is  ii  ?  "  .isked  Coralie. 

"Nothing," 

'■  Ring  the  bell,"  said  Coralie,  smiling  to  Iier«etf  at  Cann>< 
•ot's  want  of  spirit.  "  R^rinire,"  bhe  said,  when  (he  Nomian 
handmaid  appeared,  "\\\a  liring  me  a  buttnn-hook,  for  I  must 
put  on  these  conroiimk-d  boolt  again.  Don't  forgrt  to  bring 
them  to  my  dressing-room  to-night." 

"What? your  boots?". faltered  Camusot,  b»e«h- 

ing  more  freely, 

"And  whose  should  they  be?"  she  demanded  haughtily, 
"  Were  you  beginning  lo  believe  ? — great  stupid  !  Oh  1  and 
he  would  believe  il,  too,"  »he  went  on,  addressing  ll^rinice. 
"  I  have  a  man'*  jwrt  in  WUat's-his-name's  piece,  and  I  have 
never  worn  a  man's  clothes  in  ray  life  before.     1'Ik  boot- 
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■liter  ftjr  the  ihcstre  bfoughl  me  iticsc  ibings  to  (ry  if  1  could 
mtlk  m  (hem,  uniil  a  jxiiT  can  be  made  to  mauue.  He  put 
tben  on,  but  they  hurt  roe  so  much  thai  1  have  taken  tlieni 
qB,  and  after  all  I  mutt  wear  tliem." 

"Don't  pot  tbein  on  again  if  they  are  uncomfortable," 
■id  Caminoi.  (The  boots  iiad  made  him  feel  so  very  un> 
axnfonable  himself.) 

"  MademoixUe  would  do  belter  to  have  a  pair  made  of 
*er7  ihin  morocco,  sir,  iime^d  of  torluriDg  herielf  as  she  diil 
jot  Duw;  bat  the  maiiageiiMnt  is  so  siinfjy.  Sbe  was  crying, 
sir ;  if  I  was  a  man,  and  loved  a  woman,  I  wouldn't  let  her 
■bed  a  tear,  I  know.  You  ought  to  order  a  pair  for  her  at 
ooce " 

"Yo,  yet,"  said  Carousot.  "Are  you  just  getting  up, 
Cortlie?" 

"  Jau  at  this  moraent ;  I  only  came  in  al  six  o'clock  aAcr 
ktoking  for  yoo  evcrywiicre.  I  was  obliged  to  keep  the  mb 
br  senn  1>oun>.  So  much  for  your  care  of  me ;  you  forget 
8>e  for  a  wine-bottle.  I  ought  to  take  care  of  myself  now 
■bet)  I  am  to  play  every  night  so  long  as  tiK  '  Alcalde ' 
dnws.     I  don'i  want  to  (all  off  after  that  young  man's  notice 

OTSK." 

"Tliat  is  a  handsome  boy,"  said  Camusot. 

"  Do  you  think  so  ?  f  don't  admire  men  of  that  sort ;  they 
•re  too  much  like  women ;  and  they  do  not  understand  how 
lo  love  like  you  stti|n(l  old  btainen  men.  You  are  so  bored 
with  your  own  society." 

"b  DMnsteur  dining  with  tnadamc?"  inquired  B^rintce 
of  Cunusot. 

"No,  my  mouth  is  clammy." 

"You  were  nicely  screwed  yesterday.  Ah  !  Papa  Camusott 
Idim't  like  men  wlio  drink,  I  tell  you  at  once " 

"You  will  give  that  yoimg  man  a  present,  I  suppose?" 
httnupicd  Camusot. 

"  Oh  1  yes.     I  would  rather  do  that  than  pay  as  Florine 
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docs.  There,  go  away  wiili  you.  good  -  for  ■  not  liing  that  one 
loves ;  or  give  mc  a  caniage  lo  save  lime  in  future,"  Curalie 
rejoined. 

"  You  shall  go  in  your  own  Girriagc  lo-morrow  to  your 
manager's  dinner  at  the  '  Rocher  <lc  Caiicaic.*  The  new 
piece  will  not  be  given  next  Sunday." 

"  Come,  I  am  just  going  to  dine,"  Kiid  Coralie,  hurrying 
Camusol  out  of  the  room. 

An  hour  laltr  IterSnice  came  to  release  Lucien.  Btrtoice, 
Coralic's  comjanion  since  her  childhood,  lud  i,  keen  and 
subtle  brain  in  her  unwieldy  framc- 

"Suy  here,"  she  said.  "Coralie  is  coming  back  alone; 
she  even  talked  of  getting  rid  of  Camusot  if  he  is  in  your 
way;  but  you  are  loo  niudi  of  an  angel  to  rain  her,  her 
heart's  darling  as  you  arc.  She  wants  to  clear  og|  of 
this,  she  says;  lo  leave  this  paradise  and  go  and  \\\k  in 
your  garret.  Oh  1  there  are  those  that  arc  jealous  and 
envious  of  you,  and  they  have  told  her  that  you  haven't  a 
brass  farthing  and  live  in  the  Ijtin  Quader;  and  I 
iliouM  go,  loo,  you  see,  to  do  the  housework.  But  I 
have  just  been  comforting  her,  poor  child!  I  have  been 
Idling  her  that  you  were  too  clever  to  do  anything  so  silly, 
I  was  right,  wasn't  I,  sir?  Oh t  you  will  see  that  you 
are  her  darling,  her  love,  the  god  lo  whom  she  gives  her 
soul ;  yonder  old  fool  has  nothing  bat  the  body.  If  jrou  only 
knew  how  nice  the  is  when  I  hear  her  say  her  part  over! 
My  Coralie,  my  htllc  [x-l,  she  is!  She  deserved  thai  God  in 
heaven  should  send  her  one  of  His  angels.  Slie  was  sick  of 
the  life.  She  was  so  unhappy  with  her  mother  thai  used  to 
beat  her,  and  sold  her.  Yes,  sir,  sold  her  own  child  I  If  1 
had  a  daughicr,  1  would  wait  on  her  hand  and  foot  as  I  wait 
on  Coralie;  she  is  like  my  own  child  lo  me.  These  are  the 
first  good  times  she  has  seen  since  I  have  been  with  her ;  the 
first  lime  thai  she  lias  been  really  applanded.  Yog  have 
written  something,  it  seems,  and  they  have  gotten  ui>  a  Emuoos 
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■  for  (be  second  p«rfonnance.     Uraubid  fai&  been  going 
Ihnmgli  (be  play  with  her  while  you  were  »Icrp." 

"  Wno  ?  BiauUrd  ? ' '  3&kcd  Lucieti ;  it  seemed  (o  him  that 
he  had  heaid  the  name  before. 

"  lie  i«  ihc  head  of  the  eiafueitn,  and  ihe  was  arranging 
with  him  the  place*  where  she  wished  tiira  lo  took  after  her. 
FWwtoe  night  \tj  to  pUy  her  some  fitabb}-  Irick.  and  lake  3II 
km  beiMlf,  for  all  she  utls  herself  her  friend.  There  is  such 
a  talk  about  your  article  00  (l»e  boulevards  lan'l  it  a  bed  fit 
to  a  pnoce,"  she  ^aid,  sinooihiii};  the  lace  bcd-Kpread. 

She  lighted  ibc  wax-caiKlles,  and,  to  LiKien's  bewildered 
bacy,  the  boute  sceiucd  to  be  some  pabcc  in  the  "  Cabinet 
dcs  F^ca."  Caiiiusot  had  chosen  the  richest  stufb  from  ihs 
"Golden  Cocoon  "  Cor  the  tuingiogs  and  window  curtains. 
A  car[ict  fit  for  a  king's  palace  was  Spread  upon  the  Rour. 
TW  carving  of  the  ro«ewoo<l  furniture  caught  and  impi-isoned 
tkcHghl  that  rippled  over  its  surface.  I'riceleviitiflei  gleamed 
frsn  tbc  white  marble  nuniel.  Tlic  rug  beside  the  bed 
W  of  kwans'  skins  bordered  with  sabtc.  A  pair  of  little, 
blsdt  velvet  slippers  lined  wiih  purple  silk  told  of  happinna 
Mailing  the  poet  of  "The  Marfnieritcs."  A  dainty  lamp 
Wg  from  the  ceilinf*  draped  with  silk.  Tl>c  room  was  full 
of  Bowrring  plants,  delicate  white  bealhs  and  scentless  camel* 
fas,  la  stands  marvelonsly  wrought.  Evrr>-ihing  called  up 
■■aetailoiia  of  innocence.  How  was  it  possible  in  these  rooms 
i»  sec  the  life  that  Coralic  led  in  its  true  colors?  Bdrinico 
Mtieed  Lvcien's  bewildered  expression. 

"Isn't  it  nice?*'  she  said  coaxingly.  "Von  would  be 
•ote  comfortable  here,  wouldn't  you,  than  in  a  garret  ?  You 
•00*1  let  her  do  anything  rash?"  ttie  continued,  setting  k 
eaifty  stand  before  him.  covered  with  diithcK  abxlracied  frnm 
Wr  tntmmf  dinner-iable,  lest  the  cook  should  siv|>ect  that 

^  Mbtnts  bad  a  lover  in  the  house. 
WicD  made  a  good  dinner.     B^rtnicc  waited  on  him,  tl>e 

d^'nwere  of  wrought  silver,  ll>c  painted  porcelain  ptaics  hod 
u 
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cost  3  touU  d'or  apiece.  The  luxury  was  producing  exactly 
the  same  effect  iijKjn  him  that  the  sight  of  a  girl  walking  ihc 
pavement,  with  bire  8annting  throat  and  neat  ankles,  pro- 
duces upon  a  school-boy.  - 

"  How  lucky  Camusot  N 1 "  cried  he.  1 

"Lucky?"  repealed  B*r*nice.  "  He  wonld  willingly  give 
all  that  he  is  worth  to  be  in  your  place;  he  would  be  glad  to 
batter  his  gray  hair  for  your  golden  head." 

She  gave  Lucien  the  richest  wine  that  Bordeaux  Iceepi  for 
(lie  wealthicsi  English  purchaser,  and  persuaded  I.ucien  lo  go 
to  bed  10  take  a  preliminary  nap;  and  Lucien,  in  inilh,  was 
quite  willing  to  sleep  on  the  ronch  that  he  hail  been  admiring. 
Birinice  had  rrad  his  wi^h,  and  felt  glad  for  her  mistress. 

At  half-past  ten  that  night  Lucien  awoke  to  look  into  tytt 
brimming  over  with  love.  There  stood  Coratie  in  roost  lui- 
urious  night  attire.  Lucien  bad  been  sleeping ;  I-iirien  <ru 
intoxicated  with  love,  and  not  with  wine.  B^ttnice  left  the 
room  with  the  inquiry,  "  What  time  to-morrow  morning?" 

"  At  eleven  o'clock.  We  will  have  breakfast  in  bed.  I 
am  not  at  home  to  anybody  before  two  o'clock." 

At  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  Cotalie  and  her  lorcr  were 
sitting  together.  The  poet,  to  all  appearance,  had  coroe  to 
pay  a  call.  Lucien  had  been  bathed  and  combed  and  drrssed. 
Coralie  had  sent  to  Colliau's  for  S  (toxen  fine  shirts,  a  doten 
cravats,  and  a  dozen  pocket-handkerchiefs  for  him,  as  well  ai 
twelve  pairs  of  gloves  in  a  cedar-wood  l>ox.  When  a  carriage 
stopped  at  the  door  they  both  nished  to  the  window,  and 
watched  Camusoi  alight  from  a  handsome  coupft. 

"  I  would  not  have  believed  that  one  could  so  hate  a  nan 
and  luxury " 

"  I  am  loo  poor  to  allow  yon  to  niin  yoiirwlf  for  me,"  he 
replied.     And  thus  Lucien  passed  under  the  C.iudine  Fotks. 

■'  Poor  pel,"  said  Coralie,  holding  him  lightly  to  ber, 
"do  you  love  me  so  much  ?  I  persuaded  thi*  gentleman  to  call 
on  me  tlib  morning,"  she  continued,  indicating  Lucien  to 
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Ck«BDl.  who  entrred  the  room.     "I  thooght  tlut  we  niifhl 
Uke  A  drive  in  tl>c  Chain|is  filysto  to  xty  the  carriage." 

"  Go  wlthoat  me,"  laid  Camusot  in  a  ineUiicIiol)r  voice  \ 
-l  (hall  not  time  with  jrou.  It  is  my  wife't  birtltdajr,  I  had 
(Drgollen  that." 

'•Poof  Mosof,  how  badly  bofcd  jou  will  bcl"  she  said, 
lag  her  arms  jbotii  his  neck. 

was  wild  with  joy  ai  il>c  thought  that  she  and  lacten 
would  handsel  (his  gift  together ;  she  would  drive  with  hint  In 
the  mem  txrnv,^ ;  and  in  her  happinen  she  seemed  to  love 
OnnwW,  the  lavished  cafcsses  upon  hire. 

"  If  only  I  coald  gire  you  a  carriage  every  day  !  "  said  the 
poor  fellow. 

••  Now,  sir,  it  is  two  o'clock."  she  said,  turning  to  Lucien, 
who  UDo>j  in  disirraand  confusion,  but  she  coinrorled  him 
wrth  an  adorable  grttare. 

Down  the  stairs  she  went,  several  steps  at  a  time,  drawin([ 
Laetca  tfter  her;  the  elderly  merchant  following  in  tlveir  wake 
like  a  seal  on  land,  and  (luite  unable  to  catch  tlteni  up. 

Locicn  enio)'ed  the  roosl  intoxicating  of  pleanires ;  happi- 
na«  had  Increased  Coralie'K  loveliness  to  the  higher  possible 
drgree ;  she  appeared  before  all  eyes  an  exquhite  vision  in  her 
dainty  toilet.  All  Paris  in  the  Champs  filysies  beheld  the 
Id  vers. 

In  an  avenge  of  the  Bois  de  Boulogne  they  met  a  caliche ; 
lime.  d'Gspard  and  Mme.  de  Rirgetnn  looked  in  lorprlse  at 
Lncien,  and  met  a  scornful  glance  from  the  poet.  He  mw 
gKniaes  of  a  great  fiilurc  before  him  and  wa^  about  1o  make 
kit  power  fell.  He  could  fling  them  back  in  a  glance  some  of 
the  revengeful  thoughts  which  had  gnawed  his  heart  ever  since 
Ihey  planted  them  there.  That  roomeni  was  one  of  the 
sweetest  in  his  life,  and  perhip*  decided  his  fate.  Once  again 
the  Finirs  sailed  on  l.ocicn  at  the  bidding  of  pride.  He  would 
ttappear  in  the  world  of  Parts ;  he  would  take  a  signal  re- 
wife ;  all  the  mcini  pettiness  hitherto  trodden  uiMJer  foot  by 
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the  worker,  (he  mciubcr  of  the  brotherbood,  sprang  up  again 
afresh  in  his  soul. 

Now  he  understood  all  lliat  I^uslnu's  altack  had  m«aot. 
Louslcau  had  served  his  passions ;  while  the  brotherhood,  that 
collective  menlofi  had  seemed  la  mortify  them  in  the  inleinu 
of  tiresome  virtues  and  work  which  began  to  look  lueless  and 
hopeless  in  Lucicn's  eyes.  Work!  What  is  it  bat  death  to 
an  eager  plea^orc-loving  nature?  And  how  easy  it  is  for  the 
man  of  letters  to  slide  into  a  far  niente  extuence  of  self- 
indulgence,  into  the  luxurious  wa)s  of  actresset  and  wotnen 
of  easy  virtues !  I.ticicn  fell  an  overmastering  desire  to  con- 
tinue the  reckless  life  of  the  last  two  days. 

The  dinner  at  the  "  Rocher  dc  Cancale  "  was  exquisite.  All 
Plorine's  supi^er  guests  were  there  except  the  mint^ter.  the 
Duke,  and  the  dancer  ;  Cainusut,  too,  was  absent ;  but  thoc 
gaps  were  filled  by  [wo  famous  actors  and  Hector  Merlin  and 
his  mialrcss.  This  charming  woman,  who  choac  to  be  known 
as  Mmc.  du  V.-iI-Noble,  was  the  hand^mest  and  m<»t  fash- 
ionable of  the  class  of  vromen  now  cupliemistically  styled 
lerifltt. 

I.ucien  had  spent  the  forly-eight  hours  since  the  success  of 
his  article  in  paradise.  He  was  ftled  and  envied  ;  he  gained 
self-possession  ;  his  talk  sparkled  ;  he  was  the  briUiani  Lucien 
de  Rubcmprd  who  shone  for  a  few  months  in  the  world  of 
letters  and  art.  Finot,  with  his  infallible  instinct  for  discov- 
ing  ability,  scenting  it  afar  as  an  ogre  might  scent  human 
flesh,  cajoled  I.ucien,  and  did  his  beil  to  s«:nre  a  recruit  for 
the  »quadron  under  bis  command.  And  Coratie  watched  the 
maitoeuvies  of  this  purveyor  of  brains,  saw  that  Lucica  was 
nibbling  at  the  bait,  and  tried  to  put  him  on  hit  gtiard. 

"Don't  make  any  engagement,  dear  boy;  wait.  TItcjr 
want  to  exploit  you  ;  we  will  talk  of  it  to-night." 

"  Pshaw  \  "  said  Lucien.  "  I  am  sure  1  am  quite  as  sharp 
and  shrewd  as  they  can  be." 

Finot  and  Hector  Merlin  evidently  had  not  fallen  out  over 
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that  sffitir  of  (he  whiK  lines  and  spacn  in  the  columns,  for  it 
«u  Finol  wlio  introduced  Lucicn  to  the  journalUt.  Conlie 
■nd  Mmc.  du  Val'Nuble  were  overwhelm ingljr  vniable  and 
polile  to  each  other,  and  Mnw.  du  Val-Nobic  asked  LucicD 
aad  Conlie  to  dine  with  her. 

Hector  MerliD,  short  and  thin,  wiih  lips  always  tighlly 
cootprcascd,  was  the  moai  danj^rous  }ournali.si  present.  Un- 
booadcd  ambition  and  )ealou(]r  smoldered  within  him;  he 
look  pleasure  in  the  jnin  of  others,  and  fomented  strile  to 
tnra  it  to  his  own  account.  His  abihiicswere  but  slender, 
and  he  had  little  force  of  character ;  but  the  natural  instinct 
which  draws  the  upstart  toward  money  anit  power  served  him 
«»  well  as  fixity  of  pur|xMe.  Liicien  and  Merlin  at  once  took 
■  dtklike  to  one  another,  for  revons  not  far  to  seek.  Merlin, 
Wfortunaiely,  procbimed  aloud  the  thoughts  that  Lticicn 
kcpC  to  himtelf.  By  the  lime  ihe  desKrt  was  put  on  the  table, 
the  EDOSt  touching  friendship  appeared  to  prevail  among  the 
aten,  each  one  of  whom  in  his  heart  thought  himtelf  a  cleverer 
Ulow  than  the  rest ;  and  Lucien  as  the  new-comer  was  nude 
RMKh  of  by  ihem  all.  Tlicy  chatted  frankly  and  unrestrain- 
edly. Hector  Merlin,  alone  did  not  )oio  in  lite  laughter. 
Lacien  asked  the  reason  of  his  reserve. 

"  Voo  arc  jmt  entering  the  world  of  tellers,  I  can  see,"  be 
Mid  ;  "  yoa  are  a  pnmaltst  with  all  yont  illutions  left.  Yon 
beiiewc  in  friendship.  Here  we  are  friends  or  foes,  as  it  hap> 
ptns;  we  itttke  down  a  friend  with  the  weapon  which  by 
ri|htl  ttiOBld  only  be  turned  agninsi  an  enemy.  You  will  find 
OK,  before  very  long,  that  fine  sentiments  will  do  nothing  for 
you.  If  yon  are  nniuially  kindly,  learn  to  t>e  ill-natured,  to 
be  consistently  spiteful.  If  you  have  never  heard  this  golden 
rale  before.  I  give  it  you  now  in  confidence,  and  it  is  no 
nnll  secret.  If  yon  have  a  mind  to  be  loved,  never  leave 
yooT  mistren  aniil  you  have  made  her  shed  a  tear  or  two; 
Hd  if  yon  mean  to  make  yoor  way  in  literature,  let  other 
teoplc  continually  feel  your  teeth;  make  no  exception  even 
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of  your  fricod» ;  wound  their  »u»ceplibilitics  itiA  evctjbody 
will  fawn  upon  you." 

Hecior  Merlin  watched  Lucien  as  he  spoke,  saw  that  hts 
words  went  to  the  neophyte's  heart  like  a  slab,  and  Hecior 
Mcilin  was  glad.  Play  followed,  Lucien  lost  all  hu  money, 
mid  Coralic  brought  him  away  ;  and  he  forgot  for  a  while,  in 
the  delights  of  love,  the  fierce-  exciicmeni  of  ibe  gambler, 
which  was  to  gain  so  strong  a  hold  upon  him. 

When  he  left  Coralie  in  the  morning  and  returned  lo  ibe 
Latin  Quarter,  he  look  out  his  purse  and  found  tlie  money  lie 
had  lost.  At  tii^t  he  fell  miserable  over  ilie  discovery,  and 
thought  of  going  back  at  once  to  return  a  gift  which  humili- 
ated him  i  but — he  had  already  come  as  far  as  the  Rue  dc  la 
Harpe  ;  he  would  not  return  now  iliat  he  had  almost  reichcd 
ilie  Hotel  de  Cluny.  He  [>ondered  over  Coralle'i  forethought 
as  he  went,  till  he  taw  in  it  a  proof  of  the  maternal  love  which 
is  blended  with  passion  in  women  of  her  siamp.  For  Coralie 
and  her  like,  passion  includes  every  human  atTcclion.  LtKieo 
went  from  thought  to  thought,  and  argued  himself  into  ac- 
cepting the  gift.  "  1  love  her,"  he  said  ;  ''we  stiall  live  to- 
gether as  husband  and  wife;  t  will  never  forsake  herl  " 

What  mortal,  short  of  a  Diogenes,  could  fail  to  understand 
Lucien's  feelings  as  he  climbed  the  dirty  fetid  staircase  to  his 
lodging,  turned  the  key  that  graicd  in  the  loik.  and  entered 
and  looked  around  at  the  un.iwept  brick  floor,  at  the  clteerlot 
grate,  at  the  ugly  poverty  and  bareness  of  the  room. 

A  pack.ige  of  manuscript  was  lying  on  the  table.  It  was 
his  novel ;  a  note  from  Uauicl  d'Arthes  lay  beside  it : 

"Our  friends  are  almost  satisfied  with  your  work,  dear 
poet,"  d'Arthez  wrote,  "  Vou  will  be  able  to  present  it  with 
ujorc  confidence  now,  they  say,  to  friends  and  enemies.  We 
s.iw  your  charming  article  on  the  Panorama-Dramiiique ;  yoa 
are  sure  to  excite  as  much  jealousy  in  the  profession  as  r^ 
gret  among  your  friends  here.        -  DAHiKt." 
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"Regrdst  What  does  be  mcao?"  excliitned  Lacien. 
Tbe  polite  tone  uf  Uk  note  iui(oiiiih«d  liini.  Wa*  he  to  be 
bcDcrrorth  a  ur>iij[ef  to  the  bioiiicrliDod  ?  He  hod  learned 
to  wt  a  higher  vilue  on  the  good  opinion  and  the  friendship 
tl  tiK  circle  in  the  Kue  dcs  Quairc- Vents  siDcc  he  had  tuted 
of  the  delicious  fnitu  offered  to  him  by  the  Eve  of  the  thea- 
tnaU  ooderworld.  For  some  monicuis  lie  tlood  in  deep 
tbooght ;  be  saw  bis  present  in  the  garret,  and  foresaw  his 
hmre  in  Coralie'*  rooms.  Honorable  moiution  struggled 
Willi  (emptaiion  and  sirayed  him  now  this  w^y,  now  that.  He 
■I  down  and  began  to  look  through  his  manuscript,  to  see  in 
■bM  condition  his  friends  had  returned  it  to  hini.  What  was 
Ultniiuement,  as  l»e  read  chapter  after  chapter,  to  find  his 
poverty  tratumated  into  ricbes  by  the  cunning  of  the  pen, 
■lid  the  devotion  of  the  unknown  great  men,  his  friends  of 
tbe  brotherhood-  Dialogue,  closely  packed,  nervous,  preg> 
MDt.  Icne,  and  full  of  tbe  spirit  of  tbe  age,  replaced  his  con- 
wmiions,  which  seemed  poor  and  pointlen  prattle  in  cooi- 
(■■riion.  His  characters,  a  Utile  uncertain  in  the  drawing, 
BOW  Mood  out  in  vigorous  contrast  of  color  and  relief;  physi- 
aloflcal  observations,  due  no  doubt  to  Horace  Bianchon,  sup- 
plied links  of  interpretation  between  human  character  and 
thecofioM  phenomena  of  human  life — subtle  touches  which 
aide  his  men  and  women  live.  His  wordy  passages  of 
description  were  condensed  and  vivid.  The  misshapen,  ilU 
did  child  of  hb  brain  had  returned  to  him  as  a  lovely 
tMideti,  with  while  lobet  and  rosy-hued  girdle  and  scarf— an 
entraivcing  creation.  Night  fell  and  look  him  by  surprise, 
reading  through  rising  teara,  stricken  to  earth  by  such  gteatnes 
of  soul,  feeling  the  worth  of  such  a  lesson,  admiring  the 
alterations,  which  tanghi  him  more  of  literature  and  art  than 
■11  bis  four  years'  apprenticeship  of  study  and  reading  and 
ee(n|MriaoB.  A  master's  correction  of  a  line  made  upon  the 
•tndy  alwB)^  leaches  more  than  all  iIk  theories  and  criticianH 
in  tbe  world. 
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"  What  fticods  arc  lliexl  What  hcartsl  Mow  fortunate 
I  am !  "  lie  cried,  graspiug  his  iiianuscripi  tigbily  and  de- 
scending liiesuira. 

With  the  quick  impulsiveness  of  a  poetic  aod  mobile  tem- 
perament, he  rushed  oS  to  Daniel's  lodging.  As  he  climbed 
(he  stairs,  and  thouglit  of  thc^  fnenda,  who  rcfu^  to  leave 
the  path  of  honor,  be  felt  conscious  that  he  was  less  worthy 
of  them  than  befure.  A  voice  s|>olce  within  him,  telling  him 
that  if  d'Arihci  had  loved  Coralie,  he  would  have  had  her 
break  with  Ciinusol.  And,  beside  this,  be  knew  Out  the 
brotherhood  held  journalism  iii  uticr  abhorreuce,  and  thai 
he  himself  was  already,  to  some  small  extcni,  a  journalist. 
All  of  them,  except  Meyraux,  who  had  just  gone  out,  were  in 
d'Ariliez's  room  when  he  entered  it,  and  Ktw  that  all  tbcir 
faces  were  full  of  sonow  and  despair. 

"  What  is  it?"  he  cried. 

"  We  have  just  heard  news  of  a  dreadful  catastrophe ;  the 
greatest  thinker  of  the  age,  our  most  loved  friend,  who  was 
like  a  light  among  us  for  two  years " 

"  Louis  Lambert !  " 

"Has  fallen  a  victim  to  catalepsy.  Tliere  is  no  hope  for 
him,"  said  Bianchon. 

"  lie  will  die,  his  soul  wandering  in  the  skies,  his  body  UD- 
conscious  on  earth,"  said  Michel  Chreslien  solemnly. 

"  He  will  die  as  he  lived,"  said  d'Arthez. 
•.   "  Love  fell  like  a  firebrand  in  the  vast  empire  of  his  btain 
and  buraed  him  away,"  Mid  lAon  Giraud. 

"  Yet,"  said  Joseph  Bridau,  "  he  has  reached  a  height  that 
we  cannot  so  much  as  see." 

"fff  are  to  be  pitied,  not  Louis,"  said  Fulgence  Ridal. 

"  Perhaps  he  will  recover."  exclaimed  Lucieo. 

"  From  what  Meyraux  has  been  telling  ui,  recovery  seen* 
impotsible,"  answered  Bianchon.  "  Medicine  hat  no  power 
over  the  change  that  is  working  in  his  brain." 

"  Yet  there  are  physical  means,"  said  d'Arlhei. 
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**V0."  uid  Bianchon;  "we  night  produce  itnbecitity 
ioMeMl  of  oiulepay." 

"  U  there  no  way  of  oflTering  another  head  to  the  s)>ifit  of 
Mil?  I  would  give  mine  to  save  him  I  "  eried  Michel  Cbres- 
bm. 

"  And  what  would  become  of  European  rcdcrition  t ' '  oaked 
d'Arlbcz. 

"Ah I  true,"  replied  Michel  Chrc«iten.  "Our  duty  to 
hmanily  cocoes  first  ;  to  one  moii  afterward. " 

"I  cune  herewith  a  hcan  full  of  gratitude  to  )-ou  all," 
taid  Lucien.  "You  faaye  changed  my  alloy  into  golden 
eoin." 

"  Gratilade  !    For  what  do  you  lake  us  ?  "  asked  Bianchon. 

"  We  had  iIm  pleasure,"  added  Fulgcnce. 

"Well;  so  you  are  a  fowDalist,  are  you?"  asked  Lion 
Ciraud.  "The  fame  of  your  first  Rppcarancc  has  reached 
(tea  the  Latin  Quarter." 

"  I  an  not  a  journalist  yet,"  returned  I^ucien. 

•■  Aha  I     So  much  the  better,"  said  Michel  Chr«3tien. 

"I  told  you  so!"  said  d'Arthci.  "  Locien  knows  the 
taluc  of  a  clean  conscience.  When  you  can  say  to  younelf 
as  you  lay  your  Itcad  on  tlw  pillow  at  night,  '  I  hare  not  Kit 
ia  )udgtneftl  on  another  man's  work  ;  I  hav«  given  pain  to  no 
one ;  I  have  not  inc)  the  edge  of  my  wit  to  deal  a  slab  to 
MMte  harmless  soul ;  I  ha*e  sacrificed  no  one's  success  to  t 
^al ;  I  hare  not  even  tto<ible<l  the  happiness  of  imbecility  ; 
I  Itave  not  added  lo  ihc  burdens  of  genius ;  I  have  scorned 
ilw  eaay  Iriutnphs  of  epigram ;  in  short,  I  have  not  acted 
against  my  convictions,'  is  not  this  a  vialkwn  thai  gives  one 
daily  It reogih  ?  " 

"But  one  can  say  all  this,  surely,  and  yet  work  on  a  n«wi^ 
paper,"  aaid  Locien.  "  If  I  had  absolutely  no  other  way  of 
earning  a  living,  I  should  certainly  come  lo  this." 

"  Oh  I  oh  f  oh !  "  cried  Ful!;ence,  hU  voice  raising  a  note 
each  time;  "we  are  capitulating,  are  we?" 


I  akw.    Or.  iri  bvcd 

^'^^MlV/  Mf  AflVO  IntfV  !■(  VUHCb  ABO  v^  lovdnvH 

*wr  fr<Mi  ilM  Mat*  «r  il" 

"  I  tttmM  ftk  of  moni&tMKM,  jakmy,  and  ^  sons  of 
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|idB>  Vvu  unnot  [tluck  lure  oul  of  yuur  heart  u  you  draw 
t  tooth." 

Lucicn's  bee  giew  d«ik  and  ihoughiful. 

"  Wlicn  ibcjr  find  out  tliat  I  am  toleraiiu^;  Csmusol,  how 
[hey  will  da)>i3e  me,"  lie  thought. 

"Look  Iteie,"  Mul  the  fierce  re|Kit>lican  with  a  humorous 
fieiccDCis.  "  you  can  be  a  great  wriicr,  but  a  liitle  pUy-Bctor 
jpoo  iball  never  be,"  and  he  look  vp  his  h<i  and  treni  out. 

"  He  is  hard,  is  Michd  Chre^iicn,"  commented  Lucieo. 

"  Hani  and  salutary,  like  the  dentUt'i  pincera,"  «aid  Bian* 
dioa.  "  Uichcl  foresees  your  future  ;  p^haps  in  ihc  slreet, 
at  tbit  moment,  he  is  thinking  of  you  with  tears  in  his  eyes." 

D'Afthez  was  kind,  and  i.ilked  conifoningly,  and  tried  lo 
cteer  Lacwn.  The  poet  spent  an  hour  with  his  friends,  then 
be  went,  but  his  conscience  treated  hint  hardly,  crying  lo  him, 
"  Vou  will  be  journalist — a  journalist  1  "  as  the  wilch  cried  to 
Utrbeth  that  he  should  be  king  hereafter  I 

Out  on  the  street,  he  looked  up  at  d'Arlhet'i  windows,  and 
u»  a  faint  light  shining  in  them,  and  his  heart  sank.  A  dim 
breboding  told  him  that  he  hid  bidden  his  friends  good-by 
fer  tte  last  lime. 

Ai  he  turned  oul  of  the  Place  dc  la  Sorbonne  IDIO  (Ite  Rue 
dc  Cluny,  he  saw  a  carriage  at  titc  door  of  his  lodging. 
Coralie  lad  driven  all  the  way  from  ihe  Boulevard  du  Temple 
far  the  sake  of  a  moment  with  her  lover  and  a  "  good. night." 
Lackn  foand  her  sohbing  in  his  garret.  She  would  Ik  as 
wmcbedly  poor  as  tier  poci,  she  wept,  as  she  arranged  his 
•hirti  and  gloves  and  handkerchiefs  in  the  craiy  chest  of 
drawers.  HerdiMresswas  so  real  and  so  great  thai  Luctcn,  but 
even  now  chidden  for  his  connection  with  an  actress,  saw 
Conlie  M  ■  salni  ready  to  amnK  Ihe  hair-shirt  of  poverty. 
The  adonble  girl's  excuse  for  her  visit  was  an  announcenkcnt 
llnl  the  firm  of  Carausot,  Coralie,  and  Lucien  meant  to  invite 
Katifat,  Florinc,  and  Lousteau  (the  second  trio)  lo  supper; 
had  Luciea  any  invitations  to  t»ae  lo  {leople  who  might  be 
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iKcful  10  him?  I^cicn  said  tliat  he  would  lake  counsel  of 
Lousieau. 

A  few  momenls  were  spent  togetlier,  and  Conlie  hurried 
away.  She  si^ared  Luci^n  the  knowledge  that  Camusot  wu 
waiting  for  her  below. 

Next  morning,  at  eight  o'clock,  Lucien  went  lo  EtieoM 
Lousteau's  room,  found  it  empty,  and  hurried  away  to  Florinc. 
Lousteau  and  Fli^rine  Milled  into  poises^ion  of  their  new 
quarlers  like  a  married  coii[)1e,  received  iheir  friend  in  the 
pretty  bedroom,  and  all  three  breakfasted  sumptuously  to- 
gether. After  talking  over  various  subjects,  Lucien  stated  the 
object  of  his  call  and  a^ed  LoustCJiu's  advice. 

"Why,  I  should  adviw  you,  my  boy,  lo  come  with  me  (o 
see  F^licien  Vertiou,"  nid  I.ousteau,  wlien  they  sat  at  table, 
and  I.ncien  had  mentioned  Coralie's  projected  supper  ;  "ask 
him  lo  be  of  the  [wriy,  and  keep  well  with  him,  if  you  can 
keep  well  wiih  such  a  rascal.  I-tlicien  Vernou  does  x/fui/let^n 
for  a  poliiical  paper;  he  might  perhaps  introduce  you,  and 
you  could  blossom  out  into  leaders  in  it  at  your  e.ite.  It  is  a 
Literal  |>aper,  like  ours;  you  will  be  a  Liberal,  that  is  tbe 
popular  parly ;  and,  beside,  if  you  mean  to  go  over  to  the 
Ministerialists,  you  would  do  belter  for  yourself  if  tliey  had 
reason  to  be  afraid  of  you.  Then  there  is  Hector  Merlin  and 
his'Madame  du  Val- Noble ;  you  meet  great  p«:ople  at  (heir 
house — dukes  and  dandier  and  millionaire*;  didn't  they  tsk 
jou  and  Coralie  to  dine  with  them  ?  ** 

"Yes,"  replied  Lucien;  "you  are  going  too,  and  so  is 
Horine,"  Lucien  and  fiiicnne  were  now  on  familiar  terms 
after  Friday's  debauch  and  the  dinner  at  the  "Rocher  de 
Cancale." 

'*  Very  well,  Merlin  is  on  the  paper  ;  we  shall  come  across 
him  pretty  often  ;  he  is  Ihe  chap  to  follow  close  on  Pinot's 
heels,  You  would  do  well  lo  pay  him  attention  ;  ask  him 
and  Madame  du  Val-Noblc  to  supper.  He  may  be  UMful  to 
you  before  long ;  for  rancorous  people  are  always  in  need  o( 
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^wti,  wkI  be  may  do  ycra  a  good  luin  if  he  cud  redton  on 

I    yoor  pcD." 

I         "Your  beginning  has  made  cnoitgh  urnsalioD  to  smootlt 

I     joar  way."  said  Fionoc ;  "  lake  advantage  of  it  at  once,  or 
fou  will  Mton  be  fotgoiten." 

'■  The  bargain,  tite  great  business,  is  concluded,"  Lotisleau 
CDBliiiocd.  "  That  t'inot,  without  a  ipaik  of  talent  in  him, 
k  to  be  editor  of  L).iunat*E  weekly  paper,  with  a  uUry  of  six 

Ibandtcd  francs  per  monlh,  and  owner  of  a  sixtli  ^liate,  for 
which  be  has  twt  paid  one  penny.  And  I,  my  dear  fellow, 
am  now  editor  of  our  little  paper.  Everything  went  off  u  I 
eipecied  \  Flotinc  managed  tuixrbly,  ahe  could  give  points 
to  Talleyrand  himself." 

"  We  have  a  hold  on  men  through  their  pleasures,"  said 
Florine,  "while  a  diplomatic  only  works  on  their  self-lmre. 
A  diplotnaiift  sees  a  man  made  up  for  the  occasion  j  we 
ksow  him  in  bis  moments  of  folly,  w  our  power  b  greater." 

"And  when  the  thing  was  settled,  Maiifat  made  the  lint 
uA  Itfi  joke  of  his  whole  dnigjci^''^  oreer,"  put  in  LoiHieau. 
'■  He  said,  '  This  affair  is  quite  in  my  line ;  I  am  supplying 
dfi^  to  lite  public'  " 

"  I  •aspect  that  Floritte  put  him  up  to  It,"  cried  Lucien. 

"  And  bjr  these  means,  my  little  tlcar,  your  foot  is  in  the 
Mimtp."  continued  Louateau. 

**  Voo  were  bom  wiih  a  silver  t|x>on  in  yoiir  mouth,"  re- 
marked Florinr.  "  What  lots  of  young  fcllowii  wait  for  years, 
wait  till  they  are  sick  of  wailing,  for  a  chance  lo  get  an  article 
into  a  PM>er  I  You  will  do  like  Emilc  Blondcl.  In  six 
months'  time  you  will  tic  giving  yourself  high  and  mighty 
atrs,"  the  added,  with  a  mocking  smite,  in  tlie  Luiguage  of 
her  ctMS. 

'•  Haven't  I  been  in  Parts  for  three  years?"  said  I.oiJiteau, 
"  and  only  yesterday  Finoi  began  to  pay  me  a  fixed  monthly 
■atary  of  three  hundred  francs,  and  a  hundred  francs  per  sheet 
far  hi>  paper." 
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"  Well  J  you  are  saying  nothing !  "  exclaimed  Florine,  wiih 
her  eyes  turned  on  l.ucien. 

"  We  shall  sec,"  said  Lucien. 

"My  iJcAr  boy,  if  you  had  been  my  brother,  I  could  not 
have  done  more  for  yoii,"  reiorled  Lousteau,  somewhat  net- 
lied,  "  bwt  I  won't  answer  for  Finot,  Score*  of  sharp  fellows 
will  besiege  Finoi  for  the  next  two  days  with  offers  to  worie 
for  low  pay.  I  have  promised  for  you,  but  yoo  «n  draw 
back  if  you  like.  Vou  little  know  how  lucky  you  are,"  he 
added  after  a  (lause.  "  All  those  in  our  set  combine  to  attack 
an  enemy  in  various  papers  and  lend  each  other  a  helping 
hand  all  roimd." 

"  Let  us  go,  ill  the  first  place,  to  F<licicii  VcmoM,"  said 
Lucien.  He  was  eager  to  conclude  an  alliance  wiih  such 
formidable  birds  of  prey. 

Lousteau  sent  (or  a  cab  and  the  pair  of  fricndti  drore  to 
Vemou's  house,  on  a  second  floor,  up  an  alley,  in  the  Rue 
Mandar.  To  Lucien's  great  astonishment,  the  harsh,  faslid- 
iouD,  and  neverc  critic's  surroundings  were  vulf;3r  to  ihe  last 
decree.  A  marbled  i>aper,  cheap  aiid  shabby,  with  a  mean- 
ingless pattern  repealed  at  regular  iniervalt,  covered  Ihe  walto, 
and  a  scries  of  nqua  tints  in  gilt  frames  decorated  the  apart- 
ment, where  Vernou  sat  at  table  with  a  woman  so  plain  that 
she  could  only  be  the  legitiniaie  mistress  of  Ihe  house,  and 
two  very  small  children  perched  on  high  chairs  with  a  bar  in 
front  to  prevent  the  infants  from  tumbling  out.  Ftliciett 
Vemou,  in  a  cotton  dretsing-gown  contrived  out  of  the  re- 
mains of  one  of  his  wife's  dresses,  was  not  over  well  pleased 
by  this  invasion, 

"Have  you  breakfasted.  Lousieau?"  he  asked,  placing  * 
chair  for  Lucien. 

"We  hare  ju«  left  Florine;  we  hare  been  breakfasting 
with  her." 

Lucien  could  not  take  his  eyes  off  Madame  Vernon.  She 
looked  like  a  stout,  homely  cook,  with  a  tolerably  fair  com- 
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piflsioa.  bdt  cominonplm  to  the  l»(  degree.  The  hidy  wore  ■ 
■  buxliiu  tied  over  ber  ntghi-CAp,  the  strings  of  the  Utter 
•rticle  of  dress  being  tied  so  tighily  under  tlie  chin  that  her 
pofff  cheein  stood  oai  on  either  side.  A  shapelcs,  beltless 
pnncnt,  fastened  by  a  single  button  at  the  tliroat,  enveloped 
her  from  bcMl  (o  foot  in  such  a.  fuhion  ihiit  a  comparison  to 
a  milestone  at  once  Goggested  itself.  Her  health  left  no  room 
far  hope ;  her  checks  were  almoet  puri>le ;  her  fingen  looked 
like  sarasaiges.  In  a  monicnt  it  dawiKd  upon  Uicirn  how  it 
«■■  thit  Vernou  was  always  >o  ill  at  case  in  society ;  here 
was  the  living  explanation  of  his  mtunihropy.  S>ck  of  hli 
■■rmge,  anable  to  bring  biouelf  to  abandon  his  wife  and 
bnfly.  he  had  yet  luflicient  of  (be  ailistic  temper  to  uiflcr 
cottttnuallr  from  their  presence;  Vcmo«  was  an  actor  by 
IMtBTc  boond  never  to  pardon  the  uiccess  of  another,  ron- 
desMWd  to  chronic  discontent  bccatuie  he  was  never  content 
vilh  hinwelC  l^cien  tiegan  to  understand  the  sour  look 
wUcli  seemed  to  add  to  the  bleak  expression  of  envy  on 
▼cnKRi's  face;  the  acerbity  of  the  epigrams  with  which  his 
converution  was  sown,  the  Jotirnalisi's  pungent  phrases — keen, 
polbbed,  and  elaborately  wrought  as  a  stiletto— were  at  once 
cxpbined. 

"  Let  us  go  into  tny  study,"  Vernon  said,  rising  from  the 
table  ;  "  you  have  come  on  bu5ines.<<,  no  doubt  ?  " 

•■  Yes  and  no,"  replied  £lienne  Lousieau.  "  It  is  a  supper, 
oM  chap." 

"  I  have  brought  a  menage  from  Coralie,"  said  Lucien 
(Madame  Vernon  looked  op  at  once  at  the  name),  "to  ask 
yoo  to  sap|>er  to-night  at  her  house  to  m^ct  llie  wnie  company 
at  before  at  Florine's,  and  a  few  more  besides — Hcclor  Mcriin 
and  Madame  dii  Val-Noble  and  some  others.  Tlicre  will  be 
play  afterward." 

"  Bill  we  are  engagrH  to  Madame  Mahoudeau  this  evening, 
dear,"  pot  in  the  wife, 

"What  does  that  matter?"  relumed  Vernoo. 
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"She  will  lake  ofTciise  if  we  don't  go;  and  you  are  verf 
glad  of  her  when  you  have  a  bill  lo  discount." 

"This  wife  of  mine,  my  dear  boy,  can  never  be  made  (o 
understand  Ihal  a  supiicr  engagement  for  twelve  o'clock  does 
not  prevent  you  from  going  lo  in  evening  party  thai  comes 
to  itn  end  at  eleven.  She  is  always  with  me  while  I  work," 
he  added. 

"  You  have  so  much  imagination  1  "  uid  Locien,  and 
thereby  made  a  mortal  enemy  of  Vcrnou. 

"  Well,"  coniinucd  Lousleau,  "  you  are  coming ;  but  lh« 
is  not  all.  Monsieur  de  Kubempr^  '\■^  about  to  be  one  of  us, 
so  you  mujit  puih  him  in  your  paper.  Give  him  out  for  a 
chap  that  will  make  a  name  for  hinuelf  in  literature,  so  Ihu 
he  can  put  in  at  ie.ist  a  couple  of  articles  every  month." 

"  Yes,  if  he  means  to  be  one  of  us,  and  will  attack  our 
enemies,  as  we  will  .itiack  his,  1  will  say  a  word  for  him  at 
the  opera  to-night,"  replied  Vernou. 

"  Very  well — gnud-by  till  to-morrow,  my  boy,"  uid  Lous- 
leau,  shaking  h;tiids  with  every  sign  of  cordiality.  "When 
is  your  book  coming  oiii  ?  " 

"That  depends  on  Dauriat ;  it  is  ready,"  said  Vernou 
palerfamilias. 

"  Arc  you  satisfied  ?  " 

"Yes and  no^— " 

"We  will  get  up  a  success,"  said  lousieaa,  and  he  rase 
with  a  bow  to  his  colleague's  wife. 

The  abrupt  departure  was  necesmry  indeed  ;  for  the  two 
inbnis,  engaged  in  a  noisy  quarrel,  were  fighting  with  their 
tpooni  and  Hinging  the  pap  in  each  other's  faces. 

"  That,  my  boy.  is  a  woman  who  all  unccMscioutly  wiU 
work  great  havoc  tn  contemporary  lileiatnre,"  said  £tieni»e. 
when  they  c.-imc  away.  "  Poor  Vcrnou  cannot  forgive  as  for 
his  wife.  He  ought  to  l>c  relieved  of  her  in  the  interests  of 
the  public ;  and  a  deliigc  of  blood-thirsty  reviews  and  stinft- 
ing  sarcasms  against  successful  men  of  every  sort  would  be 
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■verted.  What  is  to  become  of  a  man  with  sucli  a  wife  and 
tkal  pair  of  aLiominablc  t>raU  t  Have  you  seen  Rigamlin  in 
Plicafd'a  •  I-i  Maison  en  Loterle?'  You  have?  Well,  like 
Rifandin,  Vcrnuu  will  not  fig^ht  himseir,  biit  he  will  set  others 
IgMng ;  lie  would  give  an  eye  to  put  oui  both  eyes  in  the 
bod  of  the  be«t  friend  he  has.  You  will  sec  him  using  the 
bodies  of  the  slain  for  a  stcpping-sione,  rcjoiting  over  every 
one's  misfoitunes,  atta<kin(;  pritices,  diikes,  marquises,  and 
nobles,  because  t>e  himself  is  a  commoner ;  reviling  the  work 
of  unmarried  men  beraose  be  forsooth  has  a  wife ;  and  ever- 
lastingly |>rcaching  morality,  the  joys  of  domestic  life,  and  the 
tela  of  tite  citizen.  In  short,  this  very  moral  critic  will 
•tare  no  o»e,  not  even  inbntsof  lender  age.  Ho  lives  in  the 
Rue  Handar  with  a  wife  who  might  be  the  '  Mamamoachi ' 
of  ihc  '  Bourgeois  geuiilliommc'  and  a  cotiple  of  little  Ver- 
nooB  as  ugly  as  sin.  He  tries  to  sneer  at  (he  Faubourg  Saint- 
Ccnnain,  where  he  will  never  sci  foot,  and  makes  hisducheues 
talk  like  hts  wife.  That  is  the  sort  of  man  to  raise  a  howl  at 
the  Jesuits,  intalt  the  court,  and  credit  the  court  party  wtih 
die  dewgn  of  restoring  feudal  rights  and  the  right  of  primo- 
feakare— just  the  one  to  preach  a  cruudc  for  equality,  lie 
that  thinks  himself  the  equal  of  no  one.  If  he  were  a  bachelor, 
he  woald  go  into  society ;  if  he  were  in  n  fair  way  to  be  a 
royalisl  poet  with  a  pension  and  the  cross  of  the  legion  of 
Roaor,  He  wontd  be  an  optimist,  and  journalism  offers  start- 
iti(-{toints  by  tlve  hundred.  Journalism  is  a  giant  catapult 
■et  in  molton  by  pigmy  hatreds.  Have  you  any  wish  to  marry 
aAef  this?  Venvou  has  none  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness 
it)  him.  it  is  all  turned  to  gall ;  and  he  is  emphatically  th« 
jeamolitt,  a  tiger  with  two  hands  that  tears  everything  to 
ptccea.  as  if  his  pen  had  the  hydrophobia." 

■•  It  is  a  case  of  gnnophobia,"  said  I^cien.     "  Has  be 
ibUity?" 

"He  \%  willy,  he  is  a  writer  of  articles.     He  incubates 
Ktidcs ;  be  does  thai  all  his  life  and  nothing  eke.     The  most 
U 
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dogged  industry  would  fail  to  grafi  a  book  on  his  proK. 
Fdicicii  U  iiicaiublc  oT  conceiving  a  woik  on  a  lar^ei  icale, 
uf  broad  cfTccls,  of  (illirig  cluraclets  liarmoniouity  in  a  plot 
whicli  [icvdups  [ill  ii  reaches  a  climax.  He  has  idean,  but  lie 
has  no  Icnuwlcdge  of  facts ;  his  heroes  arc  Utopian  cieatum, 
philosophical  or  liberal  notions  ma^iiierading.  He  is  at  paitis 
to  wrilc  AW  original  ^lylc,  but  his  inflated  pcrioiis  would  col- 
lapse ai  a  pin*priL-k  from  a  critic;  and  tlicicfote  he  goes  in 
terror  of  r«view»,  like  every  one  elie  who  can  only  keep  his 
head  above  water  with  the  bl^idden  of  newxpa]>er  pnflfs." 

"  Wlul  iin  article  you  arc  making  out  of  him  1  " 

"That  pmicular  kind,  my  boy,  must  be  spoken  and  never 
written." 

"  You  are  turning  editor,"  said  Lucien. 

*'  Where  shall  I  put  you  down  ?  " 

"At  Coralic's." 

"Ah  !  wc  arc  infatnaied,"  said  Lousteau.  "  What  a  mis- 
take I  Do  as  I  do  witli  Florine,  let  Coralie  be  yoar  hoine- 
keeper,  and  lake  your  fling." 

"  Ydu  would  send  a  Mint  to  perdition,"  laughed  Liicicn. 

"Well,  there  is  no  damning  «  dcvU,"  quickly  retorted 
Lousteau. 

The  Hippani  lone,  the  brilliant  talk  of  this  new  friend,  hit 
views  of  life,  his  paradoxes,  the  Axioint  of  Parisian  M.ichiavcl- 
lism — all  these  things  impressed  Lucien  unnwarei,  Theo- 
luticully  the  poet  knew  tliai  such  thoughts  were  perilous;  but 
lie  believed  them  praciicalty  useful. 

Arrived  in  the  Boulevard  du  Temple,  the  friends  agreed  to 
meet  at  llic  ofEte  bctwcci)  four  and  five  o'clock.  Hector 
Merlin  would  doubtless  be  there.  I^ustcau  was  right.  Tbc 
infatuation  of  detire  was  upon  Lucien;  for  the  courteaan 
who  loves  knowt  how  to  grapple  her  lover  to  her  by  every 
weaklier  in  his  nature,  fashioning  herself  with  incredible  flexi- 
bility to  his cvciy  wish,  encouraging  the  soft,  efleiuinate  lubili 
which  strengthen  her  hold.     Lucien  was  thirsting  already  for 
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CBJofment ;  be  wu  in  love  with  the  ea&y,  luxurious,  aod  ci- 
fTBttve  life  which  the  actmx  led. 

He  found  Curalie  and  Cimusot  inloxicaled  with  joy.  The 
CjiDiuuc  offered  Coralic  an  cngagetucnt  after  Easter  on  tcmu 
far  which  »Ik  had  never  dared  (o  hope. 

"And  this  great  siucceu  U  owing  to  you,"  said  Camuiot. 

"  Ye*,  wrely.  Tie  'Alcalde '  would  have  fallen  flat  but 
far  him,"  cried  Curalie;  "if  tlwre  had  been  no  article,  I 
■booM  have  been  in  for  another  tii  years  of  the  boulevard 
tteatres." 

She  danced  up  to  Lqcien  and  flung  lier  arms  around  him, 
pntias  10  indetcriUtbie  silken  »oftiicst  and  swectiica  into  her 
atlMnasui.  Love  Wl  come  to  Coralic.  And  Can^iuoi?  hit 
qti  fell.  Looking  down  after  the  wont  of  mankind  in  mo- 
Beats  of  kharp  pain,  he  saw  the  scam  of  Lucien's  boots,  k 
deep  yellow  tliiead  used  by  the  l>esi  bootmakers  of  that  lime, 
in  strung  ronlratt  with  the  glistening  leather.  The  color  of 
fiai  Kim  had  tinged  his  thoughts  during  a  previous  converu- 
Iko  »tih  himself,  as  he  sought  to  explain  the  presence  of  a 
nyueriom  |>air  of  heviiaiis  in  Coralie'i  fender.  He  remem- 
bered now  that  lie  )ud  seen  the  name  of  "Gay,  Rue  dc  la 
Vicbodi^e,"  printed  in  black  letters  on  the  soft  white  kid 
brtng. 

"  You  have  a  handsome  pair  of  boots,  sir,"  he  said. 

'•  Like  everything  else  about  him,"  said  Coraiie. 

**  I  shoald  t>e  very  glad  of  your  booiiKakei's  address. 

"  Oh,  liow  like  the  Kae  dec  Botirdoiiriaiii  to  aik  for  a  trades* 
■■n's  ftddress,"  cried  Coralic.  "  Do /mi  intend  to  juironize  a 
yong  oun's  bootmaker?  A  nice  young  man  you  would 
■ike I  Do  keep  to  your  own  top-boots;  they  arc  the  kiiul 
far  a  MMiIy-going  man  wilhawifcarKl  family  and  a  mistress." 

"  Indeed,  if  you  would  take  ufS  one  of  your  boots,  sir,  1 
■bovtd  be  very  much  oUiged,"  persisted  Caraiuol. 

"1  could  not  gel  it  on  again  wiilwut  a  button-hook," 
mid  ttKMa,  flwliing  up. 
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"  Birtnice  will  fetcli  you  one  ;  wc  can  do  with  some  hcfc," 
jeered  Ciutusol. 

"  Papa  Catnusot  I  "  saitl  Coralie,  looking  at  hitn  with  cnirl 
scorn,  "have  the  courage  of  your  pitiful  baseness  Coiue, 
speak  out  1  You  think  that  this  gentleman's  boots  are  veijr 
like  miue,  do  you  not  ?  1  forbid  you  to  take  off  your  boots," 
she  added,  turning  to  Lucien.  "Yes,  Monsieur  Camusot. 
V«,  you  saw  some  boois  lying  about  In  ilie  fender  here  the 
oilier  day,  and  that  H  the  identical  pair,  and  this  gentle- 
man was  hiding  in  my  dressing-room  at  the  time  wailing  for 
them  ;  and  he  had  passed  the  night  here.  This  was  what  you 
were  thinking,  kein  t  Think  so ;  I  would  rather  you  did.  It 
is  the  simple  truth.  I  am  deceiving  you.  And  if  I  am?  I 
do  it  to  pk-ase  myself" 

She  sat  down.  There  was  no  anger  in  her  fate,  no  eintnr- 
rassmeni ;  she  looked  from  Camusot  to  Lucien.  The  two 
men  avoided  each  other's  eyes, 

■'I  will  believe  nothing  that  you  do  not  wish  mc  to  be- 
lieve." said  Camusol.  "Don't  play  with  me,  Coralie;  I 
was  wrong " 

"  1  am  either  a  shameless  baggage  that  has  taken  a  sudden 
ftncy  ;  or  a  {ioor,  unhappy  girl  who  feels  what  love  really  is 
for  the  first  time,  the  love  that  all  women  long  for.  And 
whichever  way  it  is,  you  must  leave  me  or  take  me  as  I  un," 
she  said,  with  a  queenly  gesture  that  completely  crushed  (Ite 
wreicheil  Camusol. 

"  Is  it  really  true  ?  "  he  asked,  seeing  from  their  faces  that 
this  was  no  jest,  yet  begging  to  be  deceived. 

"  I  love  mademoiselle,"  Lucien  faltered  out. 

At  that  word,  Coialie  t<prang  to  her  poet  and  Iteld  h!m 
tightly  to  her;  then,  with  her  arms  still  about  him,  she 
turned  to  the  silk-mercer,  as  if  to  bid  him  see  the  beautiful 
picture  made  by  two  young  lovers. 

"  Poor  Musot,  take  all  that  you  gave  to  me  back  again  ;  I 
do  nut  waul  to  keep  anything  of  yours;  for  I  love  this  boy 
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bate  NMidlf,  Dot  fur  tiU  inlcllect,  Inn  for  his  beauty.  I  would 
nihcr  itan-G  wilti  him  tluin  have  millions  with  you." 

Cannitot  unit  into  a  tow  chair,  bid  bts  Tacc  id  his  banda. 
And  utd  rMt  a  word. 

"  Would  you  like  us  to  go  away  ?  "  slie  aiked.  There  «ra$ 
•  note  of  ferocity  in  lier  voice  which  oo  words  can  describe. 

Cold  cbills  ran  down  Lucicn't  spine;  he  beheld  himself 
burdened  with  a  woman,  an  actress,  and  a  household. 

"  Suy  here,  Coralic ;  keep  it  831,"  the  old  tradesman  said 
«1  last,  in  a  faint,  unsteady  voice  that  came  from  hts  heart; 
*'I  don't  want  anything  back.  There  is  the  worth  of  siity 
tbousand  francs  here  in  the  fiirnitore ;  but  I  rould  not  bear  to 
think  of  my  Coralie  in  want.  And  yet,  it  will  not  be  long 
beCorc  you  cork  to  want.  However  great  this  gentleman's 
Ulcni  may  be,  be  can't  aflbid  to  keep  you.  Wc  old  fellows 
■■n  expect  this  son  of  thing.  Coralie,  let  me  come  and  ice 
yoa sometimes;  I  may  be  of  use  to  you.  And — Iconfcssit; 
I  cannot  live  without  you." 

Tbc  poor  man's  geitilcness.  sttipi>ed  as  he  was  of  hb  hsppi- 
MM  Just  as  happiness  hnd  reached  its  height,  touched  Lucien 
deeply.     Coralie  was  quite  unsoftene<)  by  it. 

"  Come  as  often  as  you  wish,  poor  Miitot,"  she  said ;  "  I 
shall  like  yoaall  the  belter  when  1  don't  prclend  to  love  you." 

Camusot  seemed  to  be  resigned  to  his  fate  so  long  as  he  was 
not  driven  out  of  the  earthly  paradise,  in  which  his  life  could 
i»ol  have  been  all  joy ;  he  trusted  to  the  chancer  of  life  in 
I^ris  and  to  the  temptations  that  would  beset  Lucien 's  path ; 
be  would  wait  a  while,  and  all  ihat  had  been  his  should  be 
hi>  again.  Sooner  or  later,  thought  the  wily  tradesman,  this 
hukdaoim  young  fellow  would  be  unfaithful ;  he  would  keep 
I  watch  on  him  ;  and  tlie  belter  to  do  this  and  use  his  op- 
porinnity  with  Cotatie,  lie  would  be  their  friend.  The  per- 
■nteni  pauion  that  could  con^nt  to  swh  humiliation  terrified 
Lociea.  Camusot's  proposal  of  a  diooer  at  Viry's  in  (ht 
Pilait  Royal  was  accepted. 
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"  What  juy  !  "  cried  Coralie,  as  soon  as  Camusoi  had  de- 
|>arted.  "  You  will  not  go  back  now  lo  your  garret  in  tUe 
Lalin  Quarter;  you  will  live  here.  Wc  shall  always  be 
together.  You  can  lake  a  room  iu  ibe  Rue  Chariot  for  the 
jakc  of  appearances  and  vo^e  la gatire!"  (come  what  tnay). 

She  began  lo  dance  her  Spanish  ilancc,  with  an  excited 
eagerness  thai  revealed  the  strength  of  the  passion  id  her 
heart. 

"  If  I  work  hard,  I  may  make  five  hundred  francs  k  month," 
Lucien  said. 

"And  I  shall  make  ns  much  again  at  the  theatre,  without 
counting  extras.  C.imusot  will  pay  for  my  dresses  as  before. 
He  is  fond  of  mc  !  Wc  caxi  live  like  Crccsus  on  fifteen  h(ui< 
dred  francs  a  month." 

"And  the  horses?  and  the  coachman?  and  the  footman?" 
inquired  Btrdnicc. 

"  !  will  get  into  debt,"  said  Coralie.  And  she  began  to 
dance  with  Lucien. 

"  1  must  close  with  Finot  after  this,"  Lucien  exclaimed. 

"There!"  said  Coralie,  "t  wilt  drew  and  lake  y<»u  t* 
your  office.  I  will  wail  outside  in  the  boulevard  (or  you  with 
the  carriage." 

Lucien  sat  down  on  (he  sofa  and  made  some  very  sober  re- 
flections as  he  watched  Coralie  al  her  toilet.  It  wo^iUI  have 
been  wiser  to  leave  Coralie  free  than  to  start  all  ai  once  wilh 
such  an  establishment ;  but  Coralie  was  there  liefore  his  eyes, 
and  Coialie  wjs  so  lovely,  so  graceful,  w  bewitching,  ihai  the 
more  picturesque  aspects  of  bohemia  were  in  evidence,  and  he 
flung  down  the  gauntlet  to  fortune. 

IWfinice  was  ordered  to  sujwrintend  I.ucien's  removal  ai>d 
installation;  and  Coralie,  iritimphanl,  radiant,  and  happy, 
carried  off  her  love,  her  jmet,  and  must  needs  go  all  over 
Faris  on  the  way  to  the  Rue  Saint-Fiacre.  Lucien  sprang 
lightly  up  the  staircase  and  entered  the  office  with  an  air  f>f 
being  quite  at  hoipe.     Colo^uinte  wu  there  with  the  stamped 
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piper  still  on  his  hud ;  and  old  Giroudeau  told  him  again, 
brpgcTiiically  enwi|;h,  that  no  one  had  yet  conie  in. 

"  But  ibe  editor  and  contribulots  ww//  inwi  sotncwhere  or 
other  lo  arrange  about  the  journal,"  said  Locien. 

"  Very  likeljr ;  but  I  luvc  uoihing  lo  do  irith  the  writing 
flf  the  paper,"  satd  the  Emperor's  captain,  retiming  his  occa- 
pttiOQ  of  cliecking   00"  wrajj^iers   with   his  eternal   irffumf 

Was  it  lucky  or  unlucky  ?  Finoi  chanced  to  come  in  at  that 
Tcry  tnoment  to  announiie  hit  tham  abdication  and  lo  bifl 
Giroodciu  watch  over  his  interests. 

"  No  shilly-slially  with  this  gcntleoun ;  he  is  on  the  siaiT," 
Finot  added  for  his  uncle's  benefit,  as  be  grasped  Lucien  by 
(be  hand. 

"OSt  he  is  on  the  paper,"  exclaimed  Cirowleau,  much 
Mrpritcd  at  (hi*  rriendliDes*.  "  Well,  sir,  you  came  on  with- 
tnt  moch  difficulty." 

"  I  want  to  tuake  things  snug  tax  you  here,  lest  ^iienne 
iboald  bamboozle  you,"  continued  Finot,  looking  knowingly 
M  Lacien.  "  This  gentleman  will  be  paid  three  francs  per 
tolumn  all  around,  including  theatres." 

"  Yuo  haire  never  taken  any  one  on  such  terms  before,"  said 
Giroodcau.  opening  his  eyes. 

"And  he  will  take  the  four  boulevard  theatres.  See  that 
nobody  sneaks  bis  boxes  and  that  he  gets  his  share  of  tickets. 
I  iImmM  advise  you,  Dcvenhelcss,  to  have  them  sent  to  your 
tddrcift."  he  added,  turning  to  Lucien,  "And  he  agrees  to 
write  br«idc  ten  miircUaneous  articles  of  two  columns  each, 
far  fifty  francs  per  month,  for  one  year.  Does  that  suit 
yoo?" 
"  Yes,"  said  Lucien.  Circumstances  had  forced  his  hand. 
■'  Draw  up  the  agreement,  uncle,  and  we  will  sign  it  when 
«e  enme  downstairs." 

"  Who  is  the  gcnilcman  ?*'  inquired  Giroudeau,  rising  and 
uking  00*  bis  black  silk  skuUop^ 
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"  Monsieur  Lucien  de  Rubempri,  who  wrote  the  aiticle  oa 
•The  Alcalde.*" 

"  Youitg  man,  you  have  a  gold  mine  thtrt"  said  the  old 
soldier,  lapiiiii^  Lucicii  on  the  fcrclicud.  "  I  am  not  lilcruy 
myself,  but  I  read  that  article  of  youn,  and  I  liked  it.  That 
is  the  kind  of  thing  1  There's  gaiety  for  you  I  'That  will 
bring  us  new  subscribers,'  says  I  to  myself.  And  so  it  did. 
We  sold  fifiy  more  numbers." 

"  Is  my  agreement  with  Lonstcau  made  out  in  duplicate 
and  ready  to  sign  ?  "  asked  Finot,  speaking  aside. 

'■  Yes." 

"Then  antedate  this  gentleman's  agreement  by  one  day, 
so  that  Lousteau  will  be  bound  by  the  previous  contract." 

Finot  took  his  new  contributor's  arm  with  a  friendliness 
that  charmed  Lucien,  and  drew  him  out  on  the  landing  to 
say— 

"  Your  position  is  made  for  you.  I  will  introduce  you  to 
my  stalT  myself,  and  to-night  Lousteau  will  go  round  with  you 
to  the  theatres.  You  can  make  a  hundred  and  fiRy  franct 
per  month  on  this  little  paper  of  ours  with  Lousteau  as  its 
editor,  so  try  to  keep  well  with  him.  The  rogue  bears  a 
grudge  against  rae  as  it  is,  for  tying  his  hands  so  far  ax  you 
are  concerned  ;  but  you  have  ability,  and  I  don't  choose  that 
you  shall  be  subjecied  to  the  whims  of  the  editor.  Yoo 
might  let  mc  have  a  couple  of  shccis  every  month  for  my  re- 
view, and  I  will  pay  you  two  hundred  francs.  This  is  be- 
tween ourselves,  don't  mention  it  to  anybody  else  \  I  should 
be  laid  ojwn  to  the  spite  of  every  one  whose  vanity  is  morti- 
fied by  your  good  fortune.  U'rite  four  articles,  fill  youc  two 
sheets,  sign  two  with  your  own  name  and  (wo  with  a  pseu- 
donym, so  that  you  may  not  seem  to  be  taking  the  bread  out 
of  anybody  else's  inouih.  You  owe  your  position  to  Blondct 
and  Vignon  ;  they  think  that  you  have  a  fulure  before  you. 
So  keep  out  of  scrapes,  and,  above  all  things,  be  on  your 
guard  against  your  friends.     As  for  us,  wc  shall  always  get  on 
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Mdl  tofciber,  ^u  aud  I.  Ilcip  mc,  and  I  will  lielp  y»\i. 
Htm  hare  forty  francs'  worth  uf  boxes  and  tickets  to  sell,  2nd 
(ixty  franca'  worth  of  books  to  couvctt  into  cuh.  With  that 
*m1  your  work  on  the  paper,  you  will  be  making  four  hundred 
Mul  fijiy  francs  every  munih.  If  you  use  your  wits,  you  will 
find  ways  of  nukins  another  two  hundred  francs,  at  least, 
awmg  lite  publi*l:crs ;  ilicy  will  \i0.y  )du  for  reviews  and  proo- 
pccRBCS.  IJut  you  are  mine,  are  you  not  i  1  can  count  ujioa 
7O11. 

Lucien  squeezed  Finot's  hand  ld  transports  of  joy  whicb 
BO  words  can  express. 

"  Don't  let  any  one  tee  that  anything  has  pasted  between 
at,"  said  Finot  in  hts  car,  and  he  flung  open  a  dooi  of  * 
room  in  the  roof  at  the  end  of  a  long  ]»ssa|;e  on  the  fifth  floor. 

A  table  covered  with  a  gteen  doth  was  drawn  up  to  a 
blazing  fire,  and  seated  in  various  cliairx  and  lounges  Lucien 
diicotered  Loosteau,  Filkten  Vcrnou,  Hector  Merlin,  and 
two  olhcfs  UJiknown  to  him,  all  laughing  or  smoking.  A  teal 
Inkstand,  full  uf  ink  this  time,  stood  on  the  table  among  a 
great  litter  of  papers ;  while  a  collection  of  pens,  the  worse 
for  wear,  but  Mill  Mctviceable  for  joiirnalisis,  lotd  tbr  new 
conuibator  very  plainly  that  the  mighty  cDtcrpri»e  was  canted 
an  in  this  apuuneni. 

••Gentlemen,"  said  Finot,  "the  object  of  this  gathering 
h  the  installation  of  our  friend  lAiusteau  in  my  place  as 
editor  uf  the  newspaper  which  I  ara  compelled  to  rcHnquisb. 
Bu  although  my  opinions  will  necessarily  undergo  a  irans- 
brmation  when  1  accept  the  editorship  of  a  review  of  which 
the  politics  are  known  to  you,  my  (oHvittioiu  remain  the 
wnc,  and  we  shall  be  friends  as  before.  I  am  <iuite  at  your 
lerviec,  and  you  likewise  will  be  ready  to  do  anything  for  me. 
Circumstances  change  ;  principles  are  fixed.  Principles  arc 
the  pivot  on  which  the  lunds  of  the  political  baronxier 
«m." 

There  wa*  an  instant  shout  of  bughler. 
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"  Who,  pray,  pui  that  into  youx  mouth  ?  "  a^sked  Lousieau. 

"Blondci!"  said  Fioot. 

"Windy,  showery,  Wormy,  settled  Uat"  said  Merlin; 
'•  wc  will  all  row  in  the  »ame  buat." 

"In  short,"  continued  Finot,  "not  10  muddle  our  wits 
with  metaphors,  any  one  who  has  an  article  or  two  for  me 
will  always  find  Fiooi.  This  gentleman,"  turning  to  Lucien, 
"  will  be  one  of  you.     1  have  arranged  with  him,  Lousieau." 

Every  one  congratulated  Finot  on  his  advance  and  nev 
prospects. 

"  So  there  you  ate,  mounted  on  out  shoulders,"  said  a  con- 
tributor whom  Lucien  did  not  know.  "  You  will  be  the  Jaotu 
of  joutnal " 

'*  So  long  as  he  isn't  the  Janot,"  put  in  Vernou. 

'<  Arc  you  going  to  allow  ux  to  make  attacks  on  our  MUt 
tKirest"  (wild  boars). 

",\ny  one  you  like." 

"  Ah,  yes  I  "  said  Lousieau ;  "  but  the  paper  must  keep  on 
its  lines.  Monsieur  CliStelct  is  very  wroth  ;  we  shall  not  let 
him  off  for  a  week  yet." 

"What  has  happened?"  asked  Lucien. 

"  He  came  here  to  ask  for  an  explanation,"  said  Vemoa. 
"The  imperial  buck  found  old  Giroudcau  at  home;  and  old 
Ciroudcau  told  him,  with  all  the  coolness  in  the  world,  that 
Philippe  Ilridau  wrote  the  article.  Philippe  asked  the  Baron 
to  mention  the  lime  and  the  weapons,  and  there  it  ettded. 
%Ve  are  engaged  at  this  moment  in  oRering  excuses  to  the  Baron 
in  to-morrow's  iauc.     Every  phrase  is  a  stab  for  him." 

"  Keep  your  teeth  in  him  and  he  will  come  round  to  me," 
said  Finot;  "and  it  will  look  as  if  I  was  obliging  him  bjr 
api>easing  you.  He  can  say  a  word  to  the  Ministry,  and  we 
can  get  something  or  other  out  of  him — an  assistant  school- 
master's place  or  a  tobacconist's  license.  It  is  a  lucky  thing 
for  us  that  wc  flicked  him  on  the  raw.  Does  anybody  here 
cart  to  take  a  seriout  article  uu  Nalhaa  for  my  new  paper?" 
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'Giirc  it  to  Lucien,"  said  Loustc^u.  "Hecicw  and  Vemou 
witl  write  aniclcs  in  ihctr  papers  ai  the  »jmc  time." 

"  Good-day,  gcndcmcn ;  wc  ihaU  itieei  each  other  (ace  to 
tice  at  Bafbin't,"  said  Ficioi,  laughing. 

Lucicii  received  some  congratulation}  on  hU  admistion  to 
the  might)-  army  of  j<nirnalists,  and  Loustcau  explained  that 
ihcy  could  be  turc  of  him.  "  LucicD  warns  you  all  to  sup  in 
a  body  at  the  house  of  the  fair  Coralie." 

*■  Coralie  is  going  on  at  the  Gyninase,"  said  Lucien. 

"Very  well,  gcnilemeD;  it  is  undcntood  that  we  push 
Conlie,  eh  ?  Put  «  few  lines  about  her  new  engagement  in 
yoor  papers  and  say  something  about  her  talent.  Credit  ihe 
■uMgeineoi  of  the  Gymni&e  with  tact  and  dticcrntneni ;  will 
ll  do  to  say  intelligence  ? ' ' 

"Ye>,  say  iiitetligeuce,"  said  Merlin;  "F[6d6rtc  has  some- 
Hung  of  Scribe's." 

"Oh I  Well,  then,  the  ounager  of  the  Gymnase  ii  the 
matt  perspicacious  and  far-sighted  of  men  of  butiucss,"  said 
Vctdou, 

*■  Look  here  I  don't  write  your  articles  on  Nathan  until  we 
ba«e  come  to  an  uoderstanding ;  you  sliall  bear  why,"  said 
£tienn«  Lo<uteau.  "  We  ought  to  do  something  for  our  new 
cOBOfade.  luicien  here  has  two  bookx  to  bring  out — a  volume 
of  H>nt»ett  and  a  novel.  The  po»cr  of  tlic  paragraph  should 
■akc  him  a  great  poet  due  in  three  months;  and  we  will 
Bake  good  ok  of  his  sonnets  ('  Marguerites '  ia  the  title)  to 
i«B  down  odes,  ballads,  and  reveries,  and  all  tiK  romantic 
poetry." 

"  It  would  be  B  droit  thing  if  the  soniMts  were  no  good  after 
alt,"  Bid  Ventou.  "  What  do  you  yourself  think  of  your 
watvets.  Lucien?" 

'■  Ves,  what  do  you  think  of  them  ?  "  asked  one  of  the  twy 
■Iram  Loci  en  did  not  know. 

"They  are  all  right,  gentlemen  ;  I  give  you  my  word," 
■id  Lousteau. 
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"Very  well,  that  will  do  for  me,"  said  Vernou;  "  I  will 
heave  your  book  at  the  poets  of  the  sacristy ;  1  am  tiivd  of 
ihem." 

"  If  Dauriat  declines  lo  take  the  '  Marguerites '  this  even- 
ing, we  will  aitaclc  liim  by  pitching  Idio  Nathan. " 

"  Bui  what  will  Natlua  say  ?  "  cried  LucicD. 

Hi&  live  colleagues  burst  out  laugliiog. 

"Oh  1  he  will  be  delighted,"  saidVeruou.  "You  will  see 
how  we  manage  these  things." 

"So  he  is  one  of  us?"  said  oDe  of  the  two  (to  Lucieo) 
unknown  journalists. 

"  Yes,  yes,  Fridiric ;  no  tricks.  We  are  all  working  for 
you,  Lucien,  you  see ;  you  must  stand  by  us  when  your  turn 
comes.  Wc  are  ail  friends  of  Nathan's,  and  wc  arc  attacking 
hitn.  Now,  let  us  divide  Alexander's  empire.  Fr6d^k,  will 
you  lake  the  Fran^ais  and  the  Odton?" 

"  If  these  gentlemen  ate  willing,"  returned  the  person  ad- 
dressed a.s  Fiidtric.  The  otlicrs  nodded  assent,  but  Lticien 
saw  a  ^IcaiQ  of  jealousy  here  and  there. 

"I  am  keeping  the  Oi>cra,  the  Italient,  and  the  Open- 
Comique,"  put  in  Vcrnou. 

"  And  how  about  mc?  Am  I  to  have  no  theatres  aX  all  ?  " 
asked  the  second  stranger. 

"  Oh  well.  Hector  can  let  you  have  the  Variil^,  aod  Lu- 
cJeu  can  spare  you  the  Potte  Saint-Martin.  Let  him  have  the 
Porte  Sainl-Mariin,  Lucicn,  he  is  wild  about  Fanny  Beaupri; 
and  you  can  take  the  Cicquc-Olympique  in  exchange.  I  shall 
have  Bobino  and  the  Funambules  and  Madame  Saqui.  Now, 
what  have  wc  for  to-morrow?" 

"Nothing." 

"Nothing?" 

"  Nothing." 

"  Gentlemen,  be  brilliant  for  my  first  number.  The  Baron 
du  Clutelet  and  his  cutilcfish-bonc  wilt  not  last  for  a  week. 
and  the  writer  of  '  Le  Solitaire '  is  worn  out." 
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*'  And  '  Sosthenes-Demoslhenes '  Iti  stak  too,"  Mid  Vernou ; 
"eterybody  hai  liiken  it  up." 

'*  The  fiui  is.  we  want  n  new  %&■  of  ninepim,"  said  Fitd^ric. 

"SuppoK  Ihat  wc  Uke  the  virtuous  representatives  of  ihc 
Right?"  suggnied  Luuitcau.  "We  might  say  that  Monueur 
de  Itonitd  Km  »wcjty  feet." 

"  Let  ut  begin  a  wrics  of  tkelchea  of  Mioistcnaliit  onilon," 
■fgeMcd  Hector  Merlin. 

•' You  do  Iliat,  youngster;  you  know  them ;  they  are  your 
awn  party,"  uid  l>Hii>ieau;  "you  could  indulge  any  little 
frivate  gnidgesof  your  own.  Pitch  inio  Betigiiot  and  Sjrriejrs 
4e  Uayhnhac  oivd  the  rest.  You  might  have  the  sketches 
itady  in  advance,  aiid  wc  ihall  have  somclhing  to  fall  back 

BpOQ." 

"  How  if  we  inrented  one  or  two  cases  of  refusal  of  burial 
with  aggravating  circuraslances  7  "  soked  Hector. 

"  Do  not  follow  in  the  tracks  of  ilte  big  con.ititiitional 
ptpen ;  they  have  pigeon-holes  full  of  ecclesiastical  eaiurdt," 
letoRed  Vemoo. 

"  Canards  t"  repeated  Lucien. 

"  That  is  our  word  for  a  icrap  of  fiction  told  for  true,  pot 
ia  to  enliven  the  coltimn  nf  morning  news  when  it  is  flat.  We 
owe  the  diicovery  lo  Benjamin  Franklin,  the  inventor  of  the 
lightning  conductor  and  the  republic.  That  journalist  com- 
pleicty  deceived  the  eiKyclopsedists  by  his  lran;allantic  fa«- 
«6.  Raynal  gives  two  of  thetn  for  facta  in  hts  '  Histoire 
(MIosphiquc  de^  Inde«.'" 

••  I  did  not  know  thai,"  said  Vernou.  "  What  were  the 
ttoties?" 

*•  One  was  a  wle  about  an  Englishman  and  a  negres  who 
helped  hifti  to  escape ;  he  sold  the  woman  for  a  slave  after 
tetting  her  with  child  himself  to  enhance  her  value.  Tlie 
other  was  the  eloquent  defense  of  a  young  woman  brought 
Mon  the  a-jthorities  for  l>e.iMng  a  child  out  of  wedlock. 
hmkUn  owned  to  the  fnuid  in  Necker's  house  when  he  cane 
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to  Paris,  much  to  the  confusion  of  French  philosof^ism.  Be- 
hold how  the  New  World  twice  set  a  bad  example  to  the  Oldl " 

"  In  joutn^hsin,"  said  Lousteau,  "everything  that  is  prob- 
able is  true.     That  is  an  axiom." 

"  Criminal  procedure  is  based  on  the  same  role,"  said 
Vernou, 

"Very  well,  we  meet  here  at  nine  o'clock,"  and  with  thai 
they  rose,  and  the  sitting  broke  tip  with  the  mott  affecting 
demonstrations  of  intimacy  and  good-will. 

"What  have  you  doDC  to  Finot,  Lucien,  that  he  should 
make  a  s]>ecial  arrangement  with  you?  Yuu  are  the  only  one 
that  he  has  bound  to  himself,"  said  Etienne  Lousieau,  as 
they  came  downstairs. 

"I?    Nothing.     It  was  his  own  proposal,"  said  Lucien. 

■'As  a  matter  of  (act,  if  you  should  make  your  own  temu 
with  him,  1  should  be  delighted;  wc should,  both  of  us,  be 
the  better  for  it." 

On  the  6rst  floor  they  found  Finot.  He  stepped  acroM 
to  Lousteau  and  asked  him  into  the  so-called  private  office. 
Girondeau  immediately  put  a  couple  of  stamped  agreementi 
before  Lucien. 

"  Sign  your  agreement."  he  said.  "  and  the  new  editor  will 
think  the  whole  thing  was  arranged  yesterday." 

Lucien,  reading  the  document,  overheard  fragments  of  a 
tolerably  warm  dispute  within  as  to  the  line  of  conduct  and 
profits  of  the  pajKrr.  £iicnne  Lousleait  wanted  his  share  of 
the  blackmail  levied  by  Giroudeau ;  and,  in  all  probability, 
the  matter  w.is  compromised,  for  the  pair  came  out  perfectly 
good  friends. 

"Wc  will  meet  at  I>auriat's,  Lucien,  in  the  Wooden  Gal- 
leries, at  eight  o'irlock,"  said  Etienne  Lousteau. 

A  young  man  appeared,  meanwhile,  in  search  of  emplo)'- 
ment.  wearing  the  same  nervous,  shy  look  with  which  Luckn 
himself  had  come  to  the  ollicc  so  short  a  while  ago  ;  and  in 
bis  secret  soul  Lucien  felt  aroused  as  he  watched  Giroodean 


A  fikOViXClAL  AT  PARIS  IB 

^jring  off  the  uidc  uctics  with  which  the  old  campaigner 
kad  previously  roiled  him.  Seir-imere^t  o|)ened  his  eyei  to 
the  oecenil)'  of  the  nuiiccuvics  which  rii^ed  irelUnigb  insur- 
BOODUble  biiriiers  between  begiQDcrs  and  tlic  upper  room 
wbere  the  elect  were  gailiered  together. 

"  Conlribulon  don't  get  very  much  as  ii  »,"  he  sdd, 
addreuing  Giiuudeau. 

"  If  there  were  more  of  you,  there  would  be  so  much  less," 
retorted  the  captain.     "  So  there  I  " 

The  old  campaigner  swung  his  loaded  cane,  and  went 
down,  coughing  as  uuial.  Out  in  the  street  he  inu  amazed 
to  see  a  haodiome  carriage  waiting  on  the  boulevard  for 
Locien. 

"I'M!  ire  the  army  nowadays,"  he  said,  "and  we  are  the 

H^  •'  Upon  my  word,"  said  Lucien,  as  be  drove  away  with 
^^poralie.  "  these  young  writcn;  veem  to  me  to  be  the  best  FeU 
BIdws  alive.  Here  am  I  a  journalist,  siire  of  nuking  six 
bandred  francs  a  month  if  I  work  like  a  horse.  But  I  shall 
find  a  publisher  for  my  two  books,  and  I  will  write  others ; 
for  tny  friends  will  insure  a  succcw.  And  bo,  Coralie,  '  voptt 
kgalerel'  (come  what  may)  as  you  say." 

•*  You  will  make  your  way,  dear  boy  ;  but  you  mii«  not  be 
It  good-natured  as  you  arc  good-looking ;  it  would  be  the 
mtn  of  yon.     Be  ill-natured,  that  it  the  proper  thing." 

Coralie  and  Lucien  drove  in  tt-«  Bois  rie  Boulogne,  and 
^in  they  met  the  .Marqiii>«  irE«pard,  Mme.  de  Birgeton, 
md  the  Baron  du  Chlltelct.  Mmr.  i!r  Bargeton  gave  Lucien 
1  languishing  glance  which  might  be  taken  as  a  greeting. 
Caransot  bad  ordered  the  best  possible  dinner ;  and  Coralie, 
feeling  that  she  was  rid  of  her  adorer,  was  more  charming  to 
the  poor  silk-mercer  than  she  had  ever  been  in  the  fourteen 
iBontlis  during  which  their  connection  lasted ;  he  had  never 
ber  so  kindly,  to  eochantingly  lovely. 

he  thooght,  "let  us  keep  near  her  anyhowl" 
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lo  consequence.  Camusot  made  secret  ovcrtuies.  He  prom- 
ised Coralie  an  income  of  six  thousand  livre«;  he  would 
transfer  the  stock  in  tlie  funds  into  her  name  (his  wife  knew 
nothing  about  the  invettnienl)  if  only  site  would  consent  to 
be  his  mistress  '(till.      He  wtnild  shut  his  eyet  to  her  lover. 

"And  betray  such  an  angel?  Why,  just  look  at  him, 
you  old  fossil,  and  look  at  yourself!  "  and  her  eyes  turned  to 
her  iioet.  Camusot  had  pressed  LuL-icn  to  drink  till  the 
poet's  head  was  ratlier  cloudy. 

There  was  no  help  for  it ;  Camusot  made  up  his  mind  to 
wait  till  sheer  n.int  ihould  give  him  this  woman  a  second 
time. 

"Then  I  can  only  be  your  friend,"  he  said,  as  he  kissed 
her  on  the  forehead. 

Lucieii  went  from  Coralie  and  Camusot  to  the  Wooden 
Galleries.  What  a  change  had  been  wrought  in  his  mind  by 
his  initiation  into  journalism  !  He  mixed  fearlessly  now  with 
the  crowd  which  surged  to  and  fro  in  the  buildings ;  he  eren 
swaggered  a  little  liecause  he  had  a  mistress;  and  he  walked 
into  Dauriai's  i^hop  in  an  off-hand  manner  because  he  was  a 
joumalist. 

He  found  himself  among  distinguished  men  ;  gave  a  hand- 
to  Blondet  and  Nathan  and  Finot.  and  to  all  the  coterie  with 
whom  he  had  been  fraternizing  for  «  week.  He  was  a  pet^ 
sonage,  he  thotighi,  and  he  ftniieied  himself  that  he  surpassed 
his  comrades.  Th.H  little  flick  of  the  wine  did  him  admirable 
service ;  he  was  witty ;  he  showed  that  he  could  "  howl  with 
the  wolves," 

And  yet  the  tacit  approval,  the  praises  spoken  aDd  un- 
spoken on  which  he  had  counted,  were  not  forthcoming.  He 
noticed  the  first  stirrings  of  jealousy  among  a  group,  less 
curious,  perhaps,  than  anxious  to  know  the  place  which  this 
new-comer  might  take,  and  the  exact  portion  of  the  stim- total 
of  profits  which  he  would  probably  sectire  and  swallow. 
Lucien  only  saw  smiles  on  two  faces — Finot,  who  regarded 
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a  ■  mine  to  be  exi>luiied,  and  LotuitMU,  wlio  considered 
thM  he  bad  pfoptteiar/  nglits  in  itic  poet,  looked  glad  lo  ace 
kim.  Loustcaa  bad  begun  aircady  to  assume  the  aire  of  an 
editor  i  he  tapped  sharply  on  the  window-panes  of  Dauriai's 
pnnie  office. 

"One  tnomeDt,  my  rhend,"  cfied  a  voice  within  as  ihe 
paUi)ber's  £>ce  a|}j>eiued  above  tlie  green  curtains  of  the 
wiodow. 

lite  moaieol  lasted  ao  boui,  and  finally  Lucien  and  £iieDO« 
were  admitted  into  tlie  samUuin. 

"Well,  have  you  thought  over  our  friend't  propocal?" 
Mked  Liicnne  Loutieau,  now  an  editor. 

"To  be  wire,"  uid  LXiuriat,  lolling  like  a  sultan  in  hJa 
cktir.  "  I  bavc  read  the  volunic.  And  I  submitted  it  to  a 
■aa  of  taste,  a  good  judge  i  fur  I  don't  pretend  touodentand 
tbcae  things  niytclf.  I  laj-self,  my  friend,  buy  reputations 
teady-made,  aa  the  Englishman  bought  his  love  ailairs.  You 
«cas  great  as  a  poet  as  you  are  hand&omeasaman,  my  boy," 
pcooouoced  Dsutiat.  "  Upon  my  vioid  and  honor  (I  don't 
Idl  you  that  as  a  publisher,  mind),  your  sonnets  are  magnili* 
cent  1  oo«gn  of  effort  about  tliem,  as  i*  natural  when  a  man 
wnics  with  inq)iratian  and  x-oxt.  Vou  know  your  craft,  in 
fad,  one  of  the  good  points  of  the  new  school.  Your  volBme 
«f  *  Margucriics '  b  a  fine  book,  but  there  is  no  business  id 
k,  and  it  is  not  worth  luy  while  to  meddle  with  anything  bat 
I  very  big  affair.  In  ironscience,  I  won't  take  your  sonnets. 
It  would  be  iin|xnsible  to  jnish  them ;  there  is  not  enough  in 
the  ihiag  to  )ny  the  expenses  of  a  big  success.  Beside,  you 
will  not  keep  to  poetry ;  this  book  of  youn  will  be  your  first 
and  bst  attempt  of  the  kind.  You  are  young ;  you  bring  me 
(be  cTcrUsting  volume  of  early  verse  whkh  every  man  of 
letter!  writes  when  he  leaver  school;  he  thinks  a  lot  of  it  at 
the  lime,  and  laughs  at  it  later  on.  Lousteau,  your  friend, 
b«  %  poem  put  away  somewhere  among  his  old  socks,  I'll 
Mimnt.  Haven't  you  a  poem  that  you  thought  a  good  deal 
It 
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of  once,  Loustcau?"  inquired  Dauiiat,  wiih  a  knowing  glance 
at  tlie  oihct. 

"  How  gliould  I  be  writing  proec  othciwue,  eit?"  asked 
Lousteau. 

' '  There,  you  see  1  He  has  never  said  a  word  10  me  ibout 
it,  for  OUT  friend  understands  busineas  and  ihe  trade,"  con- 
tinued Dauriat.  "  For  me  the  question  is  not  whether  yoii 
are  a  great  poet,  1  Itiiow  that,"  he  added,  stroking  down 
Lucien's  pride;  "  you  have  a  great  deal,  a  very  great  deal  of 
merit ;  if  1  were  only  just  starting  in  business,  I  should  make 
tlie  mistake  of  publishing  your  book.  But,  in  the  first  place, 
my  siceping  partners  and  those  at  the  back  of  me  are  cutting 
off  my  supplies;  1  dropped  twenty  thousand  francs  over  \tociry 
last  year,  and  that  is  enough  for  them  ;  they  will  not  hear  of 
any  more  just  now,  and  they  are  my  masters.  Nevertheless, 
that  is  not  the  question.  I  admit  that  you  may  be  a  great 
jjoet,  but  will  you  be  a  prolific  writer?  Will  you  hatch  son- 
nets regularly?  Will  you  run  into  ten  volumes?  b  there 
business  in  it?  Of  course  not.  You  will  be  a  delightful 
prose  writer;  you  have  too  much  sense  to  spoil  your  «yle 
with  tagging  rhymes  together.  You  have  a  chance  to  make 
thirty  thousand  francs  |ier  annum  by  writing  for  the  papers, 
and  you  will  not  exchange  that  chance  for  three  thousand 
francs  made  with  difficulty  by  your  hemisiitchea  ai>d  strophes 
and  tomfoolery " 

"You  know  that  he  b  on  the  paper,  Dauriat?"  put  ia 
Louse  eau. 

"Ves,"  Dauriat  answered.  "Yes.  I  saw  his  article,  and 
in  his  own  interest  I  decline  the  '  Marguerites.'  Yes,  air,  in 
six  months'  time  I  shall  have  paid  you  more  money  for  the 
articles  that  I  shall  ask  you  to  irrite  tlian  for  your  poetry  that 
will  not  sell." 

"  And  fame  ?  "  said  Lucien. 

Dauriat  and  Lousteau  laugfied. 

"  Ob,  dear  I  "  said  Lousteau,  "  there  be  illusions  left." 
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'*  Faroe  means  ten  j^ara  of  sticking  to  work,  and  a  handled 
ihoound  fnocs  lost  or  made  in  the  publishing  trade.  U  )-oii 
ImJ  anjrbody  mad  enough  to  print  your  poetry  for  you,  you 
•ill  feel  some  respect  for  me  in  anoihet  twelvemonth,  when 
^  have  had  time  lo  sec  the  outcome  of  ihc  transaciion." 

"Hive  you  the  manuscript  here?"  Lucien  asked  the 
bookadkr  coldly. 

"  Here  it  it,  roy  friend,"  said  Dauriat.  Tlie  publisher's 
manner  toward  Lucien  had  sweetened  singularly. 

Lucien  took  up  the  roll  without  looking  at  iltc  string,  so 
we  he  felt  that  Dauriat  had  read  liis  "  Marguerites."  He 
il  oot  with  Louueau,  seemingly  neither  disconcerted  nor 
iafied.  Dauitat  went  with  tliem  into  the  shop,  talking 
of  Ua  newspaper  and  Lousteau's  daily,  while  Lucien  played 
wwh  the  nuntrtcripi  of  the  "  Marguerites," 

"  Do  you  »ippocc  that  Dauriat  has  read  your  sonnets  or 
ml  then)  to  any  one  else?"  ^liennc  Lousteau  snatched  an 
opportunity  to  whisper. 

"Ves,"  said  Lucien. 

"Look  at  the  string."  Lucien  looked  down  at  the  blot 
of  bk,  and  saw  that  the  mark  on  the  string  still  coincided ; 
hemreed  white  with  rage. 

"  Which  of  the  sonnets  was  it  that  you  particularly  liked  ?*' 
ht  asked,  turning  to  the  publisher. 

"  They  are  all  of  them  remaikable,  my  friend  ;  but  the  son- 
net on  (Ik  Marf;uerile  is  delightful,  the  closing  thought  ti 
fae,  and  exquisitely  expressed.  I  felt  sure  from  that  sonnet 
thai  your  prote  work  w(>uld  command  a  success,  and  I  spoke 
to  Finot  about  you  at  once.  Write  articles  for  us  and  we 
till  pay  you  well  for  them.  Fame  is  a  rery  line  thing,  you 
Me,  bat  don't  forget  the  practical  and  solid,  and  lake  every 
tlMi>ce  that  turns  up.  When  you  have  made  money,  you  can 
»Tite  poetry." 

The  poet  dashed  o»l  of  the  store  to  avoid  an  explosion. 
He  was  furious.     Louvteau  followed. 


328  A  PROVINCIAL  AT  PARIS 

"  Well,  my  boy,  prdy  keep  cool.     Take  iilcD  as  ihoy 
for  m«ns  to  an  end.     Do  you  wish  for  revenge?  " 

"At  any  price,"  mullered  (he  jioet. 

"  Here  is  a  copy  of  Nuihao's  book.  Dauriat  has  ju»t  giveQ 
it  to  mc.  The  second  edition  is  coming  out  to-morrow ;  read 
the  book  again,  and  knoLk  off  an  article  demolishing  it. 
F^licieii  Veniou  cannot  endure  Nathan,  for  he  thinks  that 
Nathan's  succesi  will  injure  his  own  forihconiiti|;  book.  It  b 
a  cra^e  with  ihese  little  minds  to  fancy  that  there  i»  not  toom 
for  two  succu&cs  under  the  sun ;  so  he  will  see  that  your  article 
finds  a  place  in  the  big  paper  for  which  he  writes." 

"But  what  IS  there  to  be  said  against  ibe  book?  it  is  good 
work,"  cried  Lucicn. 

"Oh,  1  tayl  you  must  learn  your  trade,"  said  Lousieu, 
laughing.  "  Given  that  the  book  is  a  masterpiece,  und«r  the 
stroke  of  your  pen  it  must  turn  to  dull  trash,  dangerous  and 
unwholesome  stuff." 

"But  how?" 

"  Vou  turn  all  the  good  points  into  bad  ones." 

"  I  am  incapable  of  such  a  juggler's  feat." 

"  My  dear  boy,  a  journalist  is  a  juggler ;  a  man  must  nuVe 
up  his  mind  to  the  drawback}  of  the  calling.  Look  here  1  I 
am  not  a  bad  fellow ;  this  is  the  way  /thould  set  to  work  my- 
self. Attention  I  Vou  might  begin  by  praising  the  book, 
and  amuse  yoursclt  a  while  by  saying  what  you  really  think. 
'Good,'  says  the  reader,  'this  critic  is  not  jealous;  he  will 
be  impartial,  no  doubt,'  and  from  that  point  your  public  will 
think  that  your  criticism  is  a  piece  of  conscientious  work. 
Then,  when  you  have  won  your  reader's  confidenoe,  you  will 
regret  that  you  must  blame  the  tendency  and  influence  of  such 
work  upon  French  literature.  '  Docs  not  France,'  you  will 
say,  'sway  the  whole  inicUcctual  world?  French  writers 
have  kept  Euri)[>e  in  the  path  of  ajialy%is  and  philosophical 
criticism  from  itge  to  age  by  their  jwwerful  style  and  the 
original  turn  given  by  them  to  ideas.'     Here,  for  the  benefit 


tbe  Philistine,  insert  a  panegyric  on  Voliairf,  RoBsseati, 
'Diderot,  Montesquieu,  and  BuiTun.  Hold  torth  uj-on  tlie  in- 
cionble  French  langoaf^e.  Show  how  it  spreads  a  varnish, 
«  it  were,  over  thoaght.  Let  fall  a  few  apborbnu,  such  ax — 
'A  great  writer  in  France  is  invjiriabljr  a  great  man;  he  write* 
in  a  langnagc  which  compels  him  to  think  ;  it  is  otherwise  in 
other  countries ' — and  so  on,  and  so  on.  Then,  to  prove  your 
aae,  draw  a  compsrison  between  Rabcner,  the  Gefman 
■llrfcal  owralist,  and  La  Bru)^re.  Nothing  gives  a  critic 
weh  an  air  as  an  apparent  Caniilianly  with  foreign  literalure. 
Kaat  is  Coutin'sf  pedestal. 

"  Once  OR  that  ground  y<M  bring  out  a  word  which  sums 
Bp  the  French  men  of  genius  of  the  eighteenth  cenlurj  for 
te  benefit  of  simpletons — yoa  call  that  literature  the  '  titera- 
tvre  of  ideas.'  Armed  with  this  expression,  you  fling  all  the 
inighly  dead  at  the  heads  of  the  illustrious  living.  V'ou  ex- 
jttia  that  in  the  present  dajr  a  new  form  of  literature  has  sprung 
■p;  that  dialogue  (the  ea.<iiest  form  of  writing)  is  overdone, 
lad  detctiption  dispenses  with  my  need  for  thinking  on  the 
part  of  the  anthor  or  reader.  Vou  bring  np  the  fiction  of  Vol- 
taire, Diderot.  Sterne,  and  Le  Sage,  so  trenchant,  so  compact 
of  the  stuff  of  life ;  and  turn  from  ihem  to  the  modem  novel, 
eonposed  of  scenery  and  word-pictures  and  metaphor  and  the 
dmoalic  situations,  of  which  Scott  is  full.  Invention  may  be 
tlispUyed  in  such  work,  but  there  is  no  room  for  anything 
dae.  '  The  romance  after  the  manner  of  Scoti  is  a  mere 
pnung  fashion  In  literature,'  you  will  %»y,  and  fulminate 
•giloft  the  fata]  way  in  which  Ideas  are  diluted  and  beaten 
tUn  ;  cry  out  against  a  ctyle  within  the  reach  of  any  intellect, 
for  any  one  can  commence  author  at  small  expense  in  a  way 
of  literature,  which  you  can  nickname  the  '  literature  of 
hnagery.' 

"Then  you  fall  upon  Nathan  with  your  argument,  and 
cUablish  it  beyond  caril  that  he  is  a  mere  imitator  with  an  ap- 
ace of  genhis.  The  concise,  grand  style  of  the  eighteenth 
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century  is  lacking  \  you  show  tiiat  the  author  Bubsiitutes  events 
for  sentimenu.  Action  and  stir  is  not  life;  he  gives  you 
pictuies,  but  no  ideas. 

"Come  out  with  such  phrases,  and  people  will  take  them 
up.  In  spite  of  the  merits  of  the  work,  it  seems  to  you  to  be 
a  dangerous,  nay,  a  fatal  precedent.  It  throws  open  the  gates 
of  the  temple  of  Fame  to  Ibe  crowd  ;  and  in  the  distance  you 
descry  a  legion  of  petty  authors  hastening  to  imitate  thb 
novel  and  easy  style  of  writing. 

"  Here  you  launch  out  into  resounding  lamentations  over 
the  decadence  and  decline  of  taste,  and  slip  in  eulogies  of 
Messieurs  £tienne  Jouy,  Tissot,  Gosite,  Duval,  Jay,  BenjamiD 
Constant,  Aignan,  Baour-Lorraiaii,  ViUemain,  and  the  whole 
Liberal- Bon  apart  ist  chorus  who  patronize  Vernou's  paper. 
Next  you  draw  a  picture  of  that  glorious  phalanx  of  writers 
repelling  the  invasion  of  the  romantics ;  these  are  the  up- 
holders of  ideas  and  style  as  against  metaphor  and  balder- 
dash ;  the  modem  rcpreseniaiives  of  the  school  of  Voltaire 
as  opposed  to  the  English  and  German  schools,  even  as  the 
seventeen  heroic  deputies  of  ihe  Left  fought  the  battle  for  the 
nation  against  the  Ultras  of  the  Right, 

"And  then,  under  cover  of  names  respected  by  the  im- 
mense majority  of  Frenchmen  (who  will  always  be  against  the 
government),  you  can  crush  Nathan  ;  for  although  his  work 
is  far  above  the  average,  it  confirms  the  bourgeois  taste  for 
literature  without  ideas.  And  after  that,  you  understand,  it 
is  no  longer  a  question  of  Nathan  and  his  book,  but  of  France 
and  the  glory  of  France.  It  is  the  duty  of  all  honest  and 
courageous  pens  to  make  strenuous  opposition  to  these  foreign 
importations.  Ami  with  that  yuu  flatter  your  readers.  Shrewd 
French  molher-wit  is  not  easily  caught  napping.  If  pub- 
lishers, by  ways  which  you  do  not  choose  to  specify,  have 
stolen  a  success,  the  reading  public  very  soon  judges  for  itself, 
and  corrects  the  mistakes  nude  by  some  five  hundred  fools, 
who  alwavs  rush  to  the  fore- 


vf  PHOVLSCIAL  AT  PAKJS.  Vd 

"Say  ihu  the  puUiihcr  who  sold  a  first  edition  of  the 
book  is  Aiidacious  indeed  to  isMie  a  Siccoiul,  and  cxi>tess  regret 
lliat  so  clever  a  luau  does  noi  know  il>e  lute  of  the  country 
better.  There  ii  live  gtii  of  it.  Just  a  sprinkle  of  the  salt 
of  wit  and  a  dash  of  vinegar  to  bring  out  the  flavor,  and 
Douriat  will  be  done  to  a  tun.  But  mind  that  you  end  with 
Mcming  to  pity  Naihan  for  a  mistake,  and  speak  of  him  as 
s(  a  nuD  from  whom  contemporary  literature  may  look  for 
greu  things  if  he  renounces  these  ways." 

Lociai  wu  aiiuzed  at  this  talk  from  Lousteau.  As  the 
jounudist  spoke,  the  scales  fell  horn  his  eyes ;  he  beheld  new 
tralh*  of  which  he  bad  never  before  caught  so  much  as  a 
gtimpBC. 

"But  all  this  that  you  are  saying  is  quite  (rue  and  just," 
uied  he. 

"  If  it  were  not,  how  could  you  make  it  tell  against  Nathan's 
book?  "asked  Lousteau.  "That  is  ihc  first  manner  ofdemol- 
Uiiilg  a  book,  my  boy;  it  is  tlve  pickaxe  style  of  criticism, 
fiat  there  arc  plenty  of  other  ways.  Your  education  will 
eocnplete  itself  in  lime.  When  you  are  absolutely  obliged  to 
ipeafc  of  a  man  whom  you  do  not  like,  for  proprietors  and 
tditon  arc  soroctimes  under  coinpuUion,  you  bring  out  a 
neutral  special  article.  You  |>ut  the  title  of  tlie  book  at  the 
bead  of  it,  and  begin  with  general  remarks,  on  the  Greeks 
and  the  Romans  if  you  like,  and  wind  up  with — 'and  this 
brings  us  to  Mr.  So-and-so's  book,  which  will  form  the  subject 
of  a  second  article.'  The  second  article  never  appears,  and 
in  this  way  you  snulT  out  the  book  between  two  promises. 
But  in  this  case  yoa  are  writing  down,  not  Naihan,  but 
Dauriai;  he  ncedi  the  pickaxe  style.  If  the  book  is  really 
good,  the  pickaxe  does  no  harm ;  but  it  goes  to  the  core  of  it 
if  it  is  bad.  In  the  first  case,  no  one  but  the  publisher  is 
any  the  worse ;  in  the  second,  you  do  the  public  a  service. 
Both  neihods,  EOorcorer,  are  equally  serviceable  in  political 
cniicitm. ' ' 
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julienne  I^ustcRti's  cruel  Ic^on  opened  up  possibilities  for 
Lucien'siraaginaiion.    Hcundersicod  this  craft  to  admiration. 

"  Let  us  go  to  llic  office,"  said  Lou&ieau ;  "we  shall  find 
our  friends  (here,  and  we  will  agree  among  ourselves  to  charge 
ai  Nathan;  they  will  laugh,  you  will  see." 

Arrived  in  the  Rue  Saint-Fiacre,  they  went  up  to  the  room 
in  the  roof  where  the  paper  was  made  up,  and  Liicicn  was 
surprised,  and  gratiRed  no  less,  to  see  the  alacrity  with  which 
his  comrades  proceeded  10  demolish  Nathan's  book.  Hector 
Merlin  took  up  a  piece  of  paper  and  wrote  a  few  lines  for  hia 
own  newspaper : 

"A  second  edition  of  M.  Nathan's  book  is  annonnced. 
We  had  intended  to  keep  silence  with  regard  to  that  work, 
but  its  apparent  success  obliges  us  to  publish  an  article,  not 
90  much  upon  the  book  itself  3.1  upon  certain  tendencies  of 
the  new  school  of  literature." 

At  the  head  of  the  "Facetiaf"  in  the  morning's  paper, 
LoustCAu  inserted  the  following  note: 

"M.  Dnuriat  is  bringing  out  a  second  edition  of  Mon- 
sieur Nathan's  book.  Evidently  he  does  not  know  the  legal 
maxim,   ffon  bit  in  idtm.      All  honor  to  rash  courage." 

'  Lousteau's  words  had  been  like  a  torch  for  Imming;  Lo- 
cien's  hot  desire  lo  be  revenged  on  D-mrist  took  the  place  of 
conscience  and  inspiration.  For  three  days  he  never  left 
Coralie's  room  ;  he  sat  at  work  by  the  fire,  waited  upon  bjr 
B*r<nicc ;  pelted,  in  moments  of  weariness,  by  the  silent  and 
attentive  Coralie  ;  till,  at  the  end  of  thai  time,  he  had  made 
a  fair  copy  of  about  three  columns  of  criticism,  and  an  asloiw 
ishingly  good  piece  of  work. 

It  wat  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  when  he  ran  round  to 
the  office,  found  his  associates,  and  read  over  his  work  to  an 
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ttnthtt  Midieoce.     Ftitcien  said  not  a  syllable.     He  took 
If  the  mviDscnpt,  and  made  ofT  nitli  it  peltniell  down  the 

"Wbat  Haa  coioe  to  him?"  cried  Laci«n. 

"  He  hu  taken  yotir  article  straight  to  the  printer."  said 
Hector  Merlin.  "'Tis  a  masterpiece;  not  a  line  to  add,  uor 
a  word  to  take  out," 

*'  There  was  no  need  to  do  more  than  show  you  the  way," 
aid  LoiBieau. 

"I  should  like  to  see  Nathan's  face  when  he  reads  this  to- 
narrow,"  said  another  contributor,  beaming  with  gentle  sat- 
iaftition. 

*-  It  is  as  well  to  have  yon  for  a  friend,"  remarked  Hector 
Merhn. 

■■  llien  it  will  do?"  Lucien  asked  quickly. 

"  Bloodet  ami  Vignon  will  feel  b«d,"  said  Lousleau. 

"  Here  is  a  short  article  which  I  have  knocked  together  tor 
TOO,"  began  Locicn;  "if  it  laket,  Icouldnmie  you  a  series." 

"Read  it  over,"  said  Lousleau,  and  Lticien  read  the  first 
of  the  delightful  short  paiters  which  nude  the  fortune  of  the 
little  newspaper ;  a  wrin  of  sketchet  of  Parii  life,  a  {Ktrtrait, 
a  tjrpr,  an  ordinary  event,  or  tome  of  the  odditiet  of  ihe  great 
city.  This  specimen—'*  The  M.-in  in  the  Street  " — was  written 
In  a  w»y  tliat  was  fresh  and  original ;  the  thoughts  were  struck 
ottt  by  the  thocfc  of  the  words,  the  sounding  ring  of  the  ad- 
*erha  and  adjectives  caught  the  reader's  ear.  ITie  paper  was 
»  diffrrrnt  from  the  seriow  and  profound  article  on  Natltan 
•  The  "  Letires  persanes  "  from  the  "  Kiprit  des  loH." 

"  Vou  are  a  bom  Jonrnalisi,"  said  Loaslean.  "  It  shall  go 
in  to-tnorrow.     Do  as  much  of  this  sort  of  thing  as  yon  like." 

"Ah,  by-the-by,"  said  Merlin.  "Dauriat  is  furious  about 
tboae  two  bombshells  hurled  into  hU  roagaaine.  1  have  just 
cofDe  from  him.  He  was  hnrlin^  imprecations,  and  in  such  a 
rafie  with  Finnt,  who  told  him  that  he  had  sold  hn  pa|>er  to 
yoa.    Aa  for  tne.  1  took  him  aside  and  just  said  a  word  ■□  bii 
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ear.  'Tlie  "  Margueriles  "  will  cost  you  dwr,'  I  (ol4  him. 
*  A  min  or  uleni  comes  lo  you,  you  mm  the  cold  shoulder 
on  him  nnd  send  him  into  the  aims  of  the  newspapers.'  " 

"  Dsumc  will  be  dumfoundcd  by  the  uticle  on  Nathan," 
said  Loustcau.  "  Do  you  see  now  what  jourDalIsm  ii,  Lucicn? 
Your  revenge  is  beginning  to  tell.  The  Baron  ChUelet  came 
here  thi.i  morning  for  your  addiess.  There  was  a  cutting 
article  upon  him  in  this  morning's  issue;  he  is  a  wcjtkhng, 
that  buck  of  the  empire,  and  he  has  lost  his  head.  Have 
you  seen  the  paper  ?  It  is  a  funny  article.  Look,  •  l-'uneral 
of  the  Heron  and  the  Cutilelish-bone's  Lament.'  Madame 
dc  Bargcton  is  called  the  Cull  leiish- bone  now,  and  no  mil- 
lake,  and  Chftielet  is  known  everywhere  3&  Baron  Heron." 

Lucicn  look  up  the  paper,  and  could  not  help  laugliiog  at 
Vcrnou's  exiremcly  clever  skit. 

"They  will  cipituliite  soon,"  said  Hector  Merlin. 

Lucien  merrily  assisted  at  the  manufacture  of  epigrams  and 
Jokes  at  the  end  of  the  paper ;  and  the  associates  smoked  and 
chatted  over  the  day's  adventures,  over  the  foibtesof  some 
among  their  number,  or  some  new  bit  of  personal  gonip. 
From  their  winy,  malicious,  luntering  tilk,  Lucien  gained  * 
knowledge  of  the  inner  life  of  literature  and  of  the  mannere 
and  customs  of  the  craft. 

"  While  they  are  selling  up  the  paper,  I  will  go  round  with 
you  and  introduce  you  to  the  managers  of  your  theatres,  and 
take  you  behind  the  scenes,"  said  I.,ousteau.  "  And  then  we 
wilt  go  to  the  Panorama-Dramatique  and  have  a  frolic  in  their 
dressing,  rooms." 

Arm-in-arm  they  went  from  theatre  to  theatre.  Lucien  ng 
introduced  to  this  one  and  that  and  enthroned  as  a  dramatic 
critic.  M.-inagers  complimented  him,  actresses  flung  him  side- 
glances  ;  for  every  one  of  them  knew  thai  this  was  the  critic 
who,  by  a  single  article,  had  gained  an  engagement  at  the 
Gymnase,  with  twelve  thousand  francs  a  year,  for  Coralie,  amj 
another  for  Florine  at  the  Panorama-Dramatique  with  eight 
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tnaa.    Locwd  vat  a  man  of  imporunce.    Tbe 

fctdc  OVMioBi  itued  Lotien  in  h»  aim  eyvs,  and  uught  hiro 

m  kaow  htt  [lovcr.     At  rimo  o'clock  itie  pair  arrived  st  the 

DranutiqiK  ;  L<xicn  with  a  carelns  air  ihal  worked 

S'tttia  wxs  ihcrc.    NaiUan  held  out  a  hauid,  whtcli 

■*  Ab  I  ny  outten,  to  jroa  tutvc  a  mind  to  floor  mc,  hav« 
yaa^"  Hid  Nathan,  looking  froa)  one  lo  titc  other. 

"  Joa  yoa  wah  onitl  to-iao(ro«t  my  dear  fcUow,  and  yon 
itaU  RS  ho*  Lndcn  has  lakeu  you  in  hand.  U|>oa  my  wonl, 
yam  «itl  be  pleued.  A  piece  of  tetiout  cnticism  like  thai  is 
an  ta  do  a  book  |ood." 

liff^TT  reddened  wiih  coofuiHiD. 

C**  la  it  Kven  f  "  inquired  Nat  han. 
■•  It  ta  Ktloai,"  uid  LouHcau. 
**  Then  iberc  b  no  harm  done."  Nallian  rejoined.     "  Hec- 
r  Uerltn,  in  the  green-room  of  the  Vandeville,  was  sayitij; 
n  I  had  been  cat  up." 

••l«<  him  ulk  and  wall,"  cried  Lacien,  and  took  reAve 
in  Conlie't  ttre«mg-room.  Cotalie,  in  her  alluriogt  co*tume, 
had  jut  cnoe  off  tbe  nage. 

Next  nomtng,  as  Uicien  and  Coralie  ail  at  breakTait,  a 
carriage  drove  along  the  Rtx-  du  VendAtne.  The  urcct  was 
^■fat  eooogh,  «o  that  ihey  could  bear  tbe  light  tound  marie 
ijtA  defut  cabriolet;  and  there  wm  that  in  (be  pace  of 
the  horar.  and  the  manner  of  polling  up  at  the  door,  which 
ten*  ■rnirilikably  of  a  thoroaghbred.  tucien  went  to  the 
vindtfWf  nd  there,  hi  &ct,  beheld  a  iptendid  Engliah  hone, 
•ad  DO  tea  a  penon  than  Daorui  flinging  the  reina  to  his  man 
M  he  arepped  down. 

••  'Tu  the  pnblithcr.  Coralie."  mid  Lucien. 

"  let  htm  wait,  Btrtake,"  Coralie  uid  at  once. 

Lucwn  muled  at  her  pretence  of  mind  and  kliied  her  with 
:  mh  of  Icndcnifla.    Tbia  men  girl  had  made  hii  in- 
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icrcsts  hers  in  a  wonderlul  way ;  she  was  quick-witted  where 
he  was  concerned.  The  apparition  of  ilie  insolent  publtslwr, 
the  sudden  and  complete  collapse  of  that  prince  of  charlattns, 
was  due  to  circumstances  almost  eQCirely  forgotten,  so  ntterlf 
has  the  bookttade  changed  during  the  last  fifteen  years. 

From  i8i6  to  1827,  when  the  newspaper  reading-rooms 
were  only  just  twginning  to  lend  new  books,  the  fiscal  law 
pressed  more  heavily  than  ever  upon  periodical  publications 
and  nccesiity  created  the  invention  of  advertisements,  Para- 
graphs  and  articles  in  the  newspapers  were  the  only  means  of 
advertisement  known  in  those  daj^;  and  French  news|>apers, 
before  the  year  181Z,  were  so  small  that  the  largest  sheet  of 
those  times  was  not  so  large  as  the  small^t  daily  paper  of 
ours.  Dauriat  and  Ladvocat.  the  first  publishers  lo  make  a 
stand  a^inst  the  tyranny  of  journalists,  were  also  the  first  to 
use  the  placards  whicli  caught  the  attention  of  Parts  by  strange 
type,  striking  colors,  vignettes,  and  (at  a  later  time)  by  litho- 
graph illustrations,  till  a  placard  became  a  fairy-tale  for  the 
eyes,  and  not  unfrequently  a  snare  for  the  purse  of  the  ama- 
teur. So  much  originalily  indeed  was  expended  on  placards 
in  Paris,  that  one  of  that  peculiar  kind  of  maniacs,  known  ai 
a  collector,  possesse*  a  complete  series. 

At  first  the  placard  wa.^  confined  to  the  store  windows  and 
stalls  upon  the  boulevards  in  Paris ;  afterward  it  spread  all 
over  France,  till  it  was  supplanted  lo  some  extent  by  a  return 
to  advertisements  in  the  newspapers.  But  the  placard,  never- 
theless, which  continues  to  strike  the  eye.  after  the  advertise- 
ment and  the  hook  which  it  advertised  are  both  forgotten, 
will  alvayx  be  among  i» ;  il  took  a  new  leaie  of  life  when 
walls  were  plastered  with  posters. 

Newspaper  advertising,  the  ofTspring  of  heavy  stamp  duties, 
a  high  rate  of  postage,  and  the  heavy  dcpoail  of  caution- 
money  required  bv  the  government  as  security  for  |!Ood  be- 
havior, is  within  the  reach  of  all  who  care  to  pay  for  it,  and 
has  turned  the  fourth  page  of  every  Journal  into  a  harvest-field 
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A»  ibc  •pecti]aiot  aod  ibc  loteniAl  Rercnuc  Department. 

pro  rouictions  were  iaretited  in  iIm  time  ui  M.  dc 

TiStic.  wtM  bid  «  ctunoe,  If  l>e  lud  Uii  kiiown  it,  oltlntrg)r> 

^1  ibe  power  of  jonrndi^ii)  by  ^iuwiag  Qem%[ia\Kn  to  aulti- 

flf  tilt  aa  uoe  iiwk  uy  notice  of  them ;  but  he  iniued  hit 

ifponaaitj,  -  ''  of  privilege  was  created,  as  it  wcie, 

if  the  Altnw.        _,  _  itiit  dttficultics  put  lu  the  way  oi  iuil- 

iMf  s  oew  vcntate.     So,  tn  iSii.  Ibe  periodical  press  mighi 

be  nid  ui  have  power  ol  iifc  and  deatli  over  tlie  crcaitooa 

of  ibc  brain  and  the  publuhmg  trade.     A  few  iines  among 

tke  hema  of  newa  eau  a  fearful  amoiuil.     Inuiguet  were  mo)- 

i.-ptt««l  ia  Dcwvpaper  olfices ;  and  of  a  uighi  when  ihecoltutuu 

*en  divided  up,  aad  tfaii  or  that  article  was  put  in  or  left  out 

hi  mil  iba  >pace.  the  priming- room  became  a  aon  of  buile- 

fiekl ;  to  antch  to,  ilut  itw  laT|;ea  pabitthing  firma  lud  writen 

'      ta  their  pay  to  inteii  •hort  artietes  in  which  many  ideas  are 

pot  Iq  little  tpaoe.    Obacute  joumiliguof  this  btamp  were  only 

paid  after  the  iaMttioo  of  the  Hems,  and  iiot  unficiiuctitly  spent 

ibe  ni^ht  in  the  printing-office  to  make  uire  ilvai  tlicir  conlribu- 

tioc*  were  not  omitted  ;  loinelitnet  putting  in  a  long  article, 

^^jbfsincd  beaveo  kirawt  how,  wmetimet  a  few  line*  of  4  puK 

^1   The  waaaen  and  eauoiDt  of  joumaliam  and  of  the  pub- 

^RUtiag  tkoiuo  have  »ince  chan);M  lo  much  that  many  people 

W  Bowadays  will  not  believe  *l>ai  irnmcnM  cflbru  were  made  by 

wnten  and  puUnhen  of  booka  (o  aemrc  a  ncwipapcr  puff; 

tbc  manyix  of  glory,  and  all  tboK  who  are  condemned  to  the 

penal  tcrvitnde  of  a  life-loog  wcceia.  were  reduced  to  uicli 

^kbifU,  and  Mooped  to  the  depth*  of  bribery  and  comipiion  aa 

^'ieem  tabulow  to-day.     Krcry  kir>d  of  penuiauon  waa  brooght 

to  bear  on  )oumallati— dinner*,  flattery,  and  prcMnia.     The 

Ibllowini  uory  will  throw  mote  li)[lit  on  ihe  dose  cooaoetion 

beiwceo  the  critic  and  the  pnblither  than  any  qnaniliy  of  flat 

tawniont: 

There  waa  once  ttpon  a  tiiae  an  editor  of  an  iinponant 
.  a  deret  wtiter  with  the  pro^act  o(  hwcomim  a  aCaiea- 
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man ;  he  was  young  in  those  days  and  fond  of  pleasure,  and 
he  became  the  favorite  of  a  well-known  publishing  house. 
One  Sunday  the  wealthy  head  of  the  firm  was  enteriaining 
sevctal  of  the  foremost  journalist  of  the  time  in  the  country, 
and  the  mistress  of  the  house,  then  a  young  and  pretty  woman, 
went  to  walk  in  her  park  wich  the  illustrious  visilor.  The 
head  clerk  of  the  firm,  a  cool,  steady,  methodical  German 
with  nothing  but  business  in  his  head,  was  discussing  a  pro- 
ject with  one  of  ilie  journalists,  aud  as  they  chatted  they 
walked  on  into  the  woods  beyond  the  park.  In  among  the 
thickets  the  German  thought  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  hi* 
hostess,  put  up  his  eyeglass,  made  a  sign  to  his  young  com- 
panion to  be  silent, and  turned  back,  stepping  soflly.  "What 
did  you  see?"  asked  the  journalist.  "  Nothing  particular," 
said  the  clerk.  "Our  affair  of  the  long  article  is  settled. 
To-morrow  wc  shall  have  at  least  three  columns  in  ili« 
'  Dtbats.'  " 

Another  anecdote  will  again  show  the  influence  of  a  single 
article : 

A  book  of  M.  de  Chateaubriand's  on  the  last  of  the  Stuarts 
was  for  Nome  lime  a  ■'nightingale"  on  the  bookseller's 
shelves.  A  single  article  in  the  "  Journal  des  EMxits"  sold 
the  work  in  a  week.  In  those  days,  when  there  were  no 
lending  libraries,  a  publisher  would  sell  an  edition  of  ten 
thousand  copies  of  a  I>ook  by  a  Liberal  if  it  was  well  reviewed 
by  the  opiiosition  pa[)ers ;  but  then  the  Belgian  pirated  edi- 
tions were  not  as  yet. 

The  prepnratory  attacks  made  by  Lncien's  friends,  followed 
up  by  his  article  on  Nathan,  proved  efficacious ;  they  stopped 
the  sale  of  his  book.  Nathan  escaped  with  the  mortification ; 
he  had  been  paid  ;  he  had  nothing  to  lose ;  but  Daunai  vat 
likely  to  lose  thirty  thousand  frana.  The  tratle  in  new  boob 
may,  in  fact,  be  summed  up  much  on  this  wise ;  A  ream  of 
btsnk  paper  costs  fifteen  francs,  a  ream  of  printed  paper  is 
worth  anything  between  a   buiulrcd  sous  and    a    hundred 
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according  to  its  success;  a  favorable  or  unfAvoraliiC 

at   a  cnttcal  tune  often  dectdu  the  question ;   and 

'  DKirttt,  haring  fire  hundred  reams  of  printed  piper  on  hand, 

liBrrkd  to  make  tertos  trith  Lucien.     The  aulun  wa«  now  the 

tiave. 

After  waiting  for  some  time,  lidgeting  aitd  nuking  as  much 
\  noiae  as  he  could  while  parleying  with  B«rdnice,  he  at  last 
1  obtained  speech  of  Lncien ;  and,  arrogant  publisher  though 
I  be  was,  he  came  in  with  the  radiant  air  of  a  courtier  in  the 
'  rojiml  presence,  mingled,  however,  with  a  certain  sclf-sulfi- 
ciencjr  and  easy  good-hnmor. 

"  Don'i  duturb  yourselves,  my  little  dears!  How  nice 
they  look,  just  like  a  pair  of  turtle-doves.  Who  would  think 
BOW.  madenioitelle,  ihii  be,  with  that  girl's  face  of  his,  could 
be  a  liger  wiili  claws  of  steet,  ready  to  (cat  a  reputation  lo 
tags,  jusi  as  he  (ears  your  wiappers,  I'll  be  bound,  when  you 
an  not  quick  enough  lo  unfasten  them,"  and  he  laughed  be- 
fore be  had  finished  his  jest. 

•'  My  dear  boy—' '  he  began,  titling  down  beside  Lucien. 
"Mademoiselle,  I  am  Dauiiat,"  be  said,  interrupting  him- 
Klf.  He  judged  it  expedient  to  fire  his  name  at  her  tike  a 
pwtol-shot,  for  he  considered  that  Curalie  was  less  cordial 
than  the  should  have  lieen. 

"  Have  you  breakfasted,  monaieur ;  wtU  you  keep  na  oom- 

ponjr?"  asked  Coralic. 

"  Whj,  yes;  it  b  easier  lo  talk  at  table,"  said  Dauriat. 

I  "  Beaide,  by  accepting  your  invitation  1  shall  have  a  right  to 

npecl  yoa  to  dine  with  my  friend  Lucien  here,  for  we  mtnt 

be  close  friends  now,  hand  and  glove  I  " 

*•  B*rCnii:e !  Bring  oyslers,  lemons,  fresh  butter,  and  cham- 
pagne," said  Coralie. 

"  You  are  too  clever  not  to  know  what  hu  brought  me 
here,"  said  Dauriat,  fixing  his  eyes  on  Lucien. 
"  Vou  have  come  to  buy  my  sonnets." 
r"  Precisely,     FirM  of  all,  let  us  lay  down  our  arms  on  both 
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tides."     As  lie  bpokc  lie  loolc  out  a  iieat  pocket-book,  drevj 
from  it  thice  bilU  for  a  thousand  rrancs  eacii,  and  laid  then  { 
before  Lucien  with  asuppliant's  ui.     "Is  monsieur  content  ?  " 
he  asked. 

"  Yc5,"  said  the  poet.  A  sense  of  beatitude,  for  which  no 
word^  exist,  flooded  his  soul  at  the  sight  of  that  unhojie^I 
wealth.  He  controlled  himself,  but  he  longed  to  sing  aloud, 
to  jump  for  joy;  he  w^  ready  to  believe  in  Aladdin's  lamp 
and  in  euthaiitment )  he  believed  in  his  own  genius,  iu  short. 

"Then  the  '  Margueiitei'  ate  mine,"  continued  Dauhat; 
"  but  you  will  undertake  not  to  attack  my  publicatioiu,  won't 
you  ? ' ' 

"  The  '  Marouerites '  are  yours,  but  I  cannot  pledge  my 
pen  ;  it  is  ai  the  service  of  my  friends,  aa  ilieirt  are  mine." 

"  But  you  are  one  of  my  authors  now.  .All  my  authors  are 
ray  friends.  So  you  won't  spoil  my  business  without  warning 
me  bcibrclund,  so  that  1  am  prepared,  will  you  ?  " 

**  I  agree  to  that." 

"  To  your  fame  I  "  and  D.iuiiai  rai»;d  his  glass. 

"  I  see  that  you  have  read  the  '  Marguerites,' "  said  Laden. 

Duuriat  was  not  disconcerted. 

"  My  boy,  a  publisher  cannot  pay  a  greater  comptiiaeot 
than  by  buying  your  '  Marguerites  '  unread.  In  six  roontlu* 
lime  yo;i  will  be  a  great  poet.  You  will  be  written  up;  peo- 
ple are  afraid  of  you  ;  I  shall  have  no  difficulty  in  selling  your 
book.  I  am  the  same  man  of  business  that  I  was  four  days 
ago.  It  is  not  I  who  liave  changed ;  it  is  yM.  Last  week 
your  sonnets  were  so  many  cabbage-leaves  for  roc ;  to-day 
your  position  has  ranked  them  beside  Dclavignc." 

"Ah,  well,"  said  Lucien,  "  if  you  have  not  read  my  sod- 
nets  you  have  read  ray  article."  With  the  sultan *s  pleanie 
of  possessing  a  fair  inistreiiS,  and  the  certainty  of  success,  he 
had  grown  satirical  .ind  adorably  imjiertincni  of  late. 

"  Ves,  my  friend ;  do  you  think  1  should  have  come  here 
in  such  a  hurry  but  for  that  ?    Tliat  terrible  article  of  youn 
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B  ivy  «vll  writtro,  tmnc  luck.  Oh  !  you  hav«  a  very  gmi 
^K,  B)'  boy.  r<kr  mjr  advice  ami  nuke  the  mou  of  your 
Kfae,"  be  sd'lnt,  with  good  humor,  which  masked  the  ex- 
tftMc  itttolco^e  oi  ilie  ipeech.  "  Bui  have  yoa  yourself  a 
oify  of  tbc  r^pef  ?     Have  fuii«een  your  aiiiclc  In  print?" 

"Not  yet,"  utd  Ijucien,  "though  this  is  the  fii»t  long 
fnz  o(  proK  «btch  I  have  [juUUhed  ;  1»it  Hector  will  have 
woA  •  copy  to  ray  addma  in  the  Rne  Charlol." 

"Here — trad  I  "  cfkd  Dauriat,  copying  Talma's  gesture 
a-'MaaUsw" 
Locicn  took  the  [uper,  but  Coralie  matched  it  from  htm. 
■■  Tbe  Rmfratla  of  rnor  pen  belong  to  tne,  as  you  well 
IMW."  «hc  laughed. 

Daariat  was  onvoDiedly  counief-like  and  complimentary. 

Be  vn  a/txid  of  iJxlen,  and,  ihererore,  he  asked  him  to  a 

^Kfi   dinner  which  Itc  was  giving  lo  a  party  of  joumalttls 

-  end  i)(  the  week,  and  Coralie  was  included  in  (he 

"-   — ^   the   "  Margueriici  "   away  with   him 

•  \-.%  kii  poet  to  look  in  when  he  pleased  in 

■  "yaAf-n  Gillrriet,  and  the  afjiecmeiit  shittild  be  ready  for 

...  ^^naiure-     DAuriat  never  forgoi  the  royxl  airs  with  which 

he  endeavored  to  overawe  ttifierfirtal  olnerven  and  to  tmpreM 

Ibrm  with  the  notion  that  he  wat  x  Mieitcnaa  ralher  than  a 

taber ;  at  this  moment  he  left  the  three  thouaand  franc*, 

BS  away  fn  lordljr  fishton  the  receipt  which  Lucien  of- 

kbwed  Coralie't  han.l,  and  t>x>k  his  departure. 

A'ell,  dear  love,  would  jrou  lave  Dren  many  of  these  blU 

-  rcr  if  Tutt  had  Mopped  in  roar  hole  in  the  Kae  de  Cltrny, 

' .'  shoot  among  tlie  mutly  {ild  booki  in  the  Biblio- 

-     Library)  de  SainifXlrnrvitve?"  asked  Coralie,  for 

iM  knew  the  whnle  uory  of  l^oden't  life  by  this  time. 

"Thr^-  ■■•■'-  fnefi»b  of  yoaninthe  Ruedci  Qoalre-Venu ait 

great  '.  leema  lo  me. " 

Hti   bcDtiiea  of  the  ttnAittl*     And   I<uclen  cook)  be«r 
*  Uli  TW  ttaalXT  in  vUch  dw  Lmi  Sappw  ww  givn. 
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the  verdict  md  joio  heartily  in  the  laughter  excited  by  the 
icuiark. 

He  had  seen  himself  in  print ;  he  had  just  expetieoced  the 
ineir.iblc  joy  of  ihc  author,  ihst  first  pleasurable  thrill  o4 
gratified  vanity  which  comc:i  bui  once.  The  full  imjwrt  and 
bcariog  of  hia  article  became  apparent  to  liim  «>  he  read  and 
le-read  it.  The  garb  of  print  is  to  manuscript  as  the  stage  ia 
to  women;  it  bnngs  beaulies  and  defects  to  light,  killing  and 
giving  life ;  the  fine  thoughts  and  (he  &ult3  alike  stare  you  in 
the  face. 

Lucien,  in  his  excitement  and  rapture,  gave  not  another 
thought  10  Naihan.  Nathan  was  a  stepping -si  one  for  Mat — 
that  was  all;  and  be  (Lucien)  wa:i  happy  exceedingly— he 
thought  himself  rich.  The  money  brought  by  Dauriat  was 
a  very  Potosi  for  (he  lad  who  used  to  go  about  unnoticed 
through  the  streets  of  AngoulCmc  and  down  the  steep  path 
into  L'Houmeau  to  Poslel's  gariel,  where  his  whole  family 
had  lived  u|x>n  an  income  of  twelve  hundred  francs.  The 
pleasures  of  his  life  in  Paris  must  inevitably  dim  the  memories 
of  ihoK  days ;  but  so  keen  were  they,  that,  as  yet,  he  seemed 
to  be  back  again  in  the  Place  du  M&ricr.  He  thought  of  Eve, 
his  beautiful,  noble  sister,  of  David  his  friend,  and  of  his  poor 
mother,  and  he  sent  Ii(r6nicc  out  to  change  one  of  the  nota. 
While  Khc  went  he  wrote  a  few  lines  to  hi<  family,  and  on  tlie 
maid's  return  he  sent  her  to  the  coach-office  with  a  packet  of 
five  hundred  francs  addretscd  to  his  mother.  He  could  not 
trust  himself;  he  wanted  to  send  the  money  at  once;  later 
he  might  not  be  able  to  du  ii.  Both  Lucien  and  Coratie 
looked  upon  this  restitution  ax  a  meritorious  action.  Coralie 
put  her  arms  about  her  lover  and  kissed  him.  and  thought 
him  a  model  son  and  brother ;  she  could  not  make  enough 
of  liim,  for  generouty  is  a  trait  of  character  which  delights 
these  kindly  creature*,  who  always  carry  their  hearts  in  their 
handt. 

"  We  have  a  dinner  now  every  day  for  a  week,"  she  said  ; 
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win  niVe  a  little  carnival ;  yon  itavc  worked  quite  hard 
enoogii.  " 

Conlie,  £ain  to  delight  in  the  beauty  of  a  man  whom  all 
other  women  thould  envy  her,  look  Lucieti  back  to  Staub. 
He  wu  not  drcncd  Rncl)' enough  foi  licr.  Thente  the  lovers 
went  to  ilrire  in  the  Buis  de  Uoulognc,  atid  caine  back  to  dine 
at  Mmc.  du  Val-Noble's.  Ruiignac,  Bixtou,  de«  Lupeaulx, 
Finoi,  Bloodet,  Vijjnoti,  lite  Baron  <lc  Nucingcn.  Bcjudenoid, 
Philip|K  Bridan,  Conii,  ihe  great  inusiciaa,  all  the  artiits  aod 
qxcnlator^,  all  the  men  who  seek  for  violent  scnstioni  aa  a 
relief  from  immense  labori,  gave  Lucien  a  welcome  among 
then.  And  Lucien  had  gained  couGdcncc;  he  gave  hinueir 
ool  in  talk  as  though  he  had  not  to  live  by  hb  wit,  and  was 
ptoMMncetl  to  be  a  "clever  fellow"  in  the  alang  of  the 
coterie  of  temi-comrades. 

"Oh I  we  miul  wait  and  see  what  he  baa  in  him,"  aid 
TbeodiMV  Gaillard,  a  poet  jiatroniied  by  the  coun,  who 
thonjfhi  of  uariing  a  royaliit  paper,  lo  be  entitled  the 
"  iUveil."  at  a  later  day. 

After  dinner,  Metlln  and  Locien,  Coralie  and  Mme.  do 
Val-Nobic,  went  to  the  opera,  where  Merlin  had  a  box.  "ITic 
•  liolc  party  «ljoumcd  thither,  and  Lt»cien  iriomphani  reap- 
ivarcd  upwn  the  scene  of  hb  firei  s?riom  cherk. 

He  walked  in  the  lobby,  arrn-in-ann  with  Merlin  and 
Bloodet,  looking  the  dandies,  who  had  once  made  meny  at 
(lb  expenae,  between  the  eyes.  Chiiiclci  was  under  hi<i  feel. 
He  claahed  glances  with  de  Marsay.  Vandenesae,  and  Mancr- 
villc,  the  backs  of  that  day.  And  indeed  Lucien.  beautifnt  and 
clcfant I y  arrayed.  Iiadcauied  adiwimion  in  theMaiqnitcd'E*- 
pvd't  box ;  Kakli(;nac  had  paid  a  long  visit,  and  the  Marq<iise 
tad  Mme.  de  Itargeion  put  up  their  ojiera  gltwes  at  Coralie. 
Did  tlw  light  of  Ijucien  >erd  a  pang  of  regret  through  Mme. 
de  Bargeton's  heart  ?  This  thought  was  uppermost  in  the 
poet's  mind.     The  longing  for  revenge  annued  in  him  by  iht 
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sight  of  lh(  Corinne  of  Angouieme  wa;  u  fierce  u  on  that  dsy 
when  ihe  lady  and  her  cousin  had  cut  him  in  the  Champs- 
Elysies. 

"  Did  you  bring  an  amulet  with  you  from  the  provinces?  " 
ItwosBIondelwhu  made  this  inquiry  some  few  days  later,  when 
he  called  at  eleven  o'clock  tn  the  morning  and  found  that 
I.ucicu  was  not  yet  risen.  "  His  good  looks  are  making  rav- 
ages from  cellar  lo  garret,  high  and  low,"  continued  Blondci, 
kissing  Coralie  on  the  forehead.  "I  li»«  come  to  enlist 
you,  dear  fellow,"  he  continued,  grasping  Lucien  by  the 
hand.  "  Yesterday,  at  the  Iialicns,  the  Comiesse  de  Mom- 
comet  asked  ine  lo  bring  you  to  her  house.  You  will  not 
give  a  refusal  to  a  cliarming  woman  ?  You  meet  people  of 
the  first  fashion  there." 

"  If  Lucien  is  nice,  he  will  not  go  to  see  your  Countess," 
put  in  Coralie.  '■  What  call  is  there  for  him  to  show  his  face 
in  fine  society?    He  vfould  only  be  bored  there." 

"  Have  you  a  vested  interest  in  him?  Are  yoii  jealous  of 
fine  ladies?" 

"  Yes,"  cried  Coralie.      "  They  are  wonte  than  we  are." 

"  How  do  you  know  that,  my  pet  ?  "  asked  Rlondet. 

"From  their  husbands,"  retorted  she.  "You  arc  forget- 
ting that  I  once  had  six  months  of  de  Marsay." 

"  Do  you  suppfjse,  child,  that  /  am  particularly  uixiot»  to 
take  tuch  a  handsome  fellow  as  your  poet  to  Madame  de  Mont- 
comet's  house?  If  yon  ol^ject,  let  ik  consider  that  nothing; 
has  been  said.  Hiil  I  don't  fancy  that  the  women  are  so  roach 
in  the  question  as  a  poor  devil  that  Ijjcien  pilloried  in  hi« 
newspaper ;  he  is  begging  for  mercy  and  peace.  The  Baron 
du  ChAteleC  Ik  imbecile  enough  to  take  the  thing  seriously. 
The  Marquine  d'E'spard,  Mme.  de  Barfjeton,  and  Mme,  de 
Montcornet's  set  have  taken  np  the  heron's  cause ;  and  I  have 
underiaken  to  reconcile  Petrarch  and  his  Laura — Mdk.  de 
Bargetoi)  and  Lucien." 

"  Ahal  "  cried  Lucien,  the  glow  of  the  intoxication  of 
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levenge  thTobbing  fuU-pulscd  through  cv«r)-  cein.  "  Aha  I  so 
my  foot  \a  uu  ilicit  a«cks !  Yuu  make  oac  adore  my  pen, 
OYjnhip  my  [ricDdu,  bow  down  to  the  fatc-diapcuMi]((  power 
of  Uie  prew.  I  have  not  wiiiien  »  unglc  ucntcncc  u  yet  uj>on 
tlie  heron  and  ihe  cuttlefuh-buuc.  I  will  go  with  you,  my 
boy,"  he  cried,  catching  Blondet  by  ihe  wai&t ;  "  yes,  I  will 
go;  but,  Gnt,  the  couple  shall  feel  ihc  weight  of  thh,  for  so 
li^t  «s  it  is."  He  flourished  the  peu  whieh  liad  written  tlic 
uticle  upon  Nathan. 

"  To-moiTow,"  he  cried,  "  I  will  hurl  a  couple  of  colttmns 
«t  Uwir  heads.  Then,  we  will  see.  Don'l  be  frightened, 
Coraltc,  it  Vi  not  love  but  rcrcnge ;  icveuge !  And  I  wilt 
have  it  to  the  full!" 

"  Wliat  a  man  it  is  I  "  said  Blondet.  ■'  If  you  but  knew, 
Luci«n,  how  tare  xach  explouons  arc  in  this  jaded  IVris,  you 
might  appreciate  yourself.  You  will  be  a  preciouf  scamp  " 
(the  actual  expression  was  a  Uifk  stroogerj ;  "you are  in  a 
&ir  wmy  to  be  a  power  in  the  land." 

•■  He  will  get  on,"  said  Coialie. 

"  Well,  he  has  come  a  good  way  already  in  six  weeks." 

"  And  if  he  should  climb  so  high  that  he  can  reach  a 
sceptre  by  treading  over  a  corpstc,  lie  shall  have  Coralic's  body 
for  a  stepping-stone,"  said  Ihc  girl. 

"  You  are  a  pair  of  lovers  of  the  Golden  Age,"  said 
Blondet.  "I  congratulate  you  on  your  big  article,"  be 
added,  turning  to  Lucien.  "  There  were  a  lot  of  new  thinp 
in  II.     You  are  pastmasier  I " 

Loustesu  called  with  Hector  Merlin  and  Vernon.  Lucien 
was  immensely  QallcTcd  by  this  attention.  Fdlicien  Vctnou 
brought  a  hundred  francs  for  Luctcn's  article;  it  was  felt  that 
L     9  anch  a  contributor  must  be  well  paid  to  attach  him  to  (be 

^     I  Coralie,  looking  round  at  the  chapter  of  jourraliits,  ordered 

ID  a  brcikfast  from  i):e  "Cadraii  Blcaii,"  the  nearest  testaurant, 
aad  asked  her  visiiora  to  adjoutn  (o  bet  handaorady  fumtilKd 
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diiiiDg-rooin  when  If^iiiiicc  sntiounccd  that  th«  idmI  was 
ready.  lu  the  middle  of  the  rcpasi,  whca  the  diawpagoc  ha^t 
gone  10  all  huds,  ihe  motive  of  ibc  visit  Citmc  out. 

"  You  do  not  mean  to  make  aii  enemy  of  Nailun,  do  you  ?  " 
asked  Lou&tuau.  "  Naih^n  is  a  journalist,  and  he  lij>  friends ; 
lie  might  play  you  an  ugly  trick  wiih  your  6ni(  l>ook.  You 
have  your  'Archer  of  Charles  IX.'  to  sell,  hare  you  not? 
We  went  around  to  Nathan  this  morning ',  he  is  in  a  terrible 
way.  But  you  will  set  about  another  article  and  pulf  praise 
in  his  face." 

"  What  I  After  my  article  against  his  book,  would  you 
have  luc  say "  began  Lucien. 

The  whole  party  cut  him  short  with  a  shout  of  laughter. 

"  Did  you  ask  him  to  nipper  here  the  day  after  to-morrow?" 
asked  blond  ci. 

"  Your  article  was  not  signed,"  added  Lousteau.  "  Fili- 
cieD,  not  being  quite  &uc1i  a  new  hand  as  you  are,  was  careful 
to  put  au  initial  C  at  the  bottom.  You  can  do  that  now  with 
all  your  articles  in  his  paper,  which  is  puic  unadulterated  Left. 
We  are  all  of  u&  in  the  opposition.  Ftiicicn  was  tactful 
enough  not  to  compromise  your  future  opinions.  Hector's 
shop  is  Ri^ht  Centre  ;  you  might  sign  your  work  on  it  with  an 
L.  If  you  cut  a  man  up,  you  do  it  anonymously;  if  yoa 
praise  him,  tt  is  just  as  well  to  put  your  name  to  your  article." 

"  It  is  not  the  sign.iiurcs  that  trouble  me."  returned  Loctcn, 
"  but  1  cannot  sec  anything  to  be  said  in  favor  of  the  book." 

"Then  did  you  really  think  as  you  wrote?"  asked  Hector. 

"  Yes." 

"  Oh  I  \  thought  you  were  cleverer  than  that,  youngster," 
said  Blondet.  ".Vo.  Upon  my  word,  as  I  looked  at  that 
forehead  of  yours  I  credited  you  with  the  omnipotence  of  the 
great  mind — the  power  of  seeing  both  sides  of  everything. 
In  literature,  my  boy,  every  idea  is  reversible,  and  no  man 
cin  take  u|>on  himviilf  to  decide  which  is  the  right  or  wrong 
■ide.     Ev;jy^ihiQ£.  \^.  biUteial  JeI.  t)>c  domain  of  tluili(hL^ 
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tdeu  are  binar}-.  Janus  U  a  fable  siguifying  cTiticitn  and 
lU  lYiiibol  of  fcniiiv,  The  Almighty  alfip.c  is  iriform.  What 
nixi  MuIiCte  and  CoraeiUe  above  the  rest  of  lu  bul  tbe 
fjcaity  of  taying  one  thing  with  an  .K^cf^'.e  or  au  0<.iave,  and 
taothci  wiih  a  Pbilinle  or  a  Cinna?  Rouneau  wrote  «  letter 
qgatiut  dueling  in  ibe'NoavcIle  Hclul^e,' and  another  in 
frvor  of  11.  Which  of  (he  iWLt  represented  bb  onn opinion? 
will  yoa  venture  to  take  it  upoD  yourself  to  decide  f  Which 
oT  na  coold  give  judgment  for  CUrioa  or  I^ovelace,  Hectot 
or  Achilles?  Who  was  Homer's  iieio?  What  did  Richard- 
wa  himself  think?  It  is  the  function  of  aiticiun  to  look  at 
a  maa'a  work  in  all  iu  aspects.  We  draw  up  our  case,  in 
ifaon." 

"Do  you  really  uick  to  your  written  opinions?"  asked 
Vcmou,  with  a  satirical  expression.  "Why,  wc  are  retailers 
af  phrases ;  ttui  is  how  we  make  a  livelihood.  Wlien  you  try 
to  do  a  good  piece  of  work — to  write  a  book,  in  short — you 
can  put  your  thoughts,  yourself  into  it,  and  ding  to  it,  and 
&ght  for  it ;  but  as  for  newspaper  articles,  read  to-day  and 
forgotten  to-morrow,  they  arc  worth  nothing  in  my  eyes  but 
ibe  money  that  is  paid  for  them.  If  yon  attach  any  import- 
•noe  to  soch  drivel,  yoa  might  as  well  make  the  «gn  of  the 
,  and  invoke  heaven  when  you  sit  down  to  write  a  tradcs- 
1*8  circular." 

Every  one  apparently  was  astonished  at  Lueien's  Kruplet. 
The  \»n  rags  of  the  boyUh  conscience  were  torn  away,  and  he 
WM  invested  with  tite  ttrga  pin'/is  of  journalism. 

"  Do  you  know  what  Nathan  said  by  way  of  comforting 
himself  after  your  criticism  ?"  a>.ked  Lotutein. 

"How  should  I  know?" 

"Nathan  exclaimed,  'Paragraphs  pass  away;  but  a  great 
«0(k  lives  t '  He  will  be  here  to  supper  in  two  days,  and  be 
will  be  sure  to  lall  flat  at  your  feet,  and  kiss  your  cUws,  and 
t«e«r  that  you  are  a  great  man." 

"  That  woukl  be  a  funny  thing,"  wu  LtiGKo'i  comaKDt. 
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*'Futmy!"  repeated  Blondt-t.     "He  can't  help  himself." 

"  I  Ko,  quite  willing,  my  friends,"  said  Lucien,  on  whon 
the  wine  had  begun  lu  takeclTect.     "But  what  am  I  to  say?" 

"  Oh,  well,  refute  yuuiself  iu  ttiree  good  columns  in  Mcr- 
lin's  paper.  Wc  huve  Lieeo  enjoying  the  sight  of  Nathan's 
wrath ;  we  have  just  been  telling  him  that  he  owes  us  no  little 
gratitude  for  getiiug  up  a  hot  controversy  that  will  sell  his 
second  edition  iii  a  week.  In  his  eyes  at  this  present  moment 
you  are  a  spy,  a  scoundrel,  a  caitiff  wretch  ;  the  day  after  to- 
morrow  you  will  be  a  genius,  an  uncommonly  clever  fellow, 
one  of  Plutarch's  men.  Nathan  will  hug  you  and  call  you  his 
best  friend.  Dauriat  lias  been  to  sec  you ;  you  have  yout 
three  thousand  fiaiics;  you  have  worked  the  trick!  Nov 
you  want  Nathan's  rcsj>cct  and  esteem.  Nobody  ought  to  be 
let  in  except  the  publisher.  Wc  must  not  immolate  any  one 
but  an  enemy.  Wc  should  not  talk  like  this  if  it  were  a  ques- 
tion of  tome  outsider,  sonic  inconvciiietit  perwn  who  bul 
made  a  name  for  himself  without  us  and  was  not  wanted  ;  but 
Nathan  is  one  of  us.  Blondci  got  some  one  to  attack  him  id 
the  '  Mercure  '  for  the  pleasure  of  replying  in  lite  *  Wbats.* 
For  which  reason  the  fif!>t  ediiioii  wcui  offal  once." 

"  My  friends,  upon  my  word  and  honor,  I  cannot  write 
two  words  in  praise  of  that  book " 

"You  will  have  another  hundred  francs,"  interrupted  Mer- 
lin. "  Nathan  will  have  brought  you  in  ten  louis  d'or,  to  say 
nothing  of  an  article  that  you  might  put  in  Finot's  paper; 
you  would  gel  a  hundred  francs  fur  writing  tlut,  and  another 
hundred  francs  from  Dauriat — lolal,  twenty  louis," 

"  But  what  am  I  to  say  ^  " 

"  Here  \%  your  way  out  of  the  difficulty,"  said  Blondet,  after 
some  thought.  "  Say  that  the  envy  that  fastens  on  all  good 
work,  like  wasps  on  tipe  fruit,  ha*  attempted  to  set  iu  faugt 
in  thb  production.  The  captious  critic,  trying  hit  best  to 
find  fault,  has  been  obliged  to  invent  theories  for  that  purpose 
and  baa  drawu  a  di;»unctiuu  between  two  kinds  of  literature — 
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'Ac  litenUiine  of  idOi  uid  ibc  literature  of  tmBgcrjr,'  as  h« 
oQi  theiD.  On  the  beads  of  that,  foungsipr,  uy  tluu  to  givt 
B]>winQ  to  lUcu  through  inugcry  it  the  htgtim  rorin  of  ait. 
Trr  to  tbo*  tbu  all  podrjr  is  nraoied  up  in  tluit,  and  Uukdi 
tfa«  there  ia  to  littlfl  poctrr  la  Freuch  ;  qtiou  roreign  criii* 

00  the  unima^ioaiive  iMecuiaa  of  our  itylc,  and  then 
II.  dc  Caoalis  and  Nuhan  for  the  irrvket  llicy  hftrc 
Ftancc  by  iafaifig  a  lew  prouile  Kpirli  into  the  language. 

Kaodt  foas  pfevtooi  argnnent  to  piecn  by  calling  attention 
lo  llK  bet  that  «•  have  nude  i-rogress  tince  ih<r  eiylitccnih 
anlVT.  <  Dttcovcr  iIm  *  progres,'  a  Ixnutiful  wwd  [o  mjsiify 
te  bawieoa  paUic)  Say  that  the  new  methods  in  literature 
MDceatnte  all  tl^ln.  oocnedjr  and  tragedy,  doKription,  char- 
■MV^raving  and  dialogue,  in  a  herics  of  piciines  Kt  In  the 
WUteni  frame  of  a  plot  which  holds  the  reader's  intctcil. 
Tte  novel  which  denianclA  •entcnent,  style,  and  imagery  ii 
tfte  frcutM  cTwiioa  of  modem  day* ;  it  is  the  twccesMr  of 
Wi^^  coowdy  grovB  obMlete  with  its  mtrictiont.  Facts  and 
licM  an  all  wilhin  the  province  of  Action.  The  inieltect  of 
■I  ineWvt  notalni,  like  \a  Bruytrc,  the  |x>wer  of  treating 
'M  MoIMn  eonid  treat  ii,  iIk  grand  machinery  of  a 
,  tofcther  with  the  ponrayat  of  the  most  tubile 

1  of  pntioa  (the  ooe  tresmrT  left  unlouched  by  our  pre- 
>) — foe  all  (hi*  the  modern  novel  aifurds  (ree  scope. 

Ur  superior  in  all  thu  to  the  cul-and-<lricd  logie<hof>- 
ibt  cold  analysis  to  the  eighteenih  century  I  ''nie 
•sy  tenientioMly,  '  it  the  epic  grown  annaing.'  tn- 
•  COttnoe,'  britif  Madame  tie  StatI  up  to  lutrport  yoar 
M.  Tbc  eiglmcnih  centary  railed  all  things  in  qttes- 
I ,  u  b  tbe  task  of  the  oineicenth  lo  conclude  and  speak 
;  and  lite  laat  word  of  the  ninciectith  ccniufy 
I  bsca  far  tvaliiw*— realiiies  which  live,  however,  and  niove, 
ff  ion,  in  short,  u  clement  unknown  In  Voltalte's  |>hilo<< 
apkjt  has  been  brDogbt  into  play.  Here  a  diatribe  against 
MtliWt  oadt »  fag  Km—mPi  MKbaraclen  arc  poknk«and 
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systems  masquerading.  Julie  lod  Claire  are  entclecliies — in- 
forming spirit  awaiting  Rcsh  and  bones. 

"  Yoii  miglil  slip  olf  on  a  side-issue  at  this,  and  say  ItiAt  we 
owe  a  new  and  original  literature  to  the  jieace  and  llie  rcstora* 
lion  of  the  Bourbons,  for  you  are  writing  for  a  Right  Centre 
paper. 

"  Scoff  at  founders  of  systems.  And  cry  with  a  glow  of 
fine  enlhusiasm,  '  Here  are  errors  nnd  misleading  statements 
in  abundance  in  our  contemporary's  work,  and  to  what  end? 
To  depreciate  a  fine  work,  lo  deceive  the  [jublic,  and  to  arrive 
St  this  conclusion — "A  book  that  sells,  doe*  not  sell."  ' 
Preh  fndor  I  (Mind  you  put  Proh  'fu.ior  I  'tis  a  harmless  ex- 
pletive that  stimulates  the  reader's  inicrciit.)  Foresee  the 
approaching  decadence  of  criticism,  in  fact.  Moral — *  There 
it  but  ooe  kind  of  literature,  the  literature  which  aims  to 
please.  Nathan  has  started  upon  a  new  way  ;  he  understands 
his  epoch  and  (ultills  the  requirements  of  his  age — the  demand 
for  drama,  the  natural  demand  of  a  century  in  which  the 
political  stage  has  become  a  permanent  jnippet  «how.  Have 
we  not  seer  four  dramas  in  a  score  of  years — the  Revolution, 
(he  Directory,  the  Empire,  and  the  Restoration  ? '  With  that, 
wallow  in  dithyramb  and  cnlogy.  and  the  second  cdilioa 
shall  vanish  like  smoke.  This  is  the  way  to  do  it.  Neat 
S.nutday  put  a  review  in  our  magaiine,  and  »gn  it  'de  Ru- 
bcmpri,'  out  in  full. 

"In  that  final  article  say  that  'fine  work  always  brings 
about  abtmdani  controveny.  This  week  such  and  such  a 
paper  contained  such  and  such  an  article  on  Nathan's  book, 
and  such  another  paper  made  a  vigorous  reply.'  Then  you 
criticise  the  critics  '  C  '  and  '  L ; "  pay  me  a  pa»ing  compli- 
ment on  the  first  article  in  the  '  IWbsrs,'  and  end  by  averring 
that  Nathan's  work  is  the  great  book  of  the  epoch ;  which  is 
all  as  if  you  had  said  nothing  at  all ;  they  say  the  saow  of 
everything  that  comes  out. 

"And  so,"  continued  Blondet,  "you  will  hare  made  foor 
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faondred  francs  in  a  vcek,  to  say  nothing  of  th«  pleuure  of 
BOW  and  again  Mtring  whai  you  really  think.  A  discerning 
putilic  will  mainiain  that  cither  C  or  L  or  Rubctnprt  '\%  in  the 
hgUl  of  it,  or  mayhap  all  the  three.  Myihulugy,  beyond 
doabt  one  of  the  grandest  inventioui  of  ihc  human  brain, 
placet  iruih  ai  tlie  bottom  of  a  well ;  attd  wlial  are  we  to  do 
wiihoul  buckets?  Yuu  will  have  ^iipplicd  the  public  with 
tbntc  Ibr  one.     'lliere  you  are,  my  boy.     Go  ahead  I  " 

Lucien's  HcmI  w»  swionmiug  wiib  bewilderment.  Btondet 
kiucd  him  on  both  cheeks. 

"  1  am  going  to  my  shop,"  ntd  be.  And  every  man  tike- 
wi.e  departed  lo  hii  shop.  For  these  "hemmti  fortt"  (dex- 
tefDitt  men),  a  newspaper  office  was  nothing  but  a  shop. 

TTicy  were  lo  meet  ag.nin  in  the  evening  in  the  Wooden 
Galleries,  and  Lucien  would  sign  his  treaty  of  peace  wiih 
Dantiai.  Florlne  tiHl  Lotuteau,  l.ucicn  and  Coralie,  Blondet 
Uid  Fmot  were  to  dme  in  ihc  Patai*. Royal;  da  Bntcl  was 
giving  the  manager  of  lite  Panorama- Drama tiqtic  a  dinner. 

•'They  are  right,"  exclaimed  Lucien,  when  be  was  alone 
with  Coralie.  "Men  are  made  lobe  looU  In  the  hinds  of 
■iTOfiger  spirits.  Four  hundred  francs  for  three  articles  I 
Doguerean  would  scarcely  gire  me  as  much  for  a  book  whkh 
COM  me  two  years  of  work." 

"Write  criticism,"  said  Coralie,  "have  a  good  time  I 
Ixxik  at  me.  I  am  an  Andalusian  girl  lo-nighl,  to-morrow  I 
my  Ix  a  gypiy,  and  a  man  the  night  after.  Do  as  I  do,  give 
Ihem  grimaces  for  iheir  money  and  let  us  live  happily." 

Lurien,  Kmiiien  with  love  of  paradox,  «ci  himself  to  rooant 
and  nde  that  unruly  hybrid  product  of  pegauis  and  Balaam's 
M> ;  staned  out  at  a  gallop  over  the  fields  of  thought  while 
B      I  he  look  a  turn  in  the  Bois,  and  discovered  new  possibilities 

^      \  la  Blondei's  outline. 

[I  Me  dined  as  happy  people  dine,  and  signed  away  all  his 

I  rights  in  ihc  "  Marcueriles."     It  never  orcnrred  to  him  that 

y      I  any  troubli  might  arise  from  lliat  transaction  in  the  future. 
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H«  took  a  turn  uf  work  ai  the  of&cc,  wioie  off  ■  coupk  of 
coliininx,  and  came  back  to  the  Rue  de  Vcnddmc.  Next 
morning  he  found  ihat  the  germs  of  foierday's  ideas  had 
sprung  up  and  developed  in  his  brain,  as  ideaj  develop  while 
the  intcllecC  is  jct  unjadcd  and  the  sap  is  rising  ;  and  thor- 
oughly did  he  enjoy  the  projeciiun  of  this  new  article.  He 
thiew  himself  into  II  with  enthusiasm.  At  the  summons  of 
the  spirit  of  tontraUiciioo,  new  chaims  met  beneath  his  pen. 
He  was  witty  and  satirical ;  he  rose  to  yet  newer  views  of  sen- 
timent, of  ideas  and  imagery  in  literature.  With  subtle  in- 
genuity, he  went  back  to  his  own  first  impressions  of  Nathan's 
work,  when  he  read  it  in  (he  newsroom  of  the  Cour  du  Coii»- 
mcrce ;  and  the  ruthless,  bloodthirsty  critic,  the  lively  mocker, 
became  a  poet  in  the  final  phrases  which  rose  and  fell  with 
majestic  rhythm  like  the  xwaying  censer  before  the  altar. 

"One  hundred  trancs,  Coralie  1  "  cned  he,  holding  up 
eight  sheets  of  paper  covered  with  writing  while  she  drctscd. 

The  mood  was  u)>on  him ;  he  went  ou  to  indite,  stroke  by 
tlroke,  the  promised  terrible  article  on  Chfttelet  and  Mmc.  de 
fiargelon.  That  morning  he  experienced  one  of  the  keetMitt 
pergonal  plescsures  of  journaliMn)  he  knew  what  it  was  to 
forge  the  epigiam,  to  whet  and  jwlish  the  cold  blade  to  be 
sheathed  in  a  victim's  heart,  to  make  of  the  hilt  a  cunning 
piece  of  workmanship  for  the  reader  to  admire.  For  the 
public  admires  the  handle,  the  delicate  work  of  the  brain, 
while  the  cruelly  is  not  apparent ;  how  should  tlic  public 
know  that  the  steel  of  the  epigram,  tempered  in  the  fire  of 
revenge,  has  been  plunged  deftly,  to  rankle  in  the  very  quick 
of  a  victim's  vanity,  and  is  reeking  from  wounds  innumerable 
which  it  lias  inflicted  ?  It  is  a  hideous  joy,  th.it  grim,  soli- 
tary pleasure,  relished  without  witnesses;  it  is  like  a  duel 
with  an  absent  enemy,  slain  al  a  distance  by  a  qtiill ;  a  jour- 
nalist might  really  posses  the  magical  power  of  talismans  in 
Eastern  tales.  Epigram  is  diMillcd  rancor,  the  quintotsence 
of  a  hate  derived  from  all  the  worit  paii*ioiu  of  man,  ercn  ai 
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loTC  conc«Dtratcs  all  that  is  bc«t  in  haman  nature.  I^e  man 
dees  not  exi»  who  cannot  be  witty  to  avenge  hirasclt':  and, 
b)r  ihc  same  rale,  there  is  not  one  to  whom  love  does  not 
bring  delight.  Ctveap  and  easy  a*  this  kind  of  wii  mar  be  in 
France,  it  in  alwijn  rclinhed.  |j>cien't  ankle  wax  dmiited  to 
lane  the  previoos  reputation  of  (he  [xiper  for  venomout  »piie 
and  evil-speaking.  Hit  oiiicle  prober!  two  hearts  to  the 
ilepUis ;  il  dealt  a  grievous  wound  to  Mme.  de  Bargetoo,  bti 
l^ort  of  old  days,  oi  well,  abo,  as  to  his  rival,  die  Baron  du 
CUtelci. 

"Well,  let  us  go  for  a  drive  in  the  Bots,"  said  Coralie. 
"  the  horses  are  ftdgeting.     There  i^  no  need  to  kill  younclf." 

"  We  will  take  the  article  on  Nathan  to  Hector.  Journal- 
ism is  really  very  much  like  Achilles'  laticc,  it  salves  the 
wounds  thai  it  tnaket,"  said  Lucicn,  correcting  a  phrase  here 
and  there. 

The  lovers  started  forth  in  splendor  to  show  themvlves  to 
the  Paris  which  hod  but  lately  given  I.ucien  the  cutd  slwulder, 
and  now  was  beginninn  to  talk  about  him.  To  have  Paris 
talking  of  you  t  and  this  after  you  bare  learned  how  large  the 
(rest  city  \\  how  hard  it  n  to  be  anybody  there — it  was  this 
ihougbl  that  turned  Luden's  head  with  csuliaiion. 

"  Let  IS  go  by  way  of  your  tailor's,  dear  boy,  and  tell  him 
to  be  quick  with  your  clothes,  or  try  them  on  if  iliey  are 
ready.  If  you  are  going  to  your  fine  ladies'  houses,  you  shall 
edipae  that  monMer  of  a  de  Mars4>-  and  yonng  Raslignsc, 
and  any  AjiiHa-Pinto  or  Maxime  dc  Trailles  or  Vandenesse  of 
them  atl.  Remember  that  your  mistress  b  Coralie  t  But 
you  will  not  play  me  any  tricks,  eh  ?" 

Two  days  afterward,  on  the  eve  of  the  sapper-party  at 
Corattc'f  houK,  there  was  a  new  play  at  the  Ambigu,  and  it 
fell  to  l^cien  to  write  the  dramatic  criticism.  Lucien  and 
Coralie  walked  together  after  dinner  from  the  Rue  de  Ven- 
dbmc  lo  the  Panonnia-Dramaiique,  goir;;  aloriR  the  Car<i 
Tore  side  of  the  Boalevord  du  Templjrj  a  lounge  m'ich  fre- 
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quented  at  that  tiine.  People  wondered  at  bis  Itick  and  praiacd 
Coialie's  beauty.  Chance  remarks  reached  his  ears  ;  some 
said  that  Coralie  was  the  finm  woman  in  Paris,  others  that 
Lucicn  was  a  match  for  her.  The  ixusantic  yogth  felt  that 
he  was  in  his  atmosphere.  This  was  the  life  foT  hitn.  The 
brotherhood  wa^  su  far  awav  that  it  was  almost  out  of  sight. 
Only  two  months  ago  how  he  had  looked  up  to  those  lofiy 
great  uatures;  now  he  asked  himself  if  they  were  not  just  a 
trifle  ridiculous  wiib  their  notions  and  their  purilanism.  Cor- 
alic's  careless  words  had  lodged  In  Lucien's  mind,  and  bcgnn 
already  to  bear  fniil.  He  look  Coralie  to  her  dressing-room, 
and  strolled  aboui  like  a  sultan  behind  the  scenes;  the  act- 
resso  gave  him  burniHE  glance^  and  flaiiering  speeches. 

"  I  most  go  to  the  Ambigii  and  attend  to  business,"  said  he. 

At  the  Ambigu  the  house  was  full ;  there  was  not  a  seat  left 
for  him.  Indignant  complaints  behind  the  scenes  brought  no 
redres  ;  the  box-office  keejier,  wlio  did  not  know  him  as  ycl, 
said  that  they  had  sent  orders  for  two  boxes  to  his  paper,  and 
sent  him  about  his  business. 

"  I  shall  speak  of  the  play  as  I  find  it,"  taid  Lucien,  nettled 
at  this. 

"  What  a  dimce  you  are  I  "  said  the  leading  lady,  addr«R- 
ing  the  box-offire  kee|>er,  "  that  is  Coralie's  ailorer." 

The  box-office  keeper  liimed  round  immediately  at  tlib. 
"  1  will  speak  lo  the  manager  at  once,  sir,"  he  said. 

In  all  these  small  deia'tis  Lucien  saw  the  immense  power 
wielded  by  the  prca*.  His  vanity  wa.^  gratified.  The  mana- 
ger appeared  to  say  that  ll>e  Due  de  Rhttort  and  Tullia  the 
opera-dancer  were  in  the  singe-box,  and  they  had  consented 
to  allow  Lucien  to  join  them. 

■■You  have  driven  two  people  to  distraction,"  remarked 
the  young  Duke,  mentioning  the  names  of  the  Baron  dil 
Chfttelet  and  Mme.  de  BarReton. 

"  Dislraclion?  What  will  it  be  to-morrow?"  said  Lucien. 
■'  So  far,  my  friends  have  been  mere  skinnishers,  but  1  have 
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gives  tbcta  red-hcK  shot  to-night.  To-morrow  yoa  will  koow 
ahf  *c  irc  making  game  of  <  Potdet.'  The  anicle  is  called 
'Polclet  riuin  iSti  to  i8ai.'  Chitelet  will  be  a  by. word,  a 
(amc  for  the  type  of  counter  who  deny  ihcir  benefactor  and 
nlly  to  the  Bou>boi».  When  I  have  done  with  him,  1  uo 
{otag  to  Madame  ile  Monlcomei't." 

Locteo's  talk  was  spaikling.  He  was  eager  that  this  great 
pcrsooage  should  sec  how  gross  a  uitslakc  Mcsdamcs  d'Espard 
Md  de  Baigeton  had  made  when  they  slighted  Lucieo  de 
Kabeniprt.  But  he  shoved  the  tip  of  his  ear  when  he  as- 
serted hb  right  to  bear  the  name  of  Rubempr^,  the  Due  de 
Rhiioti  having  purposely  addressed  him  as  Chardon. 

"Yoo  should  go  over  to  il>c  Royalists,"  said  the  Duke. 
"  Vou  have  proved  yourself  a  nuui  of  ability  ;  now  show  your 
good  sense.  The  one  way  of  obiaiotng  a  patent  of  nobility 
and  the  right  to  bear  the  title  of  fQfxs  mother's  Qroily  it  by 
asking  for  it  in  return  for  service*  to  be  renderwl  to  the  court. 
The  Liberals  will  never  make  a  count  of  you.  The  restoration 
will  get  the  better  of  the  press,  you  see,  in  the  long  ran,  and 
the  press  is  tlve  only  formidable  ]>ower.  They  have  borne 
with  it  too  long  as  it  is;  the  |>reu  is  sure  to  be  mauled. 
Take  advantage  of  the  last  moments  of  liberty  to  make  )'Oiir- 
•ctf  fiinnidable,  and  you  will  have  everything  —  intellect, 
OoWlltyi  and  good  looks;  nothing  will  be  out  of  your  reach. 
So  if  yoo  are  a  Liberal,  let  It  be  simply  for  the  moment,  so 
that  yoacan  make  a  liettcr  bargain  for  your  Royalism." 

With  that  the  Duke  intreaicd  Lticien  to  accept  an  invito. 
tion  to  dinner,  which  the  GermaD  minister  (of  Florine's 
aopper.party)  was  about  lo  send.  Lucien  fell  under  the  charm 
of  Ibc  noble  peer's  arguments ;  the  ulons  from  which  he  had 
been  exiled  for  ever,  as  he  thought,  but  a  few  months  ago, 
woold  shortly  open  their  doon  for  him  I  He  was  delighted. 
He  marveled  at  the  power  of  the  presK;  Intellect  and  the 
pTMS.  lhe«e  then  were  the  real  powers  in  society.  Another 
itaoitght  slia^xd  iucif  in  hia  tuiod— Was  ^ttcnnc  Loustcaa 
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Klixy  that  he  liad  opened  the  gate  of  Ihc  temple  to  a  new- 
comer? Even  now  he  (^Lucicn)  fell  on  his  own  account  that 
it  was  strongly  advisable  to  put  diificulties  in  the  my  of  eager 
and  ambitious  recruits  from  tlic  province*.  U  a  jxiet  should 
come  to  him  as  he  liad  flung  hiinself  iniu  Kticune'i  arms,  he 
dared  not  think  of  the  leccptton  lliat  lie  would  gtvc  him. 

The  youthful  Duke  incanwiiilc  saw  thai  Lucica  was  deep  in 
thought  and  made  a  prcity  £ood  gucis  at  the  nutter  of  his 
meditations.  He  himself  had  opened  out  wide  horizons  of 
public  life  befotc  an  ambitious  poet,  with  a  vacilbting  will,  it 
b  true,  but  not  without  aspirations;  and  the  journalists  had 
already  shown  the  neophyte,  fTom  a  pimacle  of  the  teiuptc, 
all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  of  letters  and  its  riches. 

Uicien  himself  had  no  suspicion  of  a  little  plot  that  was 
being  woven,  nor  did  he  imagine  that  M.  de  Rliitori  hod  a 
hand  in  it.  M.  de  Rhfelore  had  -pfken  of  Lucicn's  clcrer- 
ncss,  and  Mmc,  d'Espaid'i  »et  had  taken  alarm.  Mnie.  de 
Bargeton  had  commissioned  the  Duke  to  sound  Lucicn,  and 
with  that  obJL'ct  in  view  the  noble  youth  had  cotne  to  Ibe 
Ambigu-Comique. 

Do  not  believe  in  «ori«  of  elaborate  iteachcry.  Neither 
(he  great  world  nor  the  world  of  jouroalistG  laid  any  deep 
schemes ;  definite  plans  are  not  made  byeithc/ ;  their  Machi- 
avellism  lives  from  hand  to  mouth,  so  to  speak,  and  consttU, 
for  the  most  part,  in  being  always  on  the  spot,  always  on  the 
alert  to  turn  everything  to  account,  always  on  tbe  watch  for 
the  moment  when  a  man's  ruling  paMion  shall  deliver  him 
into  the  hand*  of  bis  enemies.  The  young  Dtike  had  seen 
through  Lucien  at  Florine's  supper-party  ;  he  had  jtKt  touched 
bis  vain  susceptibilities ;  and  now  he  was  trying  his  first 
effort*  in  diplomacy  opon  the  living  subject. 

Lucien  hurried  to  the  Roe  Saint-Fiacre  after  the  play  \a 
write  his  article.  It  was  a  piece  of  savage  and  bitter  criticisRi, 
written  in  pure  wantonness  ;  he  wat  amusing  himtelf  by  tryif^ 
bis  power.     The  tnclotlrauia,  as  a  nutter  ot  1^1,  was  a  better 
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pbee  than  the  "  Alcalde ;"  but  LucicQ  wi«hed  to  »ee  whether 
be  could  damn  a  good  pUy  and  send  evcrybtxly  lo  see  a  bod 
oar,  a  his  associates  had  said. 

He  enfolded  ilic  jhcct  at  breakfast  next  mornini;,  tetlJng 
Conlic  «s  he  did  so  thai  he  had  cut  up  the  Ambign-Coraique ; 
and  not  a  little  aatoniahed  wu  he  to  find  below  his  paper  on 
HsK.  de  Bariteton  and  Clifttetei  a  notice  of  the  Ambigu,  to 
Otellowed  and  softened  in  (he  counc  of  the  night  thai,  although 
ifae  witty  analysis  was  sitil  preserved,  the  judgment  was  favor- 
aUe.  The  article  was  more  likely  to  fill  ilie  houK  than  to 
(■pty  it.  No  words  can  describe  his  wrath.  \\c  determined 
to  have  a  vrord  or  two  with  Lousteau.  He  had  begun  already 
10  think  himself  an  indispensable  man,  and  he  vowed  tlut  fas 
*oald  not  submit  to  be  tyrannized  over  and  treated  like  a 
(boI.  To  csiabliih  his  power  beyond  cavil,  he  wtolc  the 
ntide  for  Uauhal's  review,  summing  up  and  weighing  all  the 
nrioias  opinioDs  concerning*  Nathan's  book  ;  and  while  he 
WH  in  the  htimor,  he  hit  off  another  of  his  short  sketclKs  for 
txKiateau's  ncwupapcr.  Inexperienced  journalists,  iu  the  first 
tffervcKeDce  of  youth,  make  a  labor  of  love  of  e|>hemeral 
>ork  and  lavish  ihcir  best  thought  unlhriftily  thereon. 

The  mana^jer  of  tlte  P^norjima-Dramatiqac  gave  a  fitsl  per- 
(brmance  of  a  vaudeville  that  night,  so  that  Florinc  and 
Coealie  mif;ht  be  free  for  the  evening.  Tliere  were  to  be 
cards  before  supper.  Loustcati  came  for  the  sl>on  notice  of 
the  vauileville ;  it  had  been  written  beforehaiKl  after  the 
general  rehearsal,  for  ^tieonc  wished  to  have  the  pai>er  off 
his  raltid.  Liicien  read  over  oite  of  the  charming  sketches 
of  Parisian  whimskaliltes  which  made  the  fortune  of  the  paper, 
and  LoiBteaa  kiised  him  on  both  eyelids  and  called  him  the 
providence  of  journalism. 

"Then  why  do  you  amuse  yourself  by  turning  my  article 
inside  out?"  asked  Lucien.  He  hid  wriiieu  hn  brilliant 
■ketch  simply  and  solely  to  give  emphasis  to  his  grievance. 

"II"  eulaJmed  Lousteau. 
12 
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"  Well,  who  else  can  have  altered  my  article?"  nid  I^cten.  j 

"  You  do  not  know  ail  the  ins  ittid  ouu  yet,  dear  fellow.  I 
Th«  Ambigu  pays  for  thiiiy  copies,  and  only  t^kes  nine  for] 
the  manager  and  box-ofii(.e  Itceper  and  ilicir  mistresses,  and  j 
for  ihc  three  lessees  of  ihe  iheairc.  Every  one  of  ihc  botile- 1 
vard  tiiealres  pays  eight  liundred  fraiici  in  this  way  to  tlie  , 
paper  ;  and  (here  is  quite  as  much  again  lu  boxes  and  orders 
for  Finot,  to  say  nothing  of  the  contributions  of  the  com*  | 
pany.  And  if  the  minor  theatres  do  this,  you  may  inuginc  ' 
what  the  big  ones  <lo  1  Now  you  understand  ?  Wc  arc  bound 
to  show  a  good  deal  of  indulgence." 

"I  understand  this,  that  I  am  not  at  liberty  to  write  as  I 
think " 

"  Eh  1  what  docs  that  matter,  so  long  as  you  turn  an  honest 
penny?"  cried  Lousieau.  "Beside,  my  boy,  what  gnidge 
had  you  against  the  theatre?  You  must  have  had  some  reason 
for  it,  or  you  would  not  have  cut  up  the  play  ax  you  did.  If 
you  sloah  for  the  s.-ike  of  stashing  the  paper  will  get  into 
trouble,  and  when  there  is  good  reason  for  hitting  hard  il  will 
not  tell.     Did  the  maniiger  leave  you  out  in  the  cold?" 

"  He  had  not  kept  a  place  for  me." 

"  Good,"  said  Lousieau.  "  I  shall  let  him  see  your  article, 
and  lell  him  that  I  softened  it  down ;  you  will  lind  il  serve 
you  belter  than  if  it  had  apiw-ired  in  print.  Go  and  ask  him 
for  tickets  lo-mormw  and  l>e  will  sign  forty  blank  orders  every 
month.  I  know  a  man  who  can  get  rid  of  ihem  for  you ;  I 
will  introduce  you  to  him,  and  he  will  buy  them  all  up  at 
half-price.  There  is  a  trade  done  in  theatre  tickets,  jujt  as 
Barbel  trades  in  reviewers'  copies.  This  is  another  Barbet, 
the  leadcrof  the r/n^H/ (hired  applaudets).  He  lives  near-by; 
come  and  sec  him,  there  is  time  enough." 

"But,  my  dear  fellow,  it  is  a  scandalous  thing  that  Finot 
should  levy  blackmail  in  matters  iDtelieciuftl.  Sooner  or 
later—" 

"Really!  "  cried  Lousieau,  "where  do  you  come  from? 
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For  vhu  do  jrou  Uke  Finol  ?  Bcncaih  liU  pretense  of  good- 
ninire,  tii>  ignorance  juid  .ntupidity,  and  those  Tur»ret'i  aire 
of  hift,  there  h  all  the  cunning  of  his  father  the  hatter.  Did 
jn  ootice  an  oUJ  soldier  of  the  empire  in  the  den  at  theofiicc? 
ThU  is  Finoi's  uncle.  The  uncle  is  not  only  one  of  the  tight 
ion.  be  hss  tlic  lack  lo  be  taken  for  a  fool ;  tod  be  takes 
111  that  kind  of  buuneu  upon  hb  shoulders.  An  ambitious 
nan  in  Paris  it  well  off  indeed  if  he  hat  a  willing  Kapcgoat 
■t  band.  In  public  life,  as  in  journatistu,  there  are  hosts  of 
tmergencics  in  which  the  chiefs  cannot  afford  to  appear.  If 
Pinot  should  enter  on  a  political  career,  his  uncle  would  be 
his  secretary,  and  receive  all  the  contributions  levied  in  his 
department  on  big  alTairs.  Anybody  would  uke  Giroudeau 
for  a  fool  at  fint  sight,  but  lie  Itas  just  enough  shrewdness  to 
be  an  inscrutable  old  file.  He  is  on  picket  duty;  he  5«cs 
iltat  we  are  not  pestered  with  hubbub,  beginners  wanting  a 
job,  Of  adverlit«menls.  No  oiher  paper  has  his  equal,  I 
think." 
"He  plays  hb  port  well,"  said  Lucien;  "I  saw  hfm  at 

£iicnn«  and  Lucien  reached  a  handsome  house  In  the  Rue 
da  FMboarg-du.Temple. 

fc  "Is  Monsieur  Branlard  in?"  &ienne  asked  of  the  porter. 

~  "MoHrieurt"  said   Lucien.     "Then  is  the  leader  of  tlw 
da^f  'Monsieur?'  " 

"  My  dear  boy.  Braulard  ha.«  twenty  thousand  francs  of  in- 
come. All  the  dramatic  authors  of  the  bonlerards  are  in  his 
clntchct,  and  have  a  standing  account  with  him  as  if  he  were 
a  banker.  Orders  and  rompliraentary  tickets  arc  sold  Itere. 
Braulard  knows  where  to  get  rid  of  such  merchandise.  Now 
fbr  a  torn  at  staiistict,  a  nseful  scicrtce  enough  in  its  way.  At 
the  rale  of  fifty  complintcntary  tickets  every  evening  for  each 
theatre,  yon  have  two  hundred  and  fifty  tickets  daily.  Sup* 
IMMe,  taking  one  with  another,  that  they  are  worth  a  couple  of 
francs  aptece,  Braulard  |wys  a  hundred  and  twenty^five  francs 
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4aily  Tor  them,  and  ukes  hU  chance  of  making  cent,  per  cent. 
In  (his  way  author's  tickets  alone  bring  him  in  about  four 
thousand  (raucs  every  monih,  or  foriy-eight  thousand  franc* 
per  annum.  Allow  iwcnly  iliou&and  francs  for  loss,  for  btt 
cannot  always  place  all  his  tickets " 

"Why  noi?"' 

"Oh!  the  people  who  pay  at  the  door  go  in  with  the 
holdei^  of  com|>limentary  tickets  for  unreserved  seats,  and  the 
theatres  reserve  the  right  of  admitting  those  who  pay.  There 
are  fine  warm  evenings  lo  be  reckoned  with  beside,  and  poor 
plays.  Braulatd  makes,  perhaps,  thirty  thousand  francs  every 
year  in  this  way,  and  lie  has  his  tlaquatrt  beside,  another  in< 
dusiry.  Florine  and  Coralie  pay  tribute  to  him ;  if  they  did 
Dot  (here  would  be  do  applause  when  they  ooine  on  or  go 
off." 

Lousleau  gave  this  explanation  in  a  low  voice  as  they  went 
up  the  stair. 

"  Paris  is  a  queer  place,"  said  LucteD  ;  it  seemed  to  him 
that  he  saw  sclf-interenl  squatting  in  every  corner  of  that  great 
city. 

A  smart  maidservant  opened  the  door.  At  the  sight  of 
Elicnne  Loustcau,  the  dealer  in  orders  and  tickets  rose  from  a 
study  chair  before  a  large  cylinder  desk,  and  Lucieo  belield 
the  lender  of  the  claque.  Braiilard  himself,  dres«d  in  a  gray 
ni<ilieli>n  jaikel,  funted  trousers,  and  red  slippcnj  for  all  the 
world  like  a  doclor  or  an  attorney.  He  was  a  typii;at  sclf-tuade 
man,  Lueien  thought— a  nilgar-lookiug  face  with  a  pair  of 
eiEC«cdlnglyrunning  gray  eyes, hands  made  for  hired  applause, 
I  complexion  over  which  hard  living  had  passed  like  rain  over 
a  roof,  griizled  hair,  and  a  somewhat  huxky  voice. 

"  Vou  have  come  from  MadenioiseMe  Florine,  no  doubit 
sir,  and  this  gentleman  for  Mademoiselle  Coralie,"  said 
Braulard  ;  "  I  Itnow  you  very  well  by  sight.  Don't  you  trouble 
yotireelf,  sir,"  he  coniinued,  addressing  Lucien  ;  "  I  am  buy- 
ing the  Gymnasc  coonection,  I  will  look  after  your  lady,  aod 


A  FXOVIKCfAL  AT  rxlttS. 


VI 


I 


1  will  gm  bcr  iHMicr  of  toy  indcs  tlut  they  may  try  to  pUy 
mWr." 

"  Th«  t«  MM  ui  oCsr  to  be  refuaed,  my  dear  BiatUard, 
bat  «e  Invc  oMne  «btx)t  th?  prcv  ordcn  for  ihe  bodevard 
llii inn    I  at  editor  aad  thu  gcntlnnaii  as  dramatic  cribc" 

**Ob!  ab,  ynl  Kiaot  has  told  hts  paper,  i  heard  about 
k.  He  »  fciiinf  oa,  is  Finot.  I  have  aakcd  tiiin  to  dtuc 
•kh  ne  at  the  eod  c<  tbe  week ;  il  yoa  wdl  do  mc  the  hooor 
and  phiwn  a(  cocaiag,  you  may  bring  your  ladie,  and  there 
vill  be  a  graad  )aUificaiion.  Ad^le  OutHii*  n  comiDg,  and 
Omagr.  aad  Frfaknc  du  Pctit-hUre.  and  UademotwUc 
ICIIot,  my  matma.  Wc  ibaU  have  good  fiia  and  better 
Uqaoc.'* 

"  Docaagc  moat  be  ia  diffcnllict.     He  has  lou  his  lawsuit." 

*'  1  kavc  lent  him  ten  ihooiaiuj  francs ;  if '  Calu '  «K<:ccd>, 
it  will  repay  tbe  loan,  so  1  have  been  organicing  a  tacceaa. 
DoeaDge  ia  a  dercr  man  ;  he  haa  brain* ' ' 

Laden  £uicled  t)iat  he  raun  be  dreaming  when  he  heard  a 
/vbfawwr  appraising  a  wnler's  value. 

"Cwralie  has  irapicnred,"  continued  Sraalard,  with  the  air 
of  «  cooipetent  cnitc.  "  If  she  i«  a  go^l  girl,  I  will  lake  her 
part,  (or  thcr  have  got  itp  a  caho.!  agaiiMt  her  at  the  Cfnoaie. 
This  ia  how  t  laean  to  do  ti :  I  will  Save  a  d^w  wclltlmaod 
Mcs  io  the  bakonin  in  nnil<>  and  make  little  inorniun,  and 
tlM  appUnae  will  fotlow.  Tluu  is  *  i\vtA%c  whirh  inahes  a 
paittirta  dor  an  actress.  I  liavc  a  likiiif;  tot  CoraliCr  and  you 
ooghi  lo  be  Btikftrd,  for  she  has  fecliug.  Aha  I  J  can  hto 
any  one  on  the  ^ugc  if  I  like," 

"But  Ictnaetlle  Inn  butincaa  about  (he  licketa,"  put  In 
Lpieaii. 

"Very  well,  I  will  coroe  lo  tbi*  (tentlcmnn's  lodfltng  for 
ttwB  M  tbc  begiui^irfjt  of  the  month.  Ilr  i«  a  friend  of 
yown.  and  I  will  treat  him  a*  I  do  yoti.  Vou  have  Ive 
Ihaalres;  yoa  will  get  thiny  ttckcii^— that  will  be  something 
Ukc  srveaiy-STc  francs  a  month.     Perhapa  ym  will  be  waot- 
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ing  an  advance  ? "  added  Brautard,  lifting  a  cash-box  full  of 
coin  oui  of  his  desk, 

"  No,  DO,"  said  Lousteau ;  "  we  will  keep  that  shift  against 
a  rainy  day." 

"I  will  work  with  Coratie,  sir,  and  we  will  come  to  an 
understanding,"  said  Braulard,  addressing  Lucien,  who  was 
looking  about  him,  not  witliout  profound  as[oni*hn>ent. 
There  was  a  bookcase  in  Braulard's  study,  there  were  framed 
engravings  and  good  furniture;  and,  as  I  hey  passed  through 
the  drawing-room,  he  noticed  that  the  fittings  were  neither 
too  luxurious  nor  yet  mean.  The  dining-room  seemed  to  be 
the  best-ordered  room,  he  remarked  on  this  jokingly. 

'■  But  Braulard  is  an  epicure,"  said  Lousleaii ;  "  his  dinners 
are  famous  in  dramatic  literature,  and  they  are  what  you 
might  exi>ect  from  his  cash-box." 

"I  have  good  wine,"  Braulard  replied  modestly.  "Ah! 
here  are  ray  lamplighters,"  he  added,  as  a  sound  of  hoarse 
voices  and  strange  footsteps  came  up  from  the  staircase. 

Lucien  on  his  way  down  saw  a  march  |iasi  of  elatfueurs  and 
retailers  of  tickets.  It  was  an  ill-smelling  squad,  atlired  in 
caps,  seedy  trousers,  and  threadbare  overcoats;  a  flock  of 
gallows-birds  with  bluish  and  greenish  lints  in  their  faces, 
neglected  beards,  and  a  strange  mixture  of  savagery  and  sub* 
Bcrvience  in  their  eyes.  A  horrible  population  lives  and 
swarms  upon  the  Paris  tmulevards ;  selling  vralch-gtianls  and 
brass  jewelry  in  the  streets  by  day,  appbudtng  under  tbe 
chandeliers  of  the  theatre  at  night,  and  ready  to  lend  them- 
selves to  any  dirty  business  in  the  great  city. 

"Behold  the  Romans  1  "  laughed  Lousteau  ;  "behold  fame 
incarnate  for  actresses  .tnd  dramatic  authors.  It  is  no  prettier 
than  our  own  when  you  come  to  look  at  it  closely." 

"  It  is  difficult  to  keep  illusiont  on  any  subject  in  Parts," 
answered  Lucien  as  they  turned  in  at  hii  door.  "There  is 
a  tax  upon  everything— everything  has  tts  price,  aitd  any. 
thing  can  be  made  to  order — even  success." 
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Thirtj  gnesi*  were  usemUed   that  evening  in  CorsUc's 

raocBt ;  her  diDia^-room  would  not  hoUI  more.     Lucien  lud 

»ibpd  Daariit  ind  ihe  tDanngcT  of  the  Panotoma-Dramuiquc, 

SlutOi    iDd    FIonDc,   Caniasot,    Louslcau,    Fmot,    Nathan, 

cior   Merlin  and  Mntc  du  VaUNoble.  Fdicten  Vernou, 

,    Vignon,    Philippe    Btidiu,    Marieiie,    Giroudeau, 

'Cudot  snd  Florentine,  atid  Bixiou.     He  had  aUo  asked  all 

lib  rncnds  of  the  Rue  dc*  (JuJlrc-Vcnw.     Tuliia  ihe  danctf, 

vho  w»  not  unkind,  uiii  gosiip,    to  du  Bracl,  had  contc 

itfaeot  bet  duke.     Tlic  prwj*ieiors  of  the   news|>«pen,  for 

iKMt  of  the  joumaluU  wiolr,  were  iNo  or  the  paity. 
At  ctgtit  o'clock,  when  the  lights  of  the  caiidlci  in  the 
chaaddtcn  ihonc  ovei  the  furniture,  the  hangings,  and  the 
iowcn,  the  roorai  wore  the  Eulal  air  tlut  gives  to  Parisian 
lagBr;  ibe  appearance  of  a  dream ;  and  Lucicn  felt  indc- 
fioable  nirrisp  of  hope  and  gratifKd  vanity  and  pleasure 
at  the  thoaghi  that  he  wn  the  matter  of  the  howc.  But 
ho«  and  bf  whom  the  magic  w^nd  ba<l  txen  waved  he  no 
longer  woghl  to  rrmembcr.  Klurine  and  Coralie,  drened 
wjtb  Ihe  fanciful  exiraragance  and  magnificent  artistic  effect 
of  the  nage,  imilcd  on  the  poel  like  two  Tairict  at  the 
gaixs  of  the  Palace  of  Dreams-  And  Luctcn  waa  alraon  in 
«  ftrcam. 

Hta  life  Hid  been  changed  m  sudilcnljr  during  Ihe  Un 
lew  noBlIn;  he  had  gone  M  iwifily  from  the  depllil  of 
pm«r7  to  the  la«  extreme  of  luxury,  itial  at  niomentk  he 
fell  M  siKomfortable  a*  a  drauning  man  who  knows  that 
be  ta  Mieep-  And  yet  he  looked  around  at  the  blr  reality 
■bottt  him  with  a  conRdence  to  which  enrioua  mind*  might 
turre  (i*en  the  nitne  of  Catuity. 

Locien  himtelf  had  changed.     Me  liail  grown  juler  during 
da^r  of  ecintlniul  enjoyment ;    languor  had  lent  a  hu* 
aid  look  to  hi>  eyes:  in  short,  to  inc  Madame  d'E*i>«rd*t 
'^ cipeewton,  he  looked    like  a  man  wlio  i*  loved.      He  was 
Ike  hudtoineT  for  it.     ConKimiinesa  of  hli  power*  and  bit 
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suengtti  was  visible  in  his  face,  enlightened  as  it  wat  hf 
love  and  experience.  Looking  out  over  the  world  of  letten 
and  of  men,  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  might  go  to  and  fro 
as  lord  of  it  all.  Sober  reAcciion  never  entered  his  romantic 
head  unless  it  was  driven  in  by  the  prc&sure  of  ftdvcrsity. 
and  just  now  the  present  held  not  a  caie  for  him.  The 
breath  of  praise  swelled  the  sails  of  his  skiff;  all  the  in- 
struments of  success  lay  there  to  his  band ;  he  had  aD 
establishment,  a  mistress  whom  all  Paris  envied  him,  a 
carriage,  and  untold  wealth  in  his  inkstand.  Heart  and 
soul  and  brain  were  alike  transformed  within  him;  whjr 
should  he  care  to  be  ovetnice  about  the  means,  when  tbe 
great  results  were  visible  there  before  his  eyes. 

As  such  a  style  of  living  will  seem,  and  with  good  reason, 
to  be  anything  but  secure  to  economists  who  have  anjr 
experience  of  Paris,  it  will  not  be  supetlltious  to  give  a 
glance  to  the  foundation,  uncertain  as  it  was,  upon  which 
the  prosperity  of  the  pair  was  based. 

Camusot  had  given  Corahe's  tradesmen  instructions  to 
grant  her  credit  for  three  months  at  least,  and  this  had 
been  done  without  her  knowledge.  During  those  three 
months,  therefore,  horses  and  servants,  like  everything  else, 
waited  as  if  by  enchantment  at  the  bidding  of  two  chil- 
dren, eager  for  enjoyment,  and  enjoying  to  thcii  hearts' 
content. 

Coralie  had  taken  Ludcn's  band  and  given  him  a  glimpae 
of  the  transformation  scene  in  the  dining-room,  of  the  spkrk 
didly  appointed  table,  of  chandeliers,  each  fitted  with  foftjr 
wax-lights,  of  the  royally  luxurious  dessert,  and  a  menu  of 
Chevct's.  Lucicn  kissed  her  on  the  forehead  and  held  her 
closely  to  his  heart. 

"I  shall  succeed,  child,"  he  said,  "and  then  I  will  repAf 
you  for  such  love  and  devotion." 

"  Pshaw  1 "  said  ComIic.     "  Arc  you  satisfied  ?  '* 

"  I  should  be  very  haid  to  plcuc  if  I  was  noL" 
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"Twy  well,  then,  that  smile  of  yoors  pays  for  cverylhinf,*' 
ik  said,  and  wilii  a  serpentine  moveruent  she  laivd  her 
kad  and  laid  her  lips  against  his. 

When  they  vent  back  to  tlie  otliers,  Plonnc,  LouitMU, 
Uaulat,  and  CainuMit  were  setting  out  the  card-tablet.  Lu> 
Ctcs'i  frictids  began  to  arrm-,  for  already  iheM:  folk  began  to 
caL  themselves  "  Lucico's  friends ;  "  and  they  kii  over  ih« 
cuds  from  nine  o'clock  till  midnight.  Liicten  was  iinac* 
quaintcd  with  a  siogle  gaone.  but  Lousteau  lo«t  a  thousand 
francs,  and  Lucien  could  Dot  reliise  to  lend  hiin  the  money 
when  he  uked  for  ii. 

M»cbel.  Fulgciicc,  and  Jiaeph  appeared  abont  ten  o'clock  ; 
nd  Locien.  diaiting  with  them  in  a  contei,  saw  iluit  they 
looked  sober  and  tcrioas  enotigh.  not  to  say  ill  at  case. 
D'Anhc2  could  not  come,  he  was  finishing  his  book  ;  L6un 
Citaud  wa^  buay  with  llie  first  number  of  his  review  ;  so  the 
brotherhood  lud  sent  the  three  artists  among  their  number, 
thinking  that  Ihey  would  fed  kss  out  of  their  element  in  an 
t^roahom  sapper-party  than  t)ie  rest. 

"  Well,  my  dear  fellows,"  said  Lacien,  aBomin;;  a  slightly 
patronizing  tone,  "  tlw  '  conikal  fellow '  may  become  a  great 
public  character  yet.  you  see." 

"  I  wtsb  I  may  be  mistaken;  I  don't  tek  better,"  said 
Mkhel. 

*•  Are  yon  living  with  Coralie  until  you  can  do  better  ?  " 
asked  Fulgence. 

"  Ves,"  said  Lucien,  trying  to  look  unconscious.  "  Cora- 
lie  had  an  elderly  adorer,  a  merchant,  and  she  showed  him  the 
door,  poor  fellow,  1  am  better  off  than  your  brother  PhiU 
ippc,"  he  adde<l,  addri;»ing  Joseph  firidau  ;  "  he  does  not 
know  how  to  manage  Mariette." 

"  You  are  a  man  like  another  now ;  in  short,  you  will  make 
four  way."  said  Fulgence. 

"  A  man  that  will  always  be  the  same  for  you,  under  all 
circumstances,"  returned  lacien. 
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Michel  and  Fulgcncc  exchanged  incredulous,  scornful  smiles 
at  this.     Lucieii  saw  ihe  absurdity  of  his  remark. 

"  CoraliciswondeTfully  beautiful."  exclaimed  Joseph  Bridan. 
"  What  a  magnificent  portrait  slie  would  make  !  " 

"Beautiful  and  good,"  said  Lucien  ;  "she  is  an  angel, 
upon  my  word.  And  you  shall  paini  her  portrait ;  she  sH>ll 
sit  to  you  if  you  like  for  your  Venetian  lady  brought  by  ihe 
old  woman  to  the  senator." 

"All  women  who  love  arc  angelic," said  Michel  Oirestten. 

Just  at  that  moment  Raoul  Nathan  den-  upon  Lucien,  and 
grasped  both  his  hands  and  slioolc  them  in  a  sudden  access  of 
violent  friendship. 

"  Ob,  my  good  friend,  you  arc  something  more  than  a  great 
man,  you  have  a  heart,"  he  cried.  "  a  much  rarer  thing  than 
genius  in  these  days.  You  are  a  devoted  friend.  I  am  yours, 
in  short,  through  thick  and  thin  ;  I  shall  never  forget  all  that 
you  have  done  for  me  this  week." 

Lucien's  joy  had  reached  the  highest  point ;  lo  be  Iha 
caressed  by  a  man  of  whom  every  one  wai  talking  !  He 
looked  at  Im  three  friends  of  the  brotherhood  with  something 
like  a  superior  air.  Nathan's  appearance  u[>on  the  scene  was 
the  result  of  an  overture  from  Merlin,  who  sent  him  a  proof 
of  the  favorable  review  to  appear  in  to-morrow's  issue. 

"  I  only  consented  to  write  the  attack  on  condition  that  I 
•honld  be  allowed  to  reply  to  it  myself,"  Lucien  said  in 
Nathan's  car.  "  I  am  one  of  you."  This  incident  was  op- 
portune ;  it  justified  the  remark  which  amused  Fulgence. 
Lucien  was  radiant. 

"When  d'Arthcx's  book  comes  out,"  he  said,  taming  to 
the  three,  "  I  am  tn  a  position  to  be  useful  to  him.  That 
thought  in  itself  would  induce  me  to  remain  a  journalist." 

"  Can  you  do  as  you  like  ?  "  Michel  asked  quickly. 

"So  far  as  one  can  when  one  is  indispensable,"  said  LacicD 
modestly. 

It  was  almost  midnight  when  they  sat  down  to  supper,  and 


A  FKOV/NCIAL  AT  J'AKIS. 

\it  Ion  grew  fast  and  furious.  Talk  was  less  restrained  in 
Lacieti's  house  than  at  Maii&t's,  for  no  one  mspcctcO  that 
ite  lepresenlalives  of  the  brotherhood  and  the  newspaper 
vriiers  held  divergent  opinions.  Young  inieltecU,  depraved 
bj  uguing  for  eiilier  tide,  now  caiiM  into  conAiot  wiili  etxih 
other,  ind  fearful  axioms  of  the  journalistic  juri&i>nidencc, 
thea  in  iu  infancy,  hurtled  to  and  fro.  CUud  Vignon,  up- 
elding  the  dignity  of  criticism,  inveighed  against  the  ten- 
dency of  the  smaller  newspapers,  saying  that  the  writers  uf 
penonililies  lowered  themselves  in  the  end.  Lousieau,  Mer- 
lin, xnd  Finoi  took  up  the  cudgels  for  the  system  known  by 
Ue  name  of  Hague;  pnlTcry,  goH>ip,  and  humbug,  they  said, 
ns  the  lest  of  t.ilcni,  and  set  the  hall-mark,  as  it  were,  upon 
ft  "  Any  man  who  can  stand  that  test  hais  real  power,"  sud 
loiMteau. 

"  Beside,"  cried  Merlin,  "when  a  great  man  receives  ova< 
lions,  there  ought  to  be  a  chorus  of  insults  to  balance,  u  in  a 
itoman  triumph." 

"Ohot"  pot  in  Lucien ;  "then  every  one  lield  up  to 
ridicule  in  print  will  fancy  that  he  has  made  a  success." 

'*  Any  one  would  think  that  the  question  interested  you," 
exclaimed  Finot. 

"And  how  about  our  sonnets"  said  Michel  Chrestten  ; 
"  is  that  the  way  ibcy  wit)  win  us  the  iamt  of  a  second  Pe- 
trarch?" 

•■  I^ura  already  counts  for  something  in  his  fame,"  said 
Daurial,  a  pun  [Laure  (/W)  gold]  rcreircil  wiih  acrlanutions. 

"Fatiaimtt  expfriHuntum  im  amma  viH,"  retorted  Locien 
wlih  a  smile. 

'•And  woe  nnto  him  whom  reviewers  shall  spare,  flinging 
hin  crowiu  at  his  first  appearance,  for  he  shall  be  shelved 
like  the  saints  in  iheir  shrines  and  no  man  shall  pay  him  the 
liighlett  attention,"  said  Vemou. 

"  People  will  say.  '  \joaV  elsewhere,  simpleton  ;  you  have 
had  your  due  already,'  aa  Champccncts  said  to  the  Marquis 
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de  GenlU,  who  was  looking  too  fondly  at  his  wife,"  added 
Bloniiet. 

"  Success  is  the  ruin  of  a  roan  in  France,"  satd  Finot. 
"  Wc  arc  so  jealous  of  one  another  that  we  uy  lo  fotgct,  and 
10  make  others  forget,  ihe  triumphs  of  yesienUy." 

"  Contradiction  is  the  life  of  lileialure,  iu  hxX"  said  Claud 
Vignoo. 

"  In  art  as  in  nature,  there  are  two  principles  everywhere  at 
strife,"  said  Fulgcncc ;  '*  victory  for  either  means  death." 

"  So  it  is  with  politics,"  added  Michel  Chiesticn. 

"  We  luive  a  case  in  point,"  said  Loustcau.  "  Daurial  will 
sell  a  conple  of  thousand  copi«  of  Nathan's  book  in  the  coin- 
ing week.  And  why  ?  Because  the  book  that  was  clererly 
attacked  will  be  ably  defended." 

Merlin  took  up  the  proof  of  to-morrow's  paper.  "  How 
can  such  an  article  fail  to  sell  an  edition  ?  "  he  asked. 

"Read  (he  article,"  said  Dstiriat.  "I  am  a  publisher 
wherever  1  am,  even  at  supper." 

Merlin  read  Lucien's  triumphant  refutation  aloud  and  the 
whole  party  applauded. 

"  How  could  that  article  have  been  written  unless  the  attack 
had  preceded  it?"  asked  Loustcau. 

Dauriat  drew  the  proof  of  the  third  article  from  his  pocket 
and  read  it  over,  Fitiot  listening  closely  :  for  it  was  lo  appear 
in  the  second  number  of  his  own  review,  and  at  editor  be 
exaggerated  his  enthusiasm. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  so  and  not  otherwiK  would  Bos- 
suei  have  written  if  he  had  lived  in  our  day." 

"  I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  Merlin.  "  Bossuet  would  have 
been  a  journalist  to-day." 

"To  Bossuet  the  Second  !  "  ciied  Claud  Vignon,  raising 
his  glass  with  an  ir0nic.1I  bow. 

"  To  my  Christopher  Columbus  I "  returned  Lucien,  drink- 
ing a  health  to  Dauriat. 

"Br«voI "  cried  Nathan. 
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**h  ha  nkknane?"  Ucrltn  tiKiuiried,  looking  nulictousljr 
Fiaot  to  Lncict). 

**If  fee  go  on  u  thi*  pact,  jroa  wilt  be  qoiw  be]rom)  ta," 
■M  DiMrut;  "tb«c  grnilraco  "  (indkAiioi;  Caimnoi  and 
Ibtibt)  "l'juidoi  lollo*  )oii  as  it  is.  A  Jolte  it  Uke  a  bil  of 
UuomI  }  ilitii  t|HiD  too  fine,  tt  breaks,  n  the  great  Bonapane 


*■  Gctiileinea,"  «i>d  Louatcau,  "  we  have  been  eye-wiinetMi 
tt  A  ttnage,  poticniow,  nnheard-of,   and  tntly  Mrpraing 
pbeoomcaoa.    Admire  the  rapidiiy  iritb  which  our  fnetid  hrre 
hm  been  tnmfiinncd  (com  a  pfovincUl  into  a  jovmilist  of 
Parte  t" 
**  He  n  a  bom  joamatist,"  nid  DtarUt. 
••  ChiMrcn  1 "  called  Finot,  rising  to  hit  feet,  "  all  of  ib 
prcacsi  hare  encoursjied  and  pfOTet:ted  oor  iropbitryoD 
hia  cnmoce  upoo  a  career  in  which  be  has  alreadjr  sor- 
paned  our  bopea.     In  two  mnnthB  he  has  shown  ua  wtiai  he 
can  do  In  •  aeriet  of  eicell^ni  artklei  known  to  ut  all.     I 
to  baptise  him  in  tonn  as  ■  Joarnaliw." 
'  A  crown  of  rose* !  to  signalitc  a  double  conqocw,"  cried 

a,  gtaneinf  al  Coralle. 
Ctoratte  nude  a  lign  to  BArtoioe.  That  ponljr  handmaid 
went  to  Coratbe'a  draaing-rooni  and  brought  b»ck  a  box  of 
I— liliil  aflificial  Aowen.  1lte  morfi  lncap«ble  metnbere  of 
Uw  party  were  grotenqnely  tricke«l  out  in  these  blotfomi,  and 
«  own  nf  mcs  wa»  Mon  woven.  Pinoi,  u  ltigh-l>rie!(t, 
iprtntli  il  a  few  dfop«  of  irhampagoo  on  l^cien'i  golden  carta, 
proDwmcing  with  deliriom  gravitjr  thewordi — "  In  iIk  name 
of  the  Cevonneni  Stamp,  the  Otilion-mnncy,  and  Ihe  Fine, 
biptice  lh««,  Joamaliit.     hUv  ihjr  aniclei  lit  lightly  no 

rl" 

'  Aad  nay  Ihcy  be  paid  for,  including  white  lines  I "  cried 
lei  I  in. 

at  that  mornent  I.«eiefl  ranghi  tight  of  three  mcUn- 
tioca.    Ukbcl  OucMicnf  }ottfh  BrtdM,  and  rnlgtiK* 


'■■'     '^^- 


so 
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Rid«l  took  up  ibelr  bus  taA  went  oat  tauA  s  ttorai  of  ia- 


ifcctirt. 


••  Qneer  cntomen  t "  *atd  Uertin. 

"FolgcBce  oaed  to  be  a  (ood  fellow,"  idded  Lontteau,., 
"  befcre  ibey  penrerted  his  monh." 

"Who  an  '  ibey?' "  adced  Clwtd  Vignon. 

"  Some  Tcry  terioos  jroong  nwr,"  aid  Blondel, "  who  i 
at  a  philosophico-religkntt  sftitpo»ium  in  (Ik  Rue  des  Qnalrc- 
Vnis,  and  worry  ihenuelves  aboat  the  DKaning  of  hafnan 
life ■' 

••ohiohi"  m 

'•  They  are  irying  to  find  out  whether  it  goes  round  in  «" 
circle  or  nukes  soioc  progress,"  continued  Blondel.  "They 
wetc  very  hard  put  (o  it  betweeo  ihe  simighi  line  and  ilic 
curve ;  the  triangle,  warranted  by  scripture,  Memed  to  ihctu 
to  be  nonsense,  when,  lo  1  there  arose  among  them  some 
prophet  or  other  who  declared  for  the  spiral." 

"  Men  might  nxet  to  inv«nl  more  dangerous  nonsense  than 
ihatt "  exclaimed  Lucien,  making  a  faint  attempt  to  cbam- 
pioD  the  brotherhood. 

"Voa  take  theories  of  that  sort  for  idle  words,"  said 
Filicien  Vernou ;  "  but  a  time  comes  when  the  arguments 
lake  the  fonn  of  gunshot  and  the  guillotine." 

"They  liave  not  come  to  that  yet,"  uid  Bixion;  "they 
hare  only  come  as  £u  as  the  designs  of  Providence  in  the 
invention  of  champagne,  the  humanitarian  signi5cance  of 
breeches,  and  the  blind  deity  who  keeps  the  world  going. 
Tlwy  pick  up  fallen  gmi  men  like  Vico,  Saint-Simon,  and 
Fourier.  1  am  much  afraid  that  tiKy  will  turn  poor  Joseph , 
Bridau's  head  among  thenn." 

"  BUncbon,  my  old  M-hool- fellow,  gives  me  the  cold  shoul<{ 
der  now,"  said  ^ienne  Lousleau;  "it  is  all  their  doini 
and " 

"  Do  they  give  lectures  on   onhopedy  and  intellectti 
gymnuiio?"  asked  Hcrlin. 
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"Very  likelf,"  answered  Fioot,  "if  Bianchon  tuasnyhand 
JB  Ihetr  iheoriw." 

"WMwl"said  Louueau;  "he  will  be  i  grcM  physician 
Myhow." 

"Isn't  d'Arthez  ihcir  visible  h<»id?"  asked  Nathan;  "ft 
Itulc  yoangslcr  that  is  going  to  swallow  all  of  us  up." 

"  He  is  a  genius  I  "  cried  Lucicn. 

"  Genius,  is  he  1  Well,  give  inc  a  glau  of  sherry  1 "  said 
Claud  Vignon,  smiling. 

Every  one  (hereupon  began  to  explain  his  character  for  Ihe 
benefit  of  hit  neighbor  ;  and  when  a  clever  man  feels  a  [myss- 
faig  need  of  explaining  himself,  and  of  unlocking  his  heart, 
h  is  pretty  clear  that  wine  has  gotten  the  upper  hand.  An 
boor  later,  all  the  men  in  the  company  were  the  best  friends 
in  ihe  world,  addressing  each  other  as  great  men  and  bold 
ipitits  who  held  the  future  in  their  hands.  Lucien,  in  his 
i|Dslity  of  host,  was  sufficiently  clcar-hcadcd  to  upprchend  the 
meaning  of  the  sophistries  which  impressed  hiro  and  com- 
pleted hbdetnotalization. 

"The  Liberal  party,"  announced  Finot,  "  ts  compelled  to 
stir  up  discussion  Minehnw.  There  is  no  fault  to  find  with 
the  action  of  the  government,  and  you  may  imagine  what  ft 
fix  the  opposition  is  in.  Which  of  you  now  cares  to  write  ft 
pamphlet  ID  favor  of  the  system  of  prinwgeRiturc,  and  raise  a 
cry  against  the  secret  designs  of  the  court?  The  pamphlet 
will  tte  paid  for  handsomely." 

"I  will  write  it,"  said  Hector  Merlin.  "It  is  my  own 
point  of  view." 

"Yo«r  party  will  complain  that  you  are  compromising 
them,"  said  Finot.  "  t>licien,  you  must  nndcitake  it ;  Dau- 
riat  will  bring  it  out  and  we  will  keep  the  secret." 

"  How  much  shall  I  gel  ?  " 

"  Six  hundred  francs.  Sign  it '  Le  Comie  C,  three  star*,* " 
Fmot  replied. 

"  It's  a  bargain,"  said  Ftiicica  Vernou. 
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"  So  you  are  introducing  die  tamarj  to  ihe  political  wotld," 
remarked  Lousleau. 

"  It  is  simply  the  Ciiatx>l  alT^ir  carried  into  (he  region  of 
abstract  ideas,"  said  Finoi.  "  Fasten  mientions  oil  the  gat' 
ernroent,  and  then  let  loose  public  opinion." 

"  How  a  government  can  leave  the  control  of  ideas  to  such 
a  pack  of  scam^is  as  wc  ate  is  maitcr  for  perpetual  and  pro- 
found astonishment  to  me,"  said  Ciaud  Vignun. 

"  If  the  luinistT}'  blunders  so  far  as  to  come  down  into  tbe 
arena,  we  can  give  them  a  drubbing.  If  they  are  nettled  hj 
it,  the  thing  will  rankle  in  people's  minds,  and  the  gowro- 
ment  will  lose  its  hold  on  the  masses.  Tlic  iicwspapei  risks 
nothing,  and  the  authorities  have  everything  to  lose." 

"France  will  be  a  cipher  until  newspapers  are  abolished 
by  law,"  Mid  Claud  Vignon.  "Vou  are  making  pmgress 
hourly,"  he  added,  addressing  Finot.  "  You  arc  a  modem 
order  of  Jesuits,  lacking  the  creed,  (he  fixed  idea,  the  d» 
cipline,  and  the  union." 

Tliey  went  back  to  llie  card-tables;  and  before  long  ibc 
light  of  the  candles  grew  feeble  in  the  dawn. 

"Lucicn,  your  friends  from  the  Rue  des  Quatre-Venta 
looked  as  dismal  as  criminals  going  to  be  hanged,"  said 
Coralie. 

-   "Tlieywere  the  judges,  not  the  criminals,"  replied   her 
poet. 

"Judges  are  more  amusing  than  /W,"nid  Madcitvoinlle 
Coralie. 

For  a  month  Lucien's  whole  time  was  taken  Dp  with  SU[>per 
ponies,  dinner  engagements,  breakfajtis,  and  evening  parttes ; 
he  was  swept  away  by  an  irt<»i«til>lc  ciirrcnt  into  the  vortex 
of  dissip.iiion  and  easy  work.  He  no  longer  thought  of  the 
future.  The  [xiwer  of  ntlculation  amiti  the  complications  of 
life  \\  the  sign  of  a  sttonn  will  winch  [loets,  weaklings,  and 
men  wlio  live  a  purely  intellectual  life  can  never  counicrfci;. 
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I  ra  livini;  fion  lund  to  Biouth,  spending  hit  money 
m  bM  ■»  he  nuilc  ti,  like  nunjr  utotlief  jooiinjUit ;  nor  rlid 
he  lire  Ml  omkIi  ■»  «  thought  lo  ihoM  pctio<li<:uJly  rctiurcnl 
d>y>  of  rcckoBiog  whtcb  checker  tltc  life  of  tlie  tioheinian  in 
hra  •«  adljr. 

la  (liTB  ud  Afure  he  was  a  rival  for  the  greai  diodiet  of 
\\m  diy.  Conlie,  like  tX\  icalou,  loved  to  adoro  her  idol. 
She  nmed  betadf  to  give  her  beloved  poet  the  accoinrcouiiu 
•fetch  h>d  lo  ttifred  hit  envy  ia  Lhc  gatdcn  of  the  Tuilcrics. 
Lbeicii  \taA  voodcrful  canes  and  a  durnting  cyegUsa ;  l»c 
had  Awnoftd  UiKb,  and  scaif-ring&,  and  siguct-rings,  beside 
^  — nrltmni  of  *ai»tcuat>  inanrcloui  lo  beliold,  aiid  in  suf- 
icirBt  D«mber  lo  nalch  every  color  in  a  variety  of  cotlumn. 
Hit  Irannlion  to  the  estate  of  dandy  swiflljr  followed.  When 
he  went  to  ihe  Ccmua  niiiutcr'a  dinner,  all  the  young  men 
regarded  him  with  nipiweMed  envy ;  yet  de  ^Ll^uy,  Vande> 
Base,  Ajitda-Pinio,  Muime  de  TraJUen,  Raatignac,  IkUKle' 
Bord,  Manetvltle,  and  the  Uuc  de  MaufrigneiMt  gave  place 
to  noBc  ia  the  klngdooi  of  iathion.  Men  of  la&liion  are  as 
aaoQg  ihctMclTCS  as  women,  and  in  the  sjunc  way. 
waa  placed  between  Mme.  d<  Monlcornet  and  Mme. 
d'E^Ard,  in  whose  honor  llie  diaocr  was  given ;  both  ladiM 
ererwhcliacd  htm  with  flaiterici. 

**  Why  did  yoQ  itini  your  back  twi  •ocJely  when  you  would 
han*  beta  w  well  received  ?  "  a*ked  ili«  Maiqoiw.  "  Every 
<M*  was  pcvpsred  to  make  much  of  you.  And  I  liave  a  <)iurrel 
with  you  loo.  Von  owed  me  a  call — I  am  Rill  waitinfE  to 
nccive  it.  I  %b«  you  at  Ihe  opera  the  otiier  day,  and  you 
aei  deiitn  tfi  come  to  tee  me  nor  to  take  any  notice  of 


•*  Yngr  oooila,  madame,  *o  unmbiakably  dlimJmpd  me " 

"  Oh  1  yoa  do  not  know  womre,"  the  Marqtiiae  d'fG<pard 
broke  IS  opoa  him.  "Von  have  woanded  the  rooM  angelic 
baart.  (he  aobtal  nature  that  I  know.  Von  do  not  know  all 
that  LwitK  *aa  trying  to  do  for  yon.  nor  btw  lactfblly  tht 


^m 
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laid  her  plans  for  you.  Oh  I  and  she  would  have  succeeded," 
the  Marquise  coniinucd,  replying  lo  Lucien's  mute  incrediility. 
"  Her  hu&band  b  now  di.-ad  ;  died,  ai  he  was  bound  to  die, 
of  an  indigestion;  could  you  doubt  that  she  would  be  free 
sooiii:r  or  later?  And  can  you  suppose  that  ilie  would  like 
to  be  Madame  Cliardon  ?  It  was  worth  while  to  take  sonx 
trouble  to  gain  the  title  of  Comtcsse  de  Riibcmpri.  LorCi 
you  see,  is  a  great  vanity,  which  requires  the  Icswr  vanities  to 
be  in  harmony  with  itself — especially  in  marriage.  1  might 
love  you  to  madness— which  is  to  say,  sufficiently  to  nuiry 
you — and  yet  I  should  find  it  vety  unpleaiaut  to  be  called 
Madame  Cliardon.  You  can  i>ee  that.  And  now  thai  yoa 
understand  the  difficulties  of  Paris  life,  you  will  know  how 
many  roundabout  ways  you  must  take  to  reach  your  end ; 
very  well,  then,  you  must  admit  that  Louise  was  aspiiing  to 
an  all  but  impossible  piece  of  court  favor ;  she  was  quite  uo> 
known,  she  is  not  rich,  and  therefore  she  could  not  aJTord  to 
neglect  any  means  of  success. 

■'  You  arc  ticvcf,"  the  Marquiied'Expard  continued;  "but 
we  women,  when  we  love,  are  cleverer  than  the  cleverest  man. 
My  cousin  tried  to  make  that  aluiird  Chalelet  useful  - 
Oh!"  she  broke  off,  "  I  owe  not  a  little  amusement  to  yoa; 
your  articles  on  Chfitclei  made  me  laugh  heartily." 

l.ocien  knew  not  what  to  think  of  all  this.  Of  the  treachery 
and  bad  fjith  of  journalism  he  had  had  some  ex|ierience  ;  but, 
in  spite  of  his  perspicacity,  he  scarcely  expe<^ied  lo  find  had 
faith  or  treachery  in  society.  There  were  some  sharp  lessons 
In  store  for  him. 

"  But,  madame,"  he  objected,  for  her  words  aroused  a  lively 
curiosliy.  "  is  not  the  heron  under  your  protection  ?  " 

"  One  is  obliged  lo  be  civil  to  one's  worst  enemies  in  so- 
ciety." protested  she ;  "  one  may  be  bored,  but  one  must  look 
as  if  the  talk  was  amusing,  and  not  seldom  one  »eemt  to  sacri* 
6ce  friends  the  better  lo  serve  them.  Are  you  Mill  a  novice? 
You  meao  to  wiiie,  and  yet  you  know  nothing  of  cuttcnt 
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I  iteai  ?  H]r  couiin  Apparently  SAcriiiced  you  to  the  heron, 
tot  bow  could  ihc  dispense  with  h\i  influence  for  you  ?  Our 
frieod  standi  well  with  the  piresent  miniMry ;  and  «r«  have 
aide  biffli  Kc  lliBt  your  atuclu  will  do  him  service — up  to 
A  cntatD  point,  for  we  want  you  to  niaic  it  up  again  some 
of  tkoe  dayt.  Chitelet  hxc  received  com pensa lions  for  his 
tmaUes ;  for,  as  det  LuiKaulx  said,  'While  the  newspapera 
iR  nulitng  ChAtelet  ridiculous,  ihcy  will  leave  [he  ministry 
in  peace.' " 

There  was  a  pause ;  tbc  Marquise  left  Lucien  to  his  own 
leBcctioDS. 

"  Uoosieur  Blondet  !e(l  me  to  hope  that  I  should  have  the 
pleamre  of  icemg  you  in  my  houte,"  said  the  Comiessc  de 
Kootcoroet.  "  Voii  will  meet  a  few  artists  and  men  of  letters, 
ind  some  one  cbe  who  has  the  keenest  desire  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  you — Mademoisell'.-  dcs  Touches,  the  owner 
of  talents  tare  among  oar  sex.  You  will  {o  to  her  house, 
K>  doubt-  Mademoiselle  dcs  Touches  (or  Camille  Maupin, 
if  jroQ  prefer  it)  is  prodigiously  rich,  and  presides  over  one 
of  the  nosi  remarlcable  salons  in  Paris.  She  has  heard  that 
yon  are  as  Itandsoine  as  you  are  clever,  and  is  dying  to  meet 
yoa. 

Lacien  could  only  pour  out  IncoheTeni  thanks  and  gbnce 
enviously  at  Emile  Blomtel.  Tticrc  wa«  a;,  great  a  <lifrerence 
between  a  great  lady  like  Mme.  de  Monicornet  and  Coralie 
■  between  Coralie  and  a  girl  out  of  the  streets.  The 
CoantcB  was  young  and  wiity  and  beautiful,  with  the  very 
white  fairness  of  women  of  the  North.  Her  mother  was  the 
Prinrm  Srhcrbellof,  and  the  minister  before  dinner  had  paid 
her  the  most  respectful  attention. 

By  this  lime  the  Marquise  had  made  an  end  of  trifling  dia- 
dunfully  with  the  wing  of  a  chiclcen. 

"  Hy  poor  Louise  felt  so  much  affection  for  yon,"  she  said. 
"  She  took  roc  into  her  confidence ;  1  knew  her  drcami  of  a 
great  career  for  you.     Sbc  would  have  borne  a  great  deal,  but 


27«  A  PKOVISCUL  AT  PARIS. 


tcnif 


wlial  scorn  you  showed  her  when  you  sent  bock  her  lettert 
Ciuclty  we  can  forgive  i  ihose  who  hurt  us  inusi  &tiU  lure 
some  fjiith  in  us ;  btil  JudiiTcreiioe  1  Indifference  b  like  polar 
snows.  Il  extinguishes  all  life.  So,  you  must  mc  tbat  yoa 
have  lost  a  preciouii  sffeclion  tlirougli  your  own  riuU.  Why 
break  with  her?  Even  if  she  had  scorned  you,  you  Iwd  your 
way  to  naake,  had  you  not  ? — your  name  to  win  back  7  Louiit 
thought  of  all  thai." 

"  Then  why  was  she  silent  ?  " 

"Eh  I  «c«  Dieu .'"  cried  the  Marquise,  *'  it  was  I  myMlf 
who  advJMrd  her  not  to  take  you  into  her  confidence.  Between 
ourselven,  you  know,  you  teemed  .to  little  used  to  the  ways  of 
the  world  ilui  I  took  abim.  1  was  afraid  that  your  inex- 
perience and  rash  ardor  might  wreck  our  carefully  roado 
schemes.  Can  you  recollect  yourself  as  you  were  then  i  Yoa 
must  admit  that  if  you  could  se«  your  double  to-day,  you  wouk) 
aay  the  same  yourself.  You  are  not  like  the  aainc  man.  Tnat 
was  our  one  mistake.  But  would  one  man  in  a  thousand  com- 
bine such  intelleclusi  gifts  with  such  a  wonderful  aptitude 
for  taking  the  tone  of  society?  I  did  not  think  that  you 
would  be  such  an  astonislilng  exception.  You  were  trans- 
formed so  quickly,  you  acquired  the  manner  of  Paris  to  easily, 
lliat  1  did  not  recogniie  you  in  the  Sols  de  UoulogiM  a  month 
=«o." 

Lucicn  heard  the  gicai  hdy  with  inexpressible  pleasure ;  the 
flaitciics  were  spoken  with  «uch  a  petulant,  childlike,  con- 
fiding air,  and  she  seemed  to  take  «uch  a  deep  interest  in  him. 
that  he  thought  of  his  first  evening  at  the  Panoranu-Dra- 
macique,  and  began  to  fancy  that  some  such  miracle  was  about 
to  lake  place  a  second  lime.  Everyihing  had  smiled  upon 
him  since  that  luppy  evening  ;  hi:i  youlh,  he  thought,  was  th« 
talisman  that  worked  ihis  change.  He  would  i>rove  this  great 
lady  ;  she  should  not  take  him  at  unawares. 

"Then,  what  were  the<e  schemes  which  have  turned  to 
chimeras,  madame?"  asked  he. 
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"  Louite  incaal  lo  alMaiu  a  royal  intent  permitting  you  to 
kev  [be  iMuae  antj  title  of  Kubcmpci.  She  wished  to  put 
CWdoti  ODE  uf  sight.  Your  opinions  hive  put  ih^ic  out  of 
tic  qtmtiun  oow,  bu:  ihfH  ic  would  not  have  been  so  hard  to 
(Milage,  and  a  title  would  mean  a  fortune  for  you. 

"  Vuu  will  look  on  tl)C!«  tliingii  as  iriAv-i  and  vtiioiuiy 
iJcai,"  iltc  continued;  "but  we  know  souKihinj;  of  life, 
Old  we  know,  too,  all  the  solid  advaniuj^et  of  a  count'i  title 
vhtB  it  is  borne  by  a  fashionable  and  extremely  charming 
ronng  man.  Anaoonce  *  Momieur  Chardon  '  and  '  Monsieur 
le  Ccntitc  de  Rabempr«  '  before  heiresses  or  £i)gli»h  girit  with 
« tniUiun  to  their  fortune  and  note  the  difTcreocc  of  ilie  eflect. 
The  Cuuni  tntghi  be  in  debt,  but  he  would  find  open  hearU ; 
lia  good  looks,  brought  into  relief  by  his  title,  would  be  like 
■rfiaiaood  in  a  tkh  setting  ;  Monsieur  Chaidon  w\>iild  not  be 
lo  much  as  noticed.  We  tuve  not  invented  ihoe  notions; 
iKcy  are  ever)' wlierc  In  the  world,  ereo  among  the  bourgeois. 
Vm  are  turning  your  back  on  fortune  at  this  minute.  Do 
fan  we  thai  good-looking  young  man,  he  is  the  Vkomte  Fdix 
de  Vandencsse,  one  of  the  King's  private  secretaries.  The 
Khlf  h  fond  enough  of  young  men  of  talent,  and  Vaudenesse 
CUM  (roR)  the  provinces  with  baggage  nearly  ai  light  aa  youn. 
Yoo  ate  a  thousand  times  cleverer  than  he  ;  but  do  you  belong 
to  a  great  family,  hare  you  a  name  7  You  knowdes  Lupeaulx; 
W*  name  is  very  much  like  yours,  for  he  was  bom  a  Chardtn ; 
■vtl.  he  would  not  sell  his  little  farm  of  LupeauU  for  a  million, 
be  will  be  Comte  des  Lupeaulx  some  day,  and  perhaps  his 
gnndaQR  tnay  be  a  duke.  You  have  m^de  a  false  start ;  and 
If  yon  contlnoe  in  that  way  it  will  be  all  over  with  you,  See 
bow  much  wiser  Monsieur  Emite  Btondet  has  been  t  He  is 
engaged  on  a  government  newx|Kiper ;  he  is  well  looked  on 
by  tiMW  la  authority ;  he  can  afford  to  mix  with  UberaU,  for 
he  boids  sound  opinions ;  and  sooner  or  later  he  will  succeed. 
1st  then  be  ttndersiood  how  to  choose  his  05>tnioDS  aiMl  his 
protectors. 
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"Your  charming  neighbor"  (Mme.  d'Etjiard  glanced  A 
Mnie.  dc  MoDlcorDcl)  "  was  a  Troisville ;  there  are  two  peen 
of  France  in  the  family  and  two  deputies.  She  made  a 
wealthy  marriage  with  her  name;  she  sees  a  great  deal  of 
society  at  her  house ;  she  has  influence,  she  «rilt  cdovc  the 
political  world  for  yoong  Monsieur  Blondcl.  Where  will  a 
Coralic  take  you?  In  a  few  years'  lime  you  will  be  hope- 
lessly in  debt  and  weary  of  pleasure.  You  have  chosen  badly 
in  love  and  you  are  arranging  your  life  ill.  The  woman  whom 
you  delight  lo  wound  was  at  the  opera  the  other  night,  and 
this  was  how  she  s])okc  of  you.  Siie  deplored  the  way  in 
which  you  were  throwing  away  your  talent  and  the  prime  of 
youth  ;  she  was  thinking  of  you,  and  not  of  herself,  all  the 
while." 

"  Ah  t  if  only  you  were  telling  me  (ruth,  madame !  "  cried 
l.ucicn. 

•'  What  object  should  I  have  in  telling  lies?"  returned  the 
Marquise,  with  a  glance  of  cold  disdain  which  annihilated 
him.  He  was  so  dashed  by  it  that  the  conversation  dropped, 
for  the  Marquise  wasolTended  and  said  no  more. 

Lucien  was  nettled  by  her  silence,  but  he  felt  that  it  was 
due  to  his  own  clumsincM  and  promised  himself  (hat  he  would 
repair  his  error.  He  turned  to  Mme.  dc  Monicornei  and 
talked  10  her  of  Rlondet,  extolling  that  young  writer  for  her 
Ijenefit.  The  Countess  was  gracious  to  him,  and  a^ked  him 
(at  a  sign  from  Mme.  d'Esjiard)  to  spend  an  evening  at  her 
house.  It  was  to  be  a  small  and  quiet  gathering  lo  which  only 
friends  were  invited — Mme.  dc  Bargeton  would  be  there  in 
spite  of  iiei  mourning ;  Lucien  would  be  pleased,  site  was 
sure,  to  meet  Mme.  dc  Bargeton. 

"  Madame  la  Mar(]u>se  says  that  all  the  wrong  is  on  my 
side,"  said  Lucien  ;  "so  surely  it  rests  with  her  cousin,  does 
it  not,  to  decide  whether  she  will  meet  me?" 

"  Put  an  end  to  those  ridiculous  attacks,  which  only  cou])le 
her  name  with  the  name  of  a  man  for  whom  she  does  not 
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OK  M  >n,  and  you  will  soon  lign  a  treaty  of  peace.  Yoa 
tbooghl  lhj(  the  lud  used  you  ill,  I  am  loid,  but  I  myself 
have  tern  her  in  »dnes>  bcunsc  you  had  forsaken  her. 
Is  it  tnie  tlvai  she  left  the  provinces  on  your  account  ?  " 

Lacicn  smiled;  he  did  not  venture  to  nuke  any  other 
rei>ly. 

"Oh  I  how  could  you  doubt  tl>e  wonun  who  made  such 
■criAcet  for  you?  Beautiful  and  intellectual  as  she  is,  she 
doCTves  Ix^idc  to  be  loved  for  her  own  sake  ;  and  Madame 
de  Bargeton  caied  lc«s  for  you  than  for  your  talents.  Believe 
me,  women  value  intelletii  more  ilian  good  looks,"  added  the 
Countess,  stealin|  a  ulance  at  Emile  Blondet. 

1ji  the  miniitet's  lidiel  Lucien  could  see  the  diflerenccs 
between  the  great  world  and  thai  other  world  beyond  the 
pole  tn  which  he  had  lately  been  living.  I'hcre  was  no  sort 
of  roemblance  between  the  two  kinds  of  splendor,  no  single 
point  in  common.  The  loftiness  and  disposition  of  the 
rooms  in  one  of  the  luiulsomest  houses  in  the  Fanbourg 
Saint-GermaiD,  the  ancient  gilding,  the  breadth  of  decorative 
Myle,  the  subdued  richness  of  the  accessories,  all  this  was 
iltange  and  new  to  him ;  but  Lacien  had  learned  very  quickly 
to  take  luxury  for  granted,  and  he  showed  no  surprise.  His 
behavior  was  as  far  removed  from  assurance  or  fatuity  on  the 
one  hand  as  from  complacency  and  servility  on  the  other. 
His  manner  was  good ;  be  found  favor  in  the  eyes  of  all  who 
were  not  prfparcd  to  be  hostile,  like  the  younger  men,  who 
resented  his  sudden  intrusion  into  the  great  world  and  felt 
Jealous  of  hit  good  looks  and  his  succest. 

When  they  arose  from  table,  he  offered  his  arm  to  Madame 
d'Espard,  and  was  not  refused,  Rastignac,  watching  him, 
Mw  that  the  Marquis  was  gracious  to  Lucicn,  and  came  in 
the  character  of  a  fellow-countryman  to  remind  the  poet  that 
they  had  met  once  before  at  Madame  du  Val-Noble's,  The 
young  patrician  wemed  anxious  to  find  an  ally  in  the  great 
from  hb  own  province,  asked  Lucien  to  breakfast  with 
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him  some  morning,  and  offered  to  introduce  him  to  some 
young  men  of  lasliion.     Lucicii  was  nothing  loth. 

'■  The  dwr  Btondet  is  coming,"  said  Rasiignac. 

The  tffo  were  standing  near  the  Mnnitiis  de  Ronquerollet, 
the  Due  de  RWtoic,  de  Marsay,  and  Geiieid  Montrivuti. 
The  Diinister  came  actoss  to  join  the  group. 

"Well,"  said  he,  addressing  Lucien  with  the  bluff  Gernun 
heartiness  that  concealed  his  dangerous  subtlety  ;  "  well,  m> 
you  have  made  your  peace  with  Madame  d'E:>pard;  she  u 
delighted  with  you,  and  we  all  know,"  iie  added,  looking 
around  the  group,  "  how  difficult  it  is  to  please  her," 

"Yw,  but  she  adores  intellect,"  said  Ra&iignac,  "and 
my  illustrious  fellow-country  man  has  wit  enough  to  sell." 

"  He  will  soon  find  out  that  he  is  not  doing  well  for  him- 
self," Blondet  put  in  briskly.  "  He  will  come  over;  he  will 
soon  be  one  of  us." 

Tltoie  who  stood  about  Lucien  rang  the  changes  on  this 
theme ;  the  older  and  responsible  rocu  hid  down  the  law  with 
one  or  two  profound  remarks  ;  the  younger  ones  made  merry 
«t  the  expense  of  ihc  Liberals. 

"  He  simply  los^d  up  head  or  tails  for  Right  or  Left,  I  am 
sure,"  remarked  Bloudcl,  "but  now  he  wilt  chooM  for  him- 
self." 

Lucien  burst  out  laughing ;  he  thought  of  his  talk  with 
Lousteau  that  evening  in  the  Luxembourg  Gardens. 

"  Fie  has  taken  on  a  bear-leader."  continued  Blondet, 
"one  Etiennc  Lousicau,  a  newspaper  hack  who  »ee»  a  five- 
franc  piece  in  a  column.  Lousteau's  (>olttics  consist  in  a 
belief  that  Napoleon  will  return,  and  (and  this  seems  to  me 
to  be  still  more  simple)  in  a  confidence  in  the  gratitude  aixl 
patriotism  of  their  worships  the  gentlemen  of  the  Left.  As  a 
Ruberapti,  Lucien's  sympathies  should  lean  toward  the  ar» 
tocracy  ;  as  a  journalist,  he  ought  to  be  for  auihorily,  or  he 
will  never  be  cither  Rubcmprri  or  a  secretary-general." 

The  minister  now  asked  Lucien  to  lake  a  hand  at  whist ; 
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tut,  10  ihe  grcai  astonishment  of  (hcoe  present,  he  dccUnd 
tkii  be  did  no4  know  ihe  game. 

'■  Come  early  to  nie  on  the  day  of  thai  breaVfasi  affair," 
Xastignac  vhixiiered,  "  and  1  will  [each  you  to  play.  You  arc 
I  dbcndit  to  the  royal  city  of  A»£ouleme;  and,  to  repeat 
Monsieur  dc  Talleyrand's  saying;,  you  are  laying  up  an  un- 
h^ipy  old  age  for  yourwlf." 

Det  Lupeauli  was  announced.  He  remembered  Lucien, 
vbooi  be  bad  met  at  Mme.  du  Van-Noble's,  and  bowed  with 
a  •emblance  of  friendliness  khich  the  poet  could  not  doubt. 
Des  Lupeaulx  was  in  favor,  he  was  a  nusler  of  rctiuesti,  and 
did  the  ministry  secret  services;  he  «rai,  moreover,  cunning 
and  ambitions,  slipping  hinuelf  in  everywticrc  ;  he  wax  every- 
body's friend,  for  he  never  knew  whom  he  might  need.  He 
law  pUinly  that  this  wjs  a  young  journalist  whose  social 
MKcen  would  probably  equal  his  success  in  litetaiuie;  saw, 
too,  that  the  poet  was  ambitiom,  and  overwhctmecl  him  with 
poleUaltons  and  expressions  of  fricndsliip  and  intcicsl,  till 
Locieo  felt  as  if  they  were  old  friends  already,  and  look  bis 
promises  and  speeches  for  more  than  their  worth.  Des 
Lopeaulx  raa^le  a  ]Miint  of  knowing  a  man  thoroughly  well  if 
he  wanted  to  get  rid  of  him  or  feared  him  as  a  rival.  So,  to 
til  appearance,  Liickn  was  well  received.  He  knew  that 
much  of  his  success  was  owing  to  the  Due  de  RhCori,  the 
UioiMcr,  Mmc.  d'Espard,  and  Mme.  de  Montcornet,  and  went 
to  spend  a  few  ittomcnu  with  the  two  ladies  before  taking 
leave,  and  talkc<l  his  very  best  for  Ihem. 

"  MThat  a  coxcomb  I "  said  des  LupcauU,  turning  to  the 
Mvqune  when  lie  had  gone. 

"  He  will  be  rotten  before  l>e  is  rtpc,"  de  Marsay  added, 
■miling.  "  You  muM  have  private  reasons  of  your  own, 
aadajnc,  for  turning  his  tiead  in  this  way." 

Wlien  LiKTicn  stepped  into  the  carriage  in  the  eoiirtyard,  Iw 
(sund  Coralie  waiting  for  him.     She  had  come  to  fetch  him, 
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Tlie  little  attention  touciied  him  ;  lie  told  her  the  history  of 
his  evening ;  and,  to  his  no  small  »tonishmcnt,  the  new  no- 
tions which  even  now  were  running  in  his  head  tnct  with 
Coralic's  approval.  She  strongly  advised  hiin  to  enlist  under 
the  ministerial  banner. 

"  You  have  nothing  lo  expect  from  the  Liberals  but  hard 
knocks,"  she  said.  "  They  plot  and  conspire ;  they  murdered 
llie  Due  de  Berri.  Will  ihcy  upset  the  government  ?  Never  ( 
You  will  never  come  to  anything  through  them,  while  jou  will 
\ft  the  Comte  de  Rubempri  if  you  throw  in  your  lot  with  th« 
other  side.  You  might  render  services  to  the  state,  and  be  a 
l>e«r  of  France,  and  marry  an  heiress.  Be  an  Ultra.  It  b  the 
proper  thing  beside,"  she  added,  this  being  the  la&i  word  with 
her  on  all  subjects.  "  I  dined  uriih  ihe  Vul-N»bte  ;  she  told 
me  that  Theodore  Gaillard  is  really  going  to  start  his  little 
royalist  *  Revue,'  so  as  to  reply  lo  your  witlieisms  and  the 
jokes  in  ■  The  Miroir.'  To  hear  them  talk,  Monsieur  Vil!«le*( 
ivarty  will  be  in  offiie  before  the  year  is  out.  Try  to  turn  Ihe 
change  to  account  before  they  come  to  power;  and  say  noth- 
ing  to  £tienne  and  your  friends,  for  they  are  quite  equal  to 
playing  you  some  ill  turn." 

A  week  later  Lncicn  went  lo  Mme.  de  Montcotnel's  home, 
and  saw  the  woman  whom  he  had  so  loved,  whom  later  he  had 
stabbed  to  tlie  heart  with  a  jest.  He  felt  the  most  violent 
agitatiiin  at  (he  sight  of  her,  for  Louise  also  had  undergone  a 
lran?>formalion.  She  was  the  I^ouise  that  she  would  always 
have  been  but  for  her  detention  in  the  provinces — she  was  a 
great  lady.  There  was  a  grace  and  re6nement  in  her 
mourning  dress  which  told  that  she  was  a  happy  widow ; 
Lucicn  fancied  that  this  coquetry  was  aimed  in  some  degree  at 
him,  and  he  was  right ;  but,  like  an  ogre,  he  had  tasted  flesh, 
and  all  that  evening  he  vacillated  between  Corslie's  warm, 
voluptuous  beauty  and  ihc  dried-op,  haughty,  cruel  I^Miisc. 
He  could  not  make  np  his  mind  to  sacrifice  the  actrcM  to  the 
great  lady ;  and  Mme.  de  Bsrgeion — all  the  old  feeling  !«■ 
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fa  berM  ibe  stghiof  Locico,  I.tM:icn*t  bcamr,  Lucicn's 
I  vkiiitigamS  cKficcting  Uut  utinfice  all  cvefi< 
Bf ,  and  afirf  all  her  tminuttinB  sfccclics  an<l  her  liucltiA- 
kSc  had  her  trouble  fur  tier  piiiu.     Stie  Ic/l  llic  roora 
I  a  Ascd  dctciiainxiion  to  be  revenged. 
"  Wcll.daf  LuncD,"  &he  iud  laid,  and  in  her  kindnai 
wM  both  fencrositjr  aitd  Porisun  graces  "well,  dear 
1.  w  50a,  thai  »Tte  to  haw  been  my  pnd«,  look  me  (or 
fint  victim  ;  and  1  forgare  )ou,  my  dear,  ftir  I  rdl  that 
I  Mch  a  revenge  there  was  a  irac«  of  love  vitll  Ufi." 
With  that  tfiMch,  and  the  queenly  way  in  which  it  wai 
incd,  Htnc.  de  Bareeion  Teco%-ered  h<rr  position.     Lactcn, 
tTinccd  that  be  wa$  a  thoOHnd  wmts  in  the  right,  fell  tliAl 
W  had  been  put  in  the  wrunj;.     Not  one  word  of  (he  caOMi 
of  Ibe  roptnc !  not  one  lyltaUe  of  the  tcrnble  farewell  Ictler  I 
A  wombu  of  Ihc  wortd  bu  a  wondcrfiil  genius  foi  diminuliiD^ 
<nlu  by  IaitfhiD(  at  them ;  tbe  can  ubliteraie  them  all 
Itb  a  nnile  or  1  ()ue*tton  of  fcicned  lurpritc,  and  tlie  know* 
8bc  rraiemben  oothing,  ilte  can  cxi>bin  everything; 
'  if  ataiwdt  Mka  qocMkni,  comment!,  antpli6c«,  and  qiut- 
<  with  yod,  till  in  the  end  her  sins  rtiui>pc(u  like  Rtaim  on 
applkaiion  of  a  liiile  toap  and  water ;  bUck  as  ink  you 
knew  ihem  in  tic  \  and  lo  !  in  a  moment,  yuu  behold  ininwcii- 
Me,  while  ioiwcence,  and  Incky  are  you  if  jou  do  nut  find 
ihat  yoa  yonrwlf  have  tinned  inMtneway  lieyond  redemplioiL 
Inamotnri"  rwd  ilicir  |'0*er  over  Lucien 

asdLoane;   t.  .  ri^U,  oa  before ;  but  when  the 

lady,  wltb  a  heaiiatinf  tigh,  put  the  qaetlion,  "Arc  you 
hqipy?"  Lwkn  wm  not  ready  with  a  prMn|>t,  decided 
HMwcr;  be  wn  intmicalcd  wiih  [raiiflcd  vanity;  Coralie, 
who  ffel  «  M\ta\\  ii)  hail  mode  life  ca»y  for  him,  bod  turned 
bia  be«).  A  mcbncholy  "  No  "  would  have  tnadc  hit  fofiunc, 
b«l  be  omai  (M«da  begin  10  eijilain  hii  pontton  with  regard 
to  Coralie.  He  utd  ihii  he  wa»  h'vcd  for  hii  own  mIic;  he 
■aid  ■  |Ood  many  (cwluh  thinp  that  a  man  will  >ay  whca  be 
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is  smitten  with  a  tender  passion,  and  thought  the  while  that 
he  was  doing  a  clever  thing. 

Mmc.  (ic  BargetoD  bit  her  tips,  Tliere  was  no  more  to  be 
said.  Mme.  d'E&pard  brought  Mme.  dc  MoDtcomct  to  Iter 
cousin,  and  Lucicn  became  the  hero  of  the  evening,  lo  lo 
speak.  He  was  flattered,  peticd,  and  made  much  of  by  the 
three  women ;  he  was  entangled  with  art  which  no  words  on 
describe.  His  social  success  in  this  6ne  and  brilliant  circk 
was  at  least  as  great  as  his  triurngths  in  journalism.  Beautiful 
Mtie.  des  Touches,  so  well  known  as  "Camille  Maupin," 
asked  him  to  one  of  her  Wednesday  dinners ;  his  beauty,  now 
so  justly  famous,  seemed  to  have  made  an  impression  upon 
her.  Lucien  exerted  himself  to  shaw  thai  his  wil  equaled  his 
good  looks,  and  Mile,  des  Touches  cxprt^ed  her  admiration 
with  a  playful  outspokenness  and  a  pretty  fcivor  of  friendship 
which  deceives  those  who  do  not  know  life  in  Paris  to  its 
depths,  nor  suspect  how  continual  enjoyment  wliets  the  appe- 
tite for  novelty, 

"If  she  should  like  me  as  much  as  I  like  her,  we  tnight 
abridge  the  romance,"  said  Lucicn,  addressing  dc  Manajr 
and  lUstignac. 

"  Yoti  both  of  you  write  romances  too  well  to  care  lo  live 
them,"  relumed  Kaslignac.  "  Can  men  and  women  who 
write  ever  fall  in  love  with  each  other?  A  lime  is  sure  to 
come  when  tlicy  begin  to  make  liule  culling  remarks." 

"  It  would  not  be  a  bad  dream  for  you,"  laughed  de  Mar. 
say.  "The  charming  young  lady  is  thiity  yean  oM,  it  is 
tnie,  but  she  has  an  income  of  eighty  thousand  livtcs.  She 
is  adorably  capricious,  and  her  style  of  beauty  wears  well. 
Coralie  is  a  silly  little  fool,  my  Ant  bor,  "ell  enough  for  a 
Stan,  for  a  young  spark  mu«t  have  a  mistress ;  but  unless  you 
make  some  great  conquest  in  the  great  world,  an  acliess  will 
do  you  harm  in  the  long  run.  Now,  my  boy,  go  and  cut  oat 
Conti.  Here  he  i*.  just  about  to  sing  with  Camille  Maupin. 
Poetry  has  taken  precedence  of  music  ever  since  lime  began," 
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BH  »hcn  I.ocicn  htuA  Mlk.  da  Touches'  voice  liknding 
lb  CbQii't,  hii  hopes  fted. 
-  Cooli  lingi  loo  well,"  he  told  dcs  I^peaulx ;  and  he  went 
iMck  to  Mate.  <le  Birjeion,  who  carried  him  off  to  Mme. 
d*E*p*rd  m  inolhcr  room. 

"Well,  will  you  not  interest  yoartelf  ia  him?"  asked 
Ume.  de  Barfeton. 

The  MirqniM  spoke  with  an  tir  holf-kindly,  tulMnsolcnl. 
"  Let  Moatiettr  Clurdon  fim  put  Uim»elf  in  such  a  posilioa 
he  will  not  compromitc  (tUMw  who  ult«  an  inicrett  in 
"  sSe  vid.  "  If  he  withei  to  drop  hte  patronymic  uk] 
to  bear  lib  moiber's  name,  he  should  at  any  rale  \x  on  ibe 
iridc,  tbooldhenot?" 
[**}a  le«  than  two  months  I  will  arrange  everyihing,"  said 
icn. 

■Very  welt,"  rtinmrd  Mme.  d'E^rd.  "I  will  sficjik  to 
Ekiher  and  ancle  ;  they  are  in  waiting,  they  will  ipcak  lo 
rhanfcllur  for  yoa." 
The  dt^ilomjiiit  and  the  two  women  had  very  toon  discov- 
ered |jirin)*i  wtak  «(k.  The  poei'i  licod  wa*  turned  by  the 
(<o«y  oT  the  arntocrai-y ;  every  man  wito  entered  the  roonu 
bore  ■  tcnnding  name  mounted  itt  a  glittering  title  and  ho 
btmelf  wu  pUin  Chanlon.  UDtpcak4l>le  morlifiraiion  fitted 
bin  a  the  sound  of  it.  Wherever  l»e  had  been  during  tlie 
Imi  few  days  that  pang  hail  been  oonUantly  present  with 
hhn.  He  felt,  moreover,  a  teniation  quite  as  unplrauni 
vbcB  be  went  buck  to  hii  desk  after  an  eveninj;  tpent  in  tlie 
(real  wurM,  In  which  he  made  a  toleratile  flgute,  llunki  to 
Ccmlie't  <     -  u>d  Coralie's  wrvants.     It  was,  in  fact, 

a  coauant  >iiOfl. 

He  learned  to  riilf,  in  order  lo  escort  Mme.  d'Eapard,  Mile. 
Tr>othe«,  and  the  Conilrae  de  Moiito>ri>ei  wl>en  titey 
n*«  in  the  IWiis,  a  privilege  which  helMil  rntnnl  other  young 
tnen  ui  |trcatty  wlien  he  ffnt  came  to  Paiis.  Finot  waa  dr- 
UghUd  til  giv«  bis  rigbt^nMl  man  an  order  for  tltr  opera,  so 
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Lticicn  wasted  many  an  evening  there,  and  thciicefoTWArd  be 
was  one  among  die  exciuisites  of  ih«  day,  most  of  whooi  he 
outshone. 

The  poet  asked  Rostignac  and  liis  new  a<;sociatcs  to  a  break* 
fast,  and  mode  ilic  blunder  of  giving  it  in  Coralic's  rooms  in 
the  Rue  de  VeiiJdnie  ;  he  was  too  young,  loo  iimch  of  «  poet, 
too  sell-con  fide  lit,  to  discern  certain  shades  and  distincttons 
in  conduct ;  and  how  should  an  actress,  a  good-lieartcd  but 
uneducated  girl,  teach  him  life?  His  guests  were  anjrlhing 
but  charitably  disposed  toward  him  ;  it  was  clearly  proven  to 
their  minds  that  Lucicn  the  critic  and  the  actress  were  in  col- 
lu&iun  for  their  mutual  interests,  and  all  of  tlte  young  men 
were  jealous  of  an  arrangement  which  all  of  them  Ktignui- 
tiled.  The  most  pitiless  of  those  who  laughed  that  evening 
at  l.ucien's  ex]>cnse  was  Rasligii.ic  himself.  Rasiignac  lutd 
made  and  held  his  position  by  very  simitar  meanx  i  but  wt 
carefiil  had  he  been  of  appearances  that  he  could  afford  to 
IreAt  scandal  as  slander. 

Lucicn  proved  an  apt  pupil  at  whist.  Play  Iwcame  a  pas- 
sion with  him  ;  and,  so  far  from  disapproving,  Coralie  encour- 
aged his  eximvagance  with  the  peculiar  shortsightedness  of  an 
all-absorbing  love,  which  sees  nothing  beyond  the  moment 
and  is  ready  to  sacrifice  anything,  even  the  future,  to  (be 
present  enjoyment.  Coralie  looked  on  cards  as  a  safegtiafd 
against  rivals.  A  great  love  has  much  in  common  with  child- 
hood— a  child's  heedless,  careless,  spendthri^  way%,  a  child's 
laughter  and  tears. 

In  those  days  there  lived  and  flourished  a  set  of  yonnx  men. 
some  of  them  rich,  some  poor,  and  all  of  ihem  idle,  called 
"  free-livers  "  {fivntrs)  \  and,  indeed,  they  lived  with  incred- 
ible insolence — unabashed  and  unproductive  conuimers  and 
yet  more  intrepid  drinkers.  These  spendthrifts  mingled  the 
rougheit  practical  jokes  with  a  life  not  »o  much  reckless  M 
suicidal ;  they  drew  b.ick  from  no  impn^ibiliiy,  aiM)  gloried 
in  pranks  which,  nevertheless,  were  confined  within  certain 
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llteir 


b»it>;  aod  as  tWjrtbgFwcU  ibe  most  origitul  wtt  in 
Mcapade*,  it  wa  impoviUc  dm  to  pttdoD  them. 

N(j  lign  of  (he  liiao  more  plainly  dbcuvcrcd  tbt  Iwloiian 
to  which  tbe  nmontioo  lud  condcoincd  the  youiij;  tnuihoocl 
of  tbc  epoch.  Tbc  j-ounger  men.  being  u.  i  ton  to  know 
to  do  with  ibenuclves,  west  coinpelkd  to  find  other 
for  their  nipcnUnKlont  energy  beside  journjduni,  or 
cenpincy,  or  «n.  or  Iciiers.  They  squandered  their  strcngi.i 
is  tbc  wiidcst  excesses,  sicb  sapand  liuuriaDt  porer  were  theic 
la  J'oung  Fiance.  The  bard  worken  among  these  gilded 
yOBlha  wwted  power  and  pleasure ;  the  artitis  withnl  Tor 
■Movy ;  the  idle  sought  to  iiimutatc  their  appetites  or  wished 
for  nciteiaent ;  one  and  all  of  t!>cni  wanted  a  place,  and  one 
nd  bU  were  shut  oui  from  politico  and  [lublic  life.  Nearly  all 
tbc  "frrc-livers"  were  men  of  luiusual  menial  powers;  toine 
held  oDt  against  the  encrvaitng  life,  others  were  ruined  by  it. 
The  mort  celebrated  and  the  cleverest  among  them  nas  Engine 
Raatignac,  wlio  entered,  with  de  Maisay's  help,  upon  a  politi- 
cal carver,  in  which  he  has  since  distingui&lied  himself.  Tlie 
practical  jokes  in  which  llie  bcI  indulged  became  so  lamom 
that  not  a  few  vaudevilles  have  been  founded  nimn  titem. 

Blondet  introduced  Lucien  to  this  society  of  prodigals,  of 
which  he  became  a  brilliant  ornament,  ranking  next  to  Bisiou, 
one  of  the  most  mischJevoas  and  untiring  scof&ng  wits  of  his 
time.  All  through  tliat  winter  Ijirien's  life  wot  one  long  fit 
of  latoxicatton,  with  intervals  of  easy  work.  He  continued 
bit  Kries  of  sketches  of  conlcm)iorary  life,  and  very  occa- 
■ioDally  made  grrat  efforts  to  wiitc  a  few  pages  of  serious  crili- 
cita,  on  which  he  brought  his  utmost  power  of  tliought  to 
bear.  But  study  was  the  exception,  not  tl»e  rate,  and  only 
undertaken  at  live  bidding  of  necewilyi  dinners  and  break- 
fiaU.  parties  of  pleasure  and  play,  took  np  nKnt  of  hti  lime 
aiKl  Coralie  absorbed  all  that  was  tclt.  He  wonid  not  think 
oi  the  nwrrow.  He  saw  bc«idc  that  his  so-cilled  friends  were 
leading  the  same  life,  earniDg  money  easily  by  writing  pub- 
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liihcrs'  prospectuses  and  articles  paid  for  by  speculators ;  all 
of  them  iived  beyond  ihcir  incomes,  none  of  them  thoagbl 
seriously  of  the  future. 

Lucien  liad  been  admitted  into  the  ranks  of  journalism  and 
of  literature  on  terms  of  equality  ;  he  foresaw  immense  diffi- 
cuitics  in  the  way  if  he  sliould  try  to  rise  above  the  rest. 
Every  one  was  wilting  to  look  upon  him  as  an  cqtul ;  »o  ODC 
would  have  him  for  a  superior.  UnconscioUKiy  he  gave  tip 
the  idea  of  winning  fame  in  literature,  for  it  seemed  easier  to 
gain  success  in  politics. 

"Intrigue  raises  less  opposition  than  talent,"  du  Ch&tclet 
had  said  one  d.iy  (.for  Lucien  and  the  Baron  had  made  up 
Ihcir  quarrel);  "a  plot  below  the  surCace  rouses  no  one's  at- 
tention. Intrigue,  moreover,  is  superior  to  talent,  for  it  makes 
something  out  of  nothing  ;  while,  for  the  most  part,  tlie  im- 
nicnie  resources  of  talent  only  injure  a  man." 

So  Lucien  never  lost  sight  of  his  principal  idea ;  and  though 
to-morrow,  following  close  upon  the  heels  of  to-day  in  the 
midst  of  an  orgie,  never  found  the  promiKd  work  accom- 
plished, Lucien  vras  assiduous  in  society.  He  paid  court  to 
Mme.  de  Bnrgelon,  the  Marquise  d'Espard,  and  the  ComtetM 
de  Montcoroet ;  he  never  missed  a  single  parly  given  by  Mile, 
des  Touches,  appearing  in  society  after  a  dinner  given  by 
authors  or  publishers  and  leaving  the  salons  for  a  supper  given 
in  con^quence  of  a  bet.  The  demands  of  conversation  and 
the  excitement  of  jiby  atMorbcd  .ill  the  ideas  .md  energy  left 
by  excess.  The  poet  had  lost  the  lucidity  of  judgment  aod 
coolness  of  head  whicli  must  be  preserved  if  a  man  is  to  see 
all  that  is  going  on  around  him,  and  never  to  lose  the  exqut^iie 
tact  which  the  fum-^mt  needs  at  every  moment.  How  should 
he  know  how  many  a  lime  Mme.  de  Bargcton  left  him  with 
wounded  susceptibilities,  how  often  she  forgave  him  or  added 
one  more  condemnation  to  the  rest? 

Ch&lelet  saw  tliai  )>is  rival  had  still  a  chance  left,  M  he 
bccjime  Lucien's  friend.     He  encouraged  the  poet  in  dii^p«- 
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^Vlioo  that  wasted  b» energies.  Rjsttgt»c,jcalD«»of  his  fellow- 
^eourtrymui,  And  ihinking.  beside,  thai  Ch&celet  would  be  a 
uncr  and  more  oaefal  ally  than  Luckn,  tiad  lolien  up  the 
Baroii's  cauM.  So,  some  few  days  alter  ilie  meeting  of  the 
fVinrcb  and  Laura  of  AngoulteM,  RadigDac  brouglit  about 
a  recaaciliatioa  between  the  poet  aitd  the  elderly  beau  at  a 
MmpttwaaaoppCT  given  at  the  "  Rovher  dc  Cancale."  Luck-n 
BCfcr  ictunied  boon;  till  morning,  and  rose  id  the  middle  of 
the  day  ;  Coralie  was  always  «l  bis  side,  he  could  not  forego 
a  nngle  pleasure.  Sotnetimes  he  saw  Iiis  real  pouiion,  and 
Mde  good  TeM>lu[ion»,  but  tbeji  came  to  nothing  in  his  idle, 
evy  Itfei  and  tlte  maiuiq^ring  of  will  grew  slack,  and  only 
mpooded  to  the  beavint  preuurc  of  ueccs&Jiy. 

CooHc  had  been  glad  thai  Luckn  sliould  amtse  himself; 
she  bail  encouraged  hiiu  in  thii  reckless  ex)iendilure,  because 
the  thought  that  ibe  cravings  whic;h  vlie  fostered  would  bind 
her  lover  to  her;  he  could  not  lead  his  present  life  without 
ber.  But  tender-hearted  and  loving  as  slie  was,  she  found 
c^nrage  to  advise  Lucien  iwt  to  furgci  hi!>  work,  and  once  or 
twice  wai  obliged  to  remind  him  thai  he  lud  earned  very 
Ittilc  daring  the  month.  Their  debts  were  growing  frightfully 
fast.  The  fifteen  hundred  francs  which  remained  from  lite 
parchaM-money  of  the  "  Marguerites"  had  been  swallowed 
a\i  at  once,  together  with  LucienS  first  five  hundred  livrct. 
In  three  months  be  had  only  made  a  ihouiand  fraucs,  yet  h« 
fell  as  ihotigh  he  had  been  working  tremendously  hard.  Bui 
by  this  time  I^icJen  had  adopted  the  •'  free-liver's  "  pleattDt 
theory  of  debts. 

Ddxs  are  becoming  to  a  young  man,  but  after  the  age  of 
five-and'twenty  they  are  inexcusable.  It  should  be  observed 
t)ut  there  are  cenain  naiuiet  in  which  a  really  poetic  temper 
U  united  with  a  weakened  will ;  and  these  while  absorbed!  in 
feeling,  tlut  they  may  transmute  personal  experience,  lenM- 
lion,  or  impression  into  some  permaTvent  form,  are  essentially 
ddkient  in  the  moral  scrue  which  should  accompany  all  ob 
1» 
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servation.  Poets  prefer  raiher  to  receive  their  own  impresstODa 
ihan  to  enter  into  the  souk  of  oilien  to  study  the  meclianisni 
of  iheir  feeling*  ami  ll)i>iiglits.  So  Lucien  tieithcr  uked  his 
usocistcs  what  became  of  those  who  disajjpeared  from  amonj 
them,  nor  looked  into  the  fuiuto  of  hiK  so-called  frlendt. 
Some  of  ihem  were  heirs  lo  propeny,  olher»  had  deRnite  ex- 
pectations; yet  othen  ciilier  possessed  name:;  that  were  known 
in  the  world,  or  a  most  lobust  belief  in  ihcir  destiny  and  a 
fixed  resolution  lo  circumvent  the  law.  LtKicn,  too,  believed 
in  his  fmnrc  on  the  strength  of  vjHous  profound  axiomatic 
sayings  of  Blomlet'x :  "  Everything  comes  out  all  tight  ai  last. 
If  a  man  has  nothing,  his  afTjirs  cannot  l>c  embarrassed.  We 
have  nothing  to  lose  but  the  fortune  that  we  seek.  Swim  with 
the  stream  ;  it  will  take  you  soincwheie.  A  clever  man  with 
a  footing  in  soeiMy  can  make  a  fortune  whenever  he  pleases." 
That  winter,  fillet]  at  it  was  with  so  many  pleasures  aiKl 
dissipations,  was  a  necessary  interval  employed  in  finding 
capital  for  the  new  royalist  paper;  TTrfodore  Gaillard  and 
Hector  Merlirt  only  brought  out  the  first  number  of  the 
"Revcil"  ill  Mirch,  i8«.  The  affjir  had  been  setiled  at 
Mme.  dii  Val-Noble's  house.  Mme.  dn  Vnl-Noble  exercised 
a  certain  influence  over  the  great  personages,  royalist  writers, 
and  bankers  who  met  in  her  splendid  rooms — "fit  for  a  tal« 
out  of  the  ■  .\rabi,in  Nights.'  "  as  the  elegant  and  clever  cour- 
tesan herielf  used  to  say — to  transact  bu»tne«  which  could 
not  well  be  arranged  elsewhere.  The  editorship  had  been 
promised  to  Hector  Merlin.  I^icicn,  Merlin's  intimate,  was 
ptelly  certain  to  be  his  right-hand  man,  and  a  feaillH^n  in  a 
ministerial  paper  had  been  promised  (o  him  beside.  All 
through  the  dissipations  of  that  winter  Lucien  had  been 
secretly  m^iktn;;  rea<ty  for  this  change  of  front.  Child  ax  he 
wa*,  he  fancied  th-il  he  wm  a  deep  |K>litician  becansc  he  con- 
cealed the  preparation  for  the  approaching  Hans  forma  lion 
«cene.  while  he  wis  counting  upon  ministerial  largesses  to 
extricate  himself  front  embarrassment  and  to  lighten  Coralie's 
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secret  cares.  Coralie  eaid  nothing  of  her  distress ;  she  smiled 
DOW,  as  Blwajn;  but  Btrinice  was  bolder,  she  kept  Lucien 
iofortned  of  their  diSciiliin ;  and  the  budding  grejii  man, 
moved,  afier  the  fashioti  of  poets,  by  ihe  talc  of  dhasters. 
would  vow  that  he  would  begin  to  work  in  earncu,  and  then 
forget  his  resolution,  and  drown  his  fl'.-e[ing  cares  in  excem. 
One  day  Coralie  saw  the  poetic  brow  overcast,  scolded  B^ri- 
nice,  and  (old  her  lover  that  everjrihing  would  be  settled. 

Mme.  d'Ewpnrd  and  Mine,  de  Biirgelon  were  wailing  for 
Lucien's  (wofeBion  of  hiit  new  rterd,  to  they  said,  before 
applying  through  CMUelel  for  the  patent  which  shoald  pet- 
nii  Lucien  lo  bcjr  the  BO-much  desired  nau>e.  Lucien  h*d 
proposed  to  dedicate  the  "  Margweriies  "  i«  Mme.  d'&pard, 
and  the  Marquis  seemed  to  )>e  not  a  little  fljtiered  by  a  com- 
pliment which  autliore  have  lieen  somewhat  chary  of  paying 
since  they  berame  a  power  in  the  land;  but  when  Ltickn 
went  to  Dauriat  and  3«kcd  after  his  book,  that  worthy  puli- 
lishcr  met  him  with  excelkm  reasons  for  tlvc  delay  in  its 
■ppemnce.  Danriat  had  ihitt  and  that  in  hand,  which  look 
u[i  all  his  time  ;  a  new  volume  by  Can»1i«  was  coming  oat 
and  be  did  not  want  the  two  books  to  clash  ;  M.  de  Lainar- 
linc'a  second  series  of  "  Meditations  "  was  in  the  pres,  and 
two  important  collections  of  poetry  otighl  not  to  a|i)wai- 
togvlher. 

By  this  time,  however,  Lucien's  needs  were  so  presung  that 
he  had  recoarse  to  Finoi,  and  received  an  advance  on  his 
work.  When,  at  a  su|)^>er-jiarty  that  evening,  the  poet-jour- 
nalist explainwl  his  position  to  his  friends  in  ihe  fast  set,  ihey 
drowned  his  scruples  in  champagne,  iced  with  pleasantries. 
Debts  I  There  wa«  never  yet  a  man  of  any  power  without 
debts]  Debts  represented  satisfied  craving*,  clamorous  vices. 
A  ntan  only  succeeds  under  the  pressure  of  the  iron  hand  of 
oeenaiiy.     Debt)  forsooth  I 

"  Why.  the  one  pledge  of  which  a  great  man  can  be  sore 
is  given  him  by  his  friend  the  pawnbrukrr,"  cried  Blondei. 
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'■  If  you  want  everything,  you  must  owe  Tor  everything," 
called  Bixiou. 

•■  No,"  corrected  dcs  Lupcaulx,  "  if  you  owe  for  every- 
thing, you  have  iiad  everything." 

Tiie  party  contrived  to  coiivioce  the  novice  that  his  debts 
weie  a  golden  spur  to  ur^e  on  tlie  hoi^ci  of  the  chariot  of  his 
fortunes.  There  is  always  the  stock  exain])lc  of  Julius  Caesar 
with  his  debt  of  forty  millions,  and  Fricdrich  11.  on  an  allow- 
ance of  one  ducat  a  aionih,  and  a  host  of  other  great  men 
whose  failings  are  held  up  for  the  corruption  of  youth,  while 
not  a  word  is  said  of  their  wide-reaching  ideas,  their  courage 
equal  to  all  odds. 

Creditors  seized  Coralic'ii  horses,  carriage,  and  furniture  at 
last,  for  an  amount  of  four  thousand  francs.  Luctcn  went  to 
Lousteau  and  asked  his  friend  to  meet  his  bill  for  the  thousand 
francs  lent  to  pay  gaming  debts;  but  Lousteau  showed  him 
certain  pieces  of  stamped  paper  which  proved  that  Florinc 
was  in  much  the  same  cue.  Lousteau  w.is  grateful,  however, 
and  offered  to  take  the  necessary  steps  for  the  sale  of  Lucien's 
"Archer  of  Charles  IX." 

"  How  came  Florinc  to  be  in  this  plight?"  asked  I.tKien. 

'•  The  Matifal  took  alarm,"  said  Lousteau.  '•  We  have  lost 
him ;  but,  if  Florine  chooses,  she  can  make  him  pay  dear  for 
his  treachery.     I  will  tell  you  all  about  it." 

Three  daysaAer  this  bootless  errand,  Lucien  and  Coralie 
were  breakfasting  in  melancholy  tpiriis  beside  the  fire  in 
their  pretty  bedroom.  Btr^nice  had  cooked  a  dif^h  of  eggs 
for  them  over  the  grate ;  for  ttic  cook  had  gone,  and  the 
coachman  and  servants  had  taken  leave.  They  could  not  sell 
the  furniture,  for  it  had  been  attached ;  there  was  not  a  single 
object  of  any  value  in  the  house;  a  goodly  collection  of 
pawntickets,  forming  a  very  instructive  octavo  volume,  repre- 
sented all  the  gold,  silver,  and  jewelry.  Birinice  had  kept 
back  a  couple  of  spoons  and  forks,  that  w.is  all. 

I.ousteau'E  newspaper  was  of  service  now  to  Coralic  and 
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Lucien,  little  as  they  suspected  it ;  for  tbe  tailor,  dressmaker, 
and  milliner  were  afraid  to  meddle  with  a  journalist  who  was 
quite  capable  of  wtlting  down  their  estaUiiiimeiiis. 

£tienoe  Lousicau  broke  in  upon  their  breakfast  wiih  a  shout 
of"  Hurrah  1  Long  live  'The  Archer  of  Charles  IX.  I* 
And  1  have  converted  a  hundred  francs'  worth  of  bo(^  into 
caah,  children.     Wc  will  go  halves." 

He  handed  fifiy  francs  lo  Curalic,  and  sent  Berenice  out  in 
quest  of  a  more  substantial  breakfast. 

"  Hector  Merlin  and  I  went  to  a  booksellers'  trade  dinner 
ycAttiia.'f,  and  prepared  the  vay  for  your  romance  with  cun- 
ning insinuations.  Dauriai  is  in  treaty,  but  Dauriat  is  hag> 
gltng  over  it;  he  won't  give  more  than  four  thousand  francs 
for  two  IhousarMj  copin,  and  you  want  six  thousand  francs. 
We  made  you  out  twice  as  great  as  Sir  Waller  Scott  I  Oh! 
you  have  such  novels  as  never  were  in  the  inwards  of  you. 
It  is  not  a  mere  lx>ok  for  &ile,  it  is  a  big  business;  you  are 
not  simply  the  writer  of  one  more  or  Ics  ingenious  novel,  you 
are  going  to  write  a  whole  series.  Tliat  wor<l  '  series '  did  U I 
So,  mind  you,  don't  forget  that  you  have  a  great  historical 
tenet  on  hand — '  I  j  Grande  Madcrootsetle,  or  The  Fr.ince  of 
Louis  Quaiorie;*  'Cotillon  I.,  or  The  Early  Days  of  Louis 
Quinxc;'  'Tlie  Queen  and  the  Cardinal,  or  Paris  and  tlic 
Fronde;'  'The  Sun  of  the  Concini,  or  Richelieu's  In- 
trigue.* These  novels  will  be  annognce<l  on  the  wrapper  of 
the  book.  We  call  this  manoeuvre  '  giving  a  succesi  a  toss  in 
the  coverlet,*  for  the  titles  are  all  to  appear  on  the  cover,  litl 
you  will  be  better  known  for  the  books  thai  you  have  not 
wfiiicn  than  lor  the  work  you  have  done.  And  'In  the 
PrsH*  is  a  way  of  gaining  credit  in  advance  for  irork  that  you 
will  do.  Come  now,  let  us  have  a  little  fun !  Here  comes 
the  champagne.  You  can  understand,  Lucien,  that  oar  raea 
opened  eyes  as  big  as  saucers.  Bythe-by,  I  see  that  you  have 
nocen  still  lefi." 

"Tbejr  are  attached,"  eaplaincd  Cotalie. 
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"I  undereiaucl,  and  I  resume:  Show  a  publislicr  one 
matiui>cri|>t  volume  and  he  will  believe  in  alt  tbc  ml.  A  pub- 
lisher aifks  to  sec  your  man  use  njil  and  giveiyou  lo  utidentand 
that  he  is  going  to  read  it.  Wliy  distuit)  his  hannleui  vsQtijr. 
They  never  read  a  mamistript ;  liiey  would  not  ])ub1ith  so 
many  if  they  did.  Well,  Hector  and  I  allowed  it  to  leak  out 
that  you  might  con&idcr  an  offer  of  five  thousand  francs  for 
three  thousand  copies,  in  Iwo  editions.  Let  me  have  your 
'Archer ; '  the  day  after  to-muriow  we  arc  to  breakfut  with 
the  publiiihers,  and  we  will  get  the  upper  hand  of  them." 

'■  Who  are  they  ?  "  asked  Litcien. 

"Two  |tarlueis  named  Fi-ndani  and  Cavalier;  they  are  two 
good  fellows,  pretty  straight  for  ward  in  business.  Oneof  lh«m 
U!wd  to  be  with  Vidal  and  Poichon,  the  other  is  the  cleverest 
hand  on  the  Quai  des  Augustins.  They  only  started  iu  busi> 
oess  Utl  year,  and  have  lost  a  little  on  translations  of  English 
novels;  so  now  my  gentlemen  have  a  mind  to  exploit  the 
native  product.  There  is  a  rumor  current  that  the«  deaten 
in  spoiled  white  paper  are  trading  on  other  people's  capital ; 
but  I  don't  think  it  maltcr>  very  mudi  10  you  who  find*  the 
money  to  long  as  you  are  paid." 

Two  days  later  the  pair  went  to  a  breakfast  in  the  Rue  Ser- 
pen tc,  in  Lucicn'sold  quanct  of  Paris,  Lousteaii  still  kepi 
his  room  in  the  Rue  de  la  Harpe;  and  it  was  in  the  same 
state  as  l>efore,  but  this  time  I.ucieo  felt  no  surprise ;  he  had 
been  iniii.ited  into  the  life  of  journalism  ;  he  knew  all  its  ups 
and  downs.  Since  thai  evening  of  his  introduction  to  ihe 
Wooden  Galleries,  he  had  been  paid  for  many  an  article,  and 
gambled  away  the  money  along  with  the  desire  to  write.  He 
had  filled  columns,  not  once  but  many  times,  in  the  ingeniont 
ways  described  by  Loustcau  on  that  memorable  evening  u 
they  went  to  the  Palais  Royal.  He  was  dependent  upon 
Barbet  nnd  Braiilard ;  he  trafficked  in  books  and  iheatre- 
tiekels;  he  shrank  no  longer  from  any  attack,  from  writing 
any  panegyric ;  and  at  this  moment  he  was  in  some  sort  r^ 


A  ^MOr/flCJAl.  AT  /AKfS. 


as  U  luke  all  ihai  be  could  out  of  Lotutcau  before 
(tiioi  Ui>  tuckon  the  Liberals.  Hii  initmue  knowledge  of 
puty  «o<ild  >i*imJ  him  in  good  itnd  in  future.  And 
ID,  on  his  udc,  wu  privately  receiving  five  himdied 
bwa  of  the  pwduse- money,  under  llie  nsinc  of  comniisuoo, 
ftum  Fcoibot  and  CivAlicr  for  introducing  the  future  Sir 
W«1eci  Sc3>it  (0  tiro  cnicrjitijtiuB  uadcnaKn  in  (cardi  of  a 
Frcocti  ■othorof  "  WAvcrlvy." 

THr  Aim  of  Fcndani  and  Cavalier  bod  started  in  Inisinns 

ritlwiit  any  (jjmal   whatsoever.      A  grc^t  many  publisiung 

Itoaxs  were  or^liliklicd  at  tlui  time  in  the  same  wjy,  and  ue 

'likely  to  t>c  nublikltcd  w  lon^C  u  papernukcts  and  ptinien 

will  give  credit  for  the  time  nrquired  to  play  soqk  Krcn  or 

«i)^  of  the  game*  of  chance  called  "  new  imblicaiiunt."     At 

lime,  a*  at  procnt,  the  author's  copyright  wu  paid  lor 

btjh  al  fix,  nine,  and  twelve  months — a  method  of  payment 

by  llic  cuitom  of  the  trade,  for  booluellers  ocille 

au  between   lliemictvca  by  Ulb  at  even  longer  dales. 

Paprrmakers  and  printers  arc  juid  in  the  umc  way,  so  that  In 

raUfcc  the  publither-bui>k.>elltr  has  a  doacn  or  a  Kore  of 

rka  oo  lalc  for  a  twclvcnionih  before  he  p4y»  for  them. 

£vca  if  only  two  or  three  of  tlicsc  hit  the  public  taitte,  the 

-■;V!i3Cu  pay  for  tlic  bad  and  the  publislwr  pajn 

:,  at  il  were,  one  book  upon  another.     But 

lot  ihctu  tudiout  badly, or  if,  for  htimitfoitune,  the  pub- 

'•bookacUa  hj|>pcut  to  bnng  out  loinc  really  good  lilcra- 

larc  which  ata)-!  on  band  until  ihc  right  public  diKOven  and 

appneUlca  ii ;  or,  if  il  cotu  too  ntuch  to  dixuunt  the  popcr 

thai  be  rtceinca,  ibci),  migiKdly,  be  file*  hi*  iclxdulc  and 

becomet  a  bankrupt  wiUt  an  unuoublcd  mind.     H«  was  pre- 

piralall  along  for  maiethingof  ihckind.    So, all  tbscHanca 

b«lBg  in  favur  uf  ilic  puUiOien,  ihey  uakcd  other  people's 

noacft  not  their  own,  upon  the  gambling-table  of  buainoa 

ipecnUtion. 

Thn  WM  the  CAM  with  FcimUoi  and  Cavalier.    Cavalisr 
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brought  his  experience,  FeiiiJaQl  liis  industry  ;  llic  capital  «ras 
a  joint-slock  affair,  and  very  accurately  aeicribed  by  tlut 
word,  for  il  consisted  in  u  few  thousand  franct  scraped  to- 
gether with  difficulty  by  the  mistresses  of  the  pair.  Out  of 
this  fund  they  allowed  each  other  a  fairly  handsome  saUry  and 
scrupulously  spent  it  all  in  dinners  to  journalists  and  authors, 
or  at  the  theatre,  where  their  busiitc!«  was  transacted,  as  ihey 
said.  This  questionably  honest  couple  were  both  supposed  to 
be  clever  men  of  business,  but  Fcndani  was  more  slippery  than 
Cavalier.  Cavalier,  true  to  his  name,  traveled  about ;  Fendant 
looked  after  business  in  Paris.  A  partnership  between  two 
publislKrs  is  always  more  or  less  of  a  duel,  and  to  it  was  with 
Fendant  and  Cavalier. 

They  had  brought  out  plenty  of  romances  already,  such  as 
the  "Tour  du  Nord,"  '■  Le  Marcband  de  Benares,"  "La 
Fontaine  du  S^pulcre,"  and  "Tek«li,"  tramlationa  of  the 
works  of  Gatt,  an  English  novelist  wliu  never  attained  mtKh 
jMipularily  in  France.  The  success  of  translations  of  Scott 
had  called  the  attention  of  the  trade  to  English  novels.  The 
race  of  publishers,  all  agog  for  s  second  Norman  Conquest, 
were  seeking  industriously  for  a  second  Scott,  just  as  at  a 
rather  later  day  c^■cry  one  must  needs  look  for  asphalt  in 
stony  soil  or  bitumen  in  marslies,  and  speculate  in  projected 
railways.  Tlie  stupidity  of  the  Paris  commetcUt  world  is 
conspiciioiia  in  these  attempts  to  du  the  same  thing  twice,  for 
success  lies  in  contraries ;  and  in  Paris,  of  all  place*  in  ibc 
world,  surccss  spoils  success.  So  beneath  the  title  of  *'  Strc- 
lilz,  or  Riusia  a  Hundred  Ycar^  Ago,"  I-'cndant  aitd  Cavalier 
rashly  added  in  big  letters  the  words,  "  In  the  style  of  Scott." 

Pendant  and  Cavalier  were  in  great  need  of  a  succctt.  A 
ungle  good  book  might  float  their  sunken  bales,  Ihey  Ihoaght ; 
and  there  was  the  alluring  proi.|)ecl  beside  of  articles  in  the 
ncwspaiwrs,  the  great  way  of  promoting  sales  in  those  dayi. 
A  book  is  very  seldom  bought  and  »old  for  its  just  value,  aiM) 
purchases  are  determined  by  considerations  quite  other  ihaa 
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Ihe  merits  of  the  work.  So  tViKiant  and  Cavalier  thoaght  of 
Luden  as  a  journalist  and  of  liis  book  is  a  salable  article, 
which  would  help  them  to  tide  over  (heir  monthly  scttlctneni. 

The  partners  oLcupietl  the  ground  6oor  of  one  of  the  great 
old-bshioned  houncs  in  the  Rue  Serjienie  ;  their  private  office 
bad  bccu  contrived  at  llie  further  eiul  of  a  taite  of  birgc 
•Irawing-rooras,  uow  converted  into  warehouses  for  books. 
I.ucicn  and  Etienne  found  the  pubiiiihcrs  in  their  office,  the 
a^reeuKnt  drawn  up,  and  the  bills  ready,  Lucien  wondered 
at  stich  prompt  action. 

Fcndant  was  ^lort  and  thin  and  by  no  means  reaswring  of 
aqwct.  With  his  low,  narrow  forehead,  sunken  nose,  and 
hud  iDouih,  he  looked  like  a  Kahnuck  Tartar ;  a  pair  of 
■mail,  wide-awake,  black  eyes,  the  crabbed  irregular  outline 
of  his  countenance,  a  voice  like  a  cracked  bell — the  man's 
«hok  appearance,  in  fact,  combiiwd  to  give  the  imprc«ion 
that  this  was  a  consummate  raacal.  A  honeyed  tongue  cora- 
penaaied  for  t)>ese  dtta^lvantages  and  he  gained  hit  ends  by 
talk.  Cavalier,  a  stont,  thick-set  yonng  fellow,  looked  more 
like  the  ilrivct  of  a  mail-coach  than  a  publislicr;  he  liad  hair 
of  a  landy  color,  a  fiety-rcd  coon  le nance,  and  tlte  heavy  build 
■ikI  untiring  tOTi)!ue  of  a  commercial  traveler. 

"There  is  no  need  to  discuss  this  aAkir,"  said  Pendant, 
'•ddfCMing  Lucien  and  Loostcau.  "  1  have  read  the  work,  it 
ia  very  literary,  and  so  exactly  the  kind  of  Ihtng  we  want, 
that  1  have  sent  it  off  as  it  is  to  the  primer.  1'he  agreement 
is  drawn  on  the  linei  Uid  down,  and,  tx^slde,  we  always  make 
the  uroe  stipglations  in  all  cases.  The  bilb  (*l\  due  in  sis, 
nine,  and  twelve  montlis  respectively  ;  you  will  meet  with  no 
difficulty  in  discoaniing  tlvero,  and  we  will  refund  you  the 
discount.  We  have  reserved  the  right  of  giving  a  new  title 
lo  Ihe  book.  We  don't  care  for  'Hie  Archer  of  Charles  IX. ;' 
it  does  not  tickle  the  reader's  curiosity  sofficienily;  there 
were  several  kings  of  that  name,  yoa  see,  and  there  were  so 
tnany  archers  in  the  Middle  Ages.     If  you  had  only  called  it 
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•The  Soldier  of  Napoleon,'  now!  But  'The  Aicher  of 
Cliailes  IX  1 '  why,  Cavalier  would  have  lo  give  a  course  oC 
hisiory  lessons  befuri:  lie  could  place  a  copy  aaywbeic  in  the 
provinces." 

"  ir  you  but  knew  the  class  of  [KOple  that  we  have  to  do 
wiih  1  "  exclaimed  Cav.ilier. 

"  *  Samt  BAriholomew '  would  suit  belter,"  continued  Fen- 
dant. 

"'Catherine  dc  Medici,  or  France  under  Chailcs  IX.,* 
would  sound  more  hlte  one  of  Scolfs  novels,"  added  Cav- 
alier. 

"  We  will  settle  it  when  the  work  is  primed,"  said  Feo- 
dant. 

"  Do  OS  you  please,  so  long  as  I  approve  your  title,"  vuA 
l^icien. 

The  agreement  was  read  over,  signed  in  duplicate,  and  each 
of  the  contracting  pnttics  took  their  copy,  l.ucien  put  the 
bills  in  Ills  pocket  with  uitcqualed  saiisfaciion,  ani)  the  four 
Tepaired  lo  l-'endant's  abode,  where  ihcy  breakfasted  on  beef- 
steaks and  oysters,  kindeys  in  champagne,  and  Brie  cheese ; 
but  if  the  Care  was  something  of  the  homeliest,  the  wines  were 
exqiii^iite ;  Cavalier  had  an  acquaintance  a  traveler  in  ibe 
wine  trade.  Just  as  they  sal  down  to  table  the  printer  ap- 
peared, to  I.ticicn's  surprise,  with  the  first  two  |>Toof-sheeti. 

'■  We  want  to  gel  on  with  it,"  FendanI  said  ;  *'  we  are 
couniing  on  your  book;  we  want  «  success  confoundedly 
badly."  -       ■  •>  .  in 

The  brcskCnst,  begun  at  nooit,  baled  till  live  o'clock. 

"  Where  hliall  we  get  cash  for  these  things?  "  asked  Lacien 
■s  tbey  came  away,  somewhat  heated  and  fiusltcd  with  the 
wine. 

'<  We  might  try  Itarltet,"  suggested  ^tienne,  and  tbey  turned 
down  to  the  Quai  dcs  Atigustins. 

"  Coralie  is  astonished  to  the  highest  degree  over  Floiine's 
'loM.     Florine  only  told  her  about  it  yesterday ;  she  seemed 
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to  Uy  ibe  blame  of  h  on  you,  and  was  so  vexed  that  she  was 
naAy  lo  ttiiow  you  over." 

"  Thai'»  true,"  Mid  Lotuie^iu.  Wicie  liad  cottci)  Ihc  better 
of  pnutcnce,  aiiri  he  unboKonicd  himicif  to  t.ucicn,  ending 
np  with :  "  My  fticiid — for  you  are  my  fTicnd.  Lucien ;  you 
leni  me  x  thousand  trancs,  and  you  have  only  once  a^ed  me 
fur  the  luouey — shun  play  !  If  1  h.id  never  touched  a  card, 
1  thould  be  a  ba)>py  num.  I  owe  money  all  around.  At  this 
moment  I  have  the  bailiflii  at  my  becU ;  indeed,  whcu  I  go  to 
the  Palat*  Koyal  I  hare  dangerous  capex  to  double." 

Id  tlte  language  of  the  fast  tel,  doubling  a  cape  meant 
dodging  a  creditor  or  keeping  out  of  his  way.  Lucicn  bad 
Dot  heard  the  exprebiion  before,  but  he  was  familiar  with  the 
practice  by  this  time. 

"  Are  ycnt  debts  so  heavy  ?  " 

"A  mere  trifle,"  said  I.oa(teaa.  *'A  tbouund  crowns 
would  pull  me  through.  I  have  resolved  to  turn  steady  and 
give  up  play,  and  1  have  done  a  little  '  chantage  '  to  pay  my 
debts." 

"  What  i*  'chaniflge?'"  asked  I^cien. 

"It  is  an  English  inrention  recently  impofted.  A  '  chan- 
teur'  »  a  man  who  can  manage  to  put  a  [Miragraph  in  iIk 
papers — Dcver  an  editor  nor  a  responsible  man,  for  they  *r« 
not  suppOKd  to  know  anything  about  it,  and  there  is  always  a 
Gtfuudeau  or  a  Plnlippe  Bridau  to  be  found.  A  bravo  of  this 
stamp  find*  np  somelwdy  who  has  bis  own  re.uuus  for  not 
wanting  to  be  talked  about.  Plenty  of  people  have  a  fcw 
pecrndilloes,  or  some  more  or  less  original  sin,  upon  tlwtr 
consciences  ;  there  are  plenty  of  fortunes  made  in  ways  that 
would  not  bear  looking  into ;  sometimes  a  nun  has  kept  the 
letter  of  the  law  and  sometimes  he  has  no{ ;  and,  in  either 
case,  there  it  a  tiiibit  of  laillc  for  the  inquirer,  as,  for  instance, 
that  tale  of  Fouch^'s  police  surrounding  the  spies  of  the  pre- 
fect of  police,  who,  not  l)eing  in  ihe  secret  of  the  labricatioc 
«f  fijrgcd  English  banknotes,  were  just  about  to  pounce  oo 
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the  cbndcslinc  printers  employed  by  the  minister ;  or  there  is 
the  stoiy  of  Prince  Galailiionne's  <itaniondB,  the  Maubreml 
affair,  or  Ihc  Poinlircion  will  case.  Tlie  'chanlcui '  gets  j)0*- 
ses&ion  of  some  compromising  letter,  asks  for  an  interview; 
and  if  the  man  that  made  the  money  does  not  buy  silenc«,  the 
'  chanteur'  draws  a  )>ic<ure  of  the  press  ready  to  lake  the 
matter  up  and  unravel  his  private  affairs.  The  rich  man  is 
frightened,  he  comes  down  with  the  money,  and  the  trick 
succeeds. 

"  You  are  conimitled  to  some  risky  venture,  which  might 
easily  be  written  down  in  a  series  of  articles;  a  'chan- 
teur '  wails  upon  you  and  offers  to  withdraw  the  articles 
— for  a  consideration.  'Chnnieurs'  arc  sent  to  men  in 
office,  who  will  bargain  that  their  acts  and  not  their  private 
characters  arc  to  be  attacked,  or  they  arc  heedless  of  their 
characters  and  anxious  only  to  shield  the  woman  they  love. 
One  of  your  acquaintances,  that  charming  master  of  requcsiA, 
des  Ui|)eaulx,  is  a  kind  of  agent  for  affairs  of  (his  tort.  The 
rascal  has  made  a  position  for  himself  in  the  mmi  marveloos 
w.iy  in  the  very  centre  of  power ;  he  is  the  middleman  of  the 
press  anil  the  ambassador  of  the  ministers ;  be  works  upon  a 
man's  self-love  ;  he  bribes  newspapers  to  jiass  over  a  loan  in 
silence,  or  to  make  no  comment  on  a  contract  which  was 
never  put  up  for  public  tender,  and  the  jackals  of  Liberal 
bankers  get  a  share  out  of  it.  That  was  a  bit  of  '  chantage ' 
that  you  did  with  Dauriat ;  he  gave  you  a  thousand  crowns  to 
let  Nathan  alone.  In  the  eighteenth  rentiiry,  wtien  journalism 
was  still  in  its  infancy,  this  kind  of  blackmail  was  levied  by 
pamphleteers  in  the  pay  of  favorites  and  great  lords.  The 
original  inventor  was  E^clro  Aretino,  a  great  Italian.  Kings 
went  in  fear  of  him,  as  stage-players  go  in  fear  of  a  De«s> 
pajier  to-day." 

■■What  did  you  do  to  the  Malifat  to  make  the  thousand 
cxowns  ?  " 

"  1  attacked  Florine  in  half  a  doien  papers     Florine  com- 
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pUiDcd  to  Maiifat.  Maiifxt  went  lo  Braulaid  to  find  out 
*hU  ll)c  attacks  iiiMnl.  I  did  my  'chantage'  for  Finot't 
benefit,  and  P'uiol  put  UrauUrd  on  the  vrtoug  M:ent ;  BrauUrd 
told  the  inan  of  drug*  that  jwh  were  demolisiiing  Florine  in 
Conlie'fl  interest.  TIten  Giroudcau  went  round  to  Matifat 
■lb]  tokl  him  t^in  conlidcncc)  tliat  (he  wliole  bu^ii)c»  could  be 
Kcommodatnl  if  he  (Matifat)  would  consent  to  sell  hts  sixth 
■lure  of  l''inot's  review  for  ten  thousand  francs.  Finot  was 
to  give  me  a  thousand  crowns  if  the  dodge  succcedct!.  Well, 
Matifat  was  only  too  glad  to  get  back  ten  thousand  francs  out 
of  the  thirty  thoisand  invested  in  a  risky  speculation,  as  he 
lliouglit,  for  Ftotioe  had  teen  idling  him  for  several  days  past 
thai  Finot's  review  was  doioi;  badly;  and,  instead  of  paying 
a  dividend,  something  wai  said  of  rolling  tip  more  capital. 
So  Malito  was  jasl  about  to  close  with  the  offer,  when  the 
isaoager  of  the  Panorama-Dramatiqitc  comes  lo  him  with 
totuc  accommodation  bills  tlui  iic  wanted  to  iteguliate  before 
ming  hu  schedule.  To  induce  Klaiilat  to  take  them  of  him, 
ke  let  out  a  word  of  Finot's  trick.  Matifat,  being  a  shrewd 
nuo  of  btniness,  took  the  hint,  held  tight  to  hit  ^ixth,  and  is 
Ittighlng  in  his  sleeve  at  us.  Finot  and  1  are  howling  with 
despair.  We  have  been  so  misguided  as  to  attack  a  man  who 
ha*  no  affection  for  his  mistress,  a  heartless,  soulless  wretch. 
Unluckily,  loo,  for  tu,  Matifai's  busineu  is  not  amenable  to 
the  juiitdiction  of  the  press,  and  he  cannot  be  made  to  smart 
far  it  through  his  interests.  A  druggist  is  not  like  a  hatter  or 
a  milliner,  Of  a  theatre  or  a  wntk  of  art ;  he  is  above  criti- 
cism ;  you  can't  run  down  his  opium  and  dyewoods,  nor 
cocoa-beans,  paint,  and  pepper.  Florine  is  at  her  wits'  end ; 
the  Farwraroa  iloses  lo-morrow,  and  what  will  become  of  her 
she  does  not  know." 

*'  Coralie's  engagement  at  the  Gymnase  begins  in  a  few 
days,"  said  I.ucien  ;  "  she  might  do  something  for  Florine." 

•■  Not  she  I  "  said  Lxyiistcau.  "  Coralie  is  not  clever,  but 
she  is  not  quite  simple  enough  to  help  herself  to  a  rival.     We 
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arc  in  a  mess  with  a  vengeance.     And  Finot  is  in  such  i 
hurry  to  buy  back  his  sixth " 

■•Why?" 

"  It  is  a  capital  bit  of  busincas,  my  d«ar  felloir.  Thcrr  is 
a  chance  of  selling  the  paper  for  three  hniidred  thoo&and 
francs  ;  Finot  wouM  have  one-third,  and  his  parlnere  beudc 
are  going  to  pay  him  a  commision,  which  he  will  share  with  d« 
Liipeaulx.     So  I  propose  to  do  another  turn  of '  chantage' " 

■•' Chantage '  seems  to  mean  your  money  or  your  life?" 

"It  is  belicr  than  that,"  said  Lausteau;  "it  is  your  money 
or  your  character.  A  short  time  ago  the  proprietor  of  a 
minor  newspaper  was  refused  credit.  The  day  before  yester- 
day il  was  announced  in  his  columns  that  a  gold  repeater  set 
with  diamonds  l;elongiiig  to  a  certain  notability  lud  found 
its  way  in  a  curious  fashion  into  the  hands  of  a  private  sol- 
dier in  the  Guur<l< ;  the  story  promised  to  the  readers  might 
have  come  from  the  'Arabian  Nights.'  The  notabdiiy  lost  no 
time  in  asking  that  editor  Iodine  with  him  ;  the  editor  was  dis- 
tinctly a  gainer  by  the  trantaclion,  and  contemporary  history 
has  lost  an  anecdote.  Whenever  the  prcts  makes  veheoKnt 
onslaughts  upon  some  one  in  [X)wcr,  you  may  be  sure  that 
there  is  some  refusal  to  do  a  service  behind  il.  Dlackroailing 
with  regard  to  private  life  is  the  terror  of  the  richest  Rnt-liib- 
man  and  a  great  source  of  wealth  to  the  press  in  England, 
which  is  infinitely  more  cornipi  than  ours.  We  are  children  in 
comparison  !  In  England  they  will  pay  fire  or  six  thousand 
francs  for  a  compromising  letter  to  sell  again." 

"Tlien  how  can  you  lay  hold  of  Matifat?*'  asked  Lucien. 

"  My  dear  boy,  that  low  tradesman  wrote  the  queerest  letters 
to  Florine ;  the  spelling,  style,  and  matter  of  them  is  ludicrous 
to  the  |jj.|  degree.  We  can  strike  him  in  the  very  roi<kt  of 
hb  Lares  and  PrnatCK,  where  he  feels  himself  safest,  without 
M>  much  as  mentioning  hn  name;  and  he  cannot  complais, 
for  he  lives  in  fear  and  terror  of  his  wife.  Imagine  his  wrath 
wh<m  he  tecs  the  first  number  of  a  littlft  serial  entitled  ibe 
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'Amours  of  a  Dniggist,'  and  b  giv«n  btr  warniog  thu  hts 
bir-kiirra  )uvc  fallen  into  the  hands  of  certain  Journalists, 
He  ullu  about  the  'liltlcgod  Cu[Hd,'  be  telU  Florin«  that 
tbe  enables  him  to  croe  the  desett  of  life  (whicli  looks  as  '\t 
ke  took  her  for  a  camel),  and  spells  '  never '  with  two  v's. 
There  ii  enough  in  that  imovenMly  ftinny  <:OTTe»|x>iHlence  to 
briog  an  influx  of  subscribers  for  a  fortnight.  He  will  sliak« 
io  his  shoes  lest  an  anoiiymoui  letter  should  sripply  his  wife 
with  a  key  to  the  riddle.  The  question  is  whether  Floiine 
will  consent  to  appear  to  persecute  Matifat.  She  has  some 
principles,  which  is  to  say,  some  hopes,  still  left.  Perhaps 
tbe  meant  lo  keep  the  letters  ai>d  to  make  something  ftir  ber> 
■elf  out  of  them.  She  is  running,  as  befitt  my  )>upil.  Rut  as 
•oon  as  she  finds  out  that  a  bailiff  is  no  laughing  matter,  or 
Floo*  gives  her  a  suitable  present  or  Itopes  of  an  engagement, 
she  will  give  roe  the  letten  and  I  shall  sell  ihetn  lo  Finot, 
Finot  will  put  tlie  correspondence  in  his  uncle's  hands,  and 
Gtrooileau  will  bring  Matifat  to  terms." 

Tlicse  con&Jencn  sobered  Locien.  Hit  Rrst  thought  was 
that  he  had  some  extremely  dan gerous  friends;  his  second, 
that  it  would  be  impolitic  to  break  wiih  them  ;  for  if  Mnw. 
d'Etpard,  Mme.  de  Bargeton,  and  Ch&tclet  should  Eii)  to  keep 
Ibcir  woni  with  him,  he  might  need  their  tcniWe  power  yet. 
By  thb  time  Efiicnne  and  Lucien  had  readied  Barbet's  miser- 
able bookshop  on  the  quai.     ^ticnne  addrcsied  Barbet — 

"  We  have  five  ihouuod  francs'  worth  of  bill*  at  »is,  nine, 
and  twelve  months,  given  by  Pendant  and  Caratier.  Are  you 
willing  in  discount  tltem  for  us?" 

"  1  will  give  you  three  ihouund  francs  for  them,"  said  Bar- 
bet  with  imperturbable  coo1ne>s. 

"  Three  thouund  francs  I  "  echoed  Lucien. 

"  Nobody  else  will  give  you  as  much,"  rejoined  the  book- 
seller. "  The  firm  will  go  luanknipt  before  three  months  arc 
oat :  but  I  happen  to  know  that  Ihey  hare  some  goo<l  books 
that  are  hanging  on  hand ;  they  cannot  afford  to  wait,  so  I 
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shall  buy  iheir  slocic  for  cosh  and  pay  them  with  their  own 
bills,  and  get  the  books  at  a  reduction  of  two  thuuMod  francs. 
Thai's  how  it  is." 

"  Do  you  mind  losing  a  couple  of  thousand  francs,  Lucieo?" 
asked  Lousteau. 

"  Ves !  "  Lucien  answered  vehemently.  He  was  dismayed 
by  this  firet  rebuff. 

"  Vou  are  making  a  mistake,"  said  £tienne. 

"  Vou  won't  find  any  one  [hal  will  lake  their  paper,"  »id 
Barbct.  "Your  book  is  their  last  slake,  sir.  The  prioicr 
will  not  trust  them ;  they  are  obliged  to  leave  the  copies  in 
pawn  with  him.  If  they  make  a  bil  now,  it  will  only  stave 
off  bankruptcy  for  another  six  months,  sooner  or  later  they 
will  have  lo  go.  They  are  cleverer  at  tippling  than  at  book- 
Belling.  In  my  own  case,  their  bills  mean  business;  and  that 
being  so,  I  can  afford  to  give  more  than  a  professional  dis- 
counter who  simply  looks  at  the  signatures.  It  is  a  bill- 
discounter's  business  to  know  whether  three  names  on  a  bill 
are  each  good  for  thirty  percent,  in  case  of  bankniptcy.  Ami 
here  ai  the  outset  you  only  offer  two  signatures,  and  neither 
of  them  worth  ten  pet  cent." 

The  two  journalists  exchanged  glances  in  surprise.  Here 
was  a  little  scrub  of  a  bookseller  putting  the  essence  uf  tlie  art 
and  mystery  of  bill-discounting  in  these  few  words. 

"  That  will  do,  Barbel,"  said  Lousicati.  "  Can  you  (ell  tu 
of  a  bill-broker  that  will  look  at  us  ?  " 

"There  is  Daddy  Chaboisseau,  on  the  Quai  Saint-Michel, 
ycu  know.  He  tided  Fendant  over  his  last  monthly  sellte- 
nient.  If  you  won't  listen  to  my  offer,  you  might  go  and 
sec  what  he  says  to  you ;  but  you  wouhl  only  come  bock  lo 
me,  and  then  I  shall  offer  you  two  thousand  francs  instead  of 
three." 

Etienne  and  Lucien  betook  themselves  to  the  Qiiai  Saint- 
Michel  and  found  Chaboisseau  in  a  little  house  with  a  ivissafc 
entry.     ChaboiKcau,  a  bill-discounter,  whose  dealings  were 
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}riiici|i^ly  with  the  booktrade,  lived  in  a  iliitd-floor  lodging 
ibtuubed  in  (he  most  ecccniric  niAnncr.  A  brevcl-ratik 
bulccr  ud  a  millionsire  to  boot,  he  had  a.  (asie  for  the 
dittical  style.  The  cornice  was  in  the  classical  style ;  the 
bcdatead,  in  the  purest  classical  tute,  dated  from  ihc  time  of 
ibe  empire,  when  «ich  things  were  in  fuhion ;  the  purple 
htagings  fell  orcT  the  wall  like  (he  clitsic  drajieriet  in  the 
background  of  one  of  David's  pictures.  Chairs  and  tables, 
Umps  and  sconces,  and  every  Ica&t  detail  had  evidently  been 
•ought  with  patient  care  in  furniture  warehouses.  There  was 
the  elegance  of  anii<)uity  about  tlie  classic  revival  as  well  as  its 
b^ile  and  somewhat  arid  grace.  Ttte  man  himself,  like  hit 
maoner  of  life,  was  in  grotesque  contrast  with  the  airy  toytho- 
logicad  look  of  his  rooms ;  and  it  may  be  remarked  that  the 
awot  eccentric  charac(en  are  found  among  men  who  give  (heir 
whole  energies  to  money-making. 

Men  of  this  stamp  are,  in  a  certain  setue,  inlellectual  liber- 
tinci.  Everything  is  within  their  reach,  consequently  their 
fancy  is  jaded,  and  they  will  make  immense  efforts  to  shake 
off  their  indifference.  The  ittMlent  of  human  nature  can  al- 
ways discover  some  hobby,  some  accessible  weakness  and 
•ensitive  spot  in  their  hearts.  Chaboisse.iu  might  have  En- 
trenched himself  in  antiquity  as  in  an  impregnable  and  fortified 

CUBp. 

"The  naan  will  be  an  antique  to  match,  no  doubt,"  said 
(viienne,  Mniiing. 

Chaboitseau,  a  little  old  person  with  powdered  hair,  wore  a 
trrcnfsh  coat  and  snufT-brown  waistcoat ;  he  was  tricked  out 
beside  in  black  sm.-il  I -clothes,  ribbed  stockings,  and  shoes  that 
<:Tcakcd  as  lie  can^  forward  to  take  the  bills.  After  a  short 
scratioy,  he  returned  them  to  I.xicien  with  a  serious  counte- 
luncc. 

"  Mcssieon  Pendant  and  Cavalier  are  delightfiil  young 
fellows ;  they  have  plenty  of  intelligence ;  bat  I  have  no 
tWMejr,"  he  said  blandly. 
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shall  buT  th«ir  stock  for  cash  and  pay  them  with  their  own 
bills,  Dad  get  the  books  at  a.  redaction  uf  two  iliuuMiid  (raocft. 
Thit'showit  is." 

"  Do  yon  mind  losiog  a  couple  of  thouwnd  francs,  Lucien?" 
atkeil  Loouteau. 

"  Yes  t "  Lucien  answered  vehemGnlly.  He  was  dUmaycd 
by  this  first  lebuCT. 

"  You  are  making  a  mistake,"  said  £(ienne. 

"  You  won't  find  any  one  that  will  lake  their  (Mper,"  laid 
Barbel.  "Your  book  is  their  last  stake,  sir.  Tlw  printer 
will  not  Uust  them ;  they  *re  obliged  to  k%v«  the  copks  in 
|iiawn  with  him.  If  ihey  make  a  hit  now,  i(  will  only  stave 
off  lunkniptcy  for  another  sis  monlh.'i,  souiier  or  later  ihey 
will  have  to  go.  They  are  cleverer  at  l)|>])ling  than  at  book- 
selling. In  my  own  case,  their  bills  mejn  basiness ;  aim]  that 
being  so,  I  can  afford  to  give  more  ihnn  a  proCestonal  dJs- 
connUf  who  simply  look&  at  the  signatures.  It  is  a  bill- 
discounter's  business  to  know  whether  three  names  on  a  bill 
are  each  good  Tor  thirty  percent,  in  case  of  bankruptcy.  Ami 
here  at  the  outset  you  only  offer  two  signatures,  and  neither 
of  them  worth  ten  per  cent." 

The  two  journalists  exch.-tngcd  glances  in  snrpriic.  Hert 
was  a  little  scrub  of  a  bookseller  putting  the  essence  of  the  an 
and  mystery  of  bill-discounting  in  these  few  words. 

"That  will  do,  Barbet,"  said  LouMeau.  "Can  you  tcU  as 
«f  a  bill-broker  that  will  look  at  us?" 

"  There  is  Daddy  Chaboisseau,  on  the  Qnai  Saint-Michel, 
yoa  know.  He  tided  Fendant  over  his  last  monitily  settle- 
ment. If  yoQ  won't  listen  to  my  offer,  you  might  go  and 
sec  what  he  says  to  y^M  \  but  you  would  only  come  back  lo 
me.  and  then  1  shall  offer  you  two  thousand  francs  instead  of 
three." 

iflienoe  and  lucien  betook  themselves  to  tite  Q'lai  Saint* 
Michel  and  found  Chaboineau  in  a  little  house  with  a  pnssagc 
enlry.     Chaboisseau,  a  bill-discounter,  whose  dealings  were 
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»ith  the  booktndc,  li»d  In  a  thinl-fUwr  lodging 
D  (he  moM  ecccniik:  nuttiniT.  A  lirevei-rank 
builwr  and  a  millionaire  lo  booi,  he  liad  >  taste  Tor  Itie 
■^*— '"'  Ufle.  The  comioc  iras  in  ihe  classical  style ;  the 
btJiHaJ.  tn  the  parcat  cliMlcal  lute,  dxtcd  rr«n  ihe  time  of 
tbe  empire,  when  such  thingt  wcte  in  Cuhion;  the  )>iirple 
kiogincs  fell  over  the  wall  like  iIk  cUalc  draperiet  in  the 
backffooad  of  one  of  David's  pictures.  Chain  and  ttblea, 
hgoft  sad  sconces,  and  every  least  dcuil  had  cvidcnlly  been 
naglit  with  patient  cue  in  furniiun:  warehotiKS.  There  was 
ihc  ckfaacc  of  antiquity  abnut  the  classic  revival  u  well  as  its 
ftiflk  and  wntcwliat  arid  grtce.  The  man  himself,  like  his 
^uner  of  I'le,  was  in  grotesqoe  cootrast  with  tbe  airy  mytlio- 
logictl  look  of  hia  rooms:  and  it  may  be  remarked  thai  the 
■MNt  cceenuic  characters  arc  foond  among  men  who  give  their 

rbolc  energies  lo  nKincy-nuking. 
Men  of  this  uanp  are,  in  a  certain  tetue,  inleltectaal  liber* 

iiiet.  Cvrrythtog  is  within  their  reach,  consetpKnlly  their 
iCincy  Is  )idc<d,  and  they  will  make  Immense  efforts  to  shake 
off  their  tndlflereoee.  The  stndcni  of  biimaa  nature  can  al- 
ways  discover  some  hobby,  some  accessible  weakness  atvd 
KRsiitTC  spot  rn  their  hc«rts.  Chaboiascau  might  have  in- 
ntaebcd  himself  in  antjqnity  aa  In  an  impngnable  at>d  fartilietl 

■P- 

"  The  man  will  be  an  antiqite  10  match,  no  doubt,"  said 
llcDOC,  smiling, 

OtabofaKSo,  a  little  old  person  with  powdered  hair,  wore  a 
gmnMicost  and  uiulT.brown  waistcoat;  he  was  tricked  out 
bende  in  black  utull<Iothe«,  ribbed  stockings,  and  iHoes  (Hal 
acshed  m  he  caoi«  forward  to  uke  the  bilb.  ADer  a  short 
Bcnniny,  he  returned  them  lo  l.oc)en  with  a  scrioas  counie- 
.naacc. 

'*  Mmkuw  Frndani  and  Cavalier  are  delighifal  young 
they  have  ptcniy  of  Uilelligencc ;  bnt  I  have  no 
he  aiA  blaadlr. 
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"My  fricDd  bete  vould  be  willing  to  meet  you  in  the 
mailer  ofdiscuunt "  ^ilcune  began. 

"I  irciuld  not  liike  ili«  bills  on  any  considers  lion,"  re- 
lumed the  little  broker.  The  words  slid  down  upon  Lout- 
icju's  suggestion  like  the  blade  of  the  guillotine  on  &  nun's 
neck. 

The  two  friends  withdrew ;  but  as  Chaboisscau  went  pru- 
dently out  with  tlieai  access  tlie  antechamber,  Lucicn  noticed 
a  pile  of  second-hand  bonki.  Ch.iboisseau  had  been  in  the 
lude,  and  this  was  a  recent  purchase.  Shining  conspicuous 
among  them,  he  nolici'd  a  copy  of  a  work  by  ihe  architect 
DuccrccaUr  wliich  gives  exceedingly  accurate  plans  of  various 
royal  palaces  and  cli&ieauK  in  France. 

"  Could  you  let  inc  have  that  book  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Yet,"  said  Chaboisseau,  iransfotnicd  into  a  bookseller. 

"How  much?" 

"Fifty  francs." 

"It  is  dear,  but  I  want  it.  And  I  can  only  pay  you  with 
one  of  the  bills  which  you  refu«c  to  take." 

"  Vou  have  a  bill  there  for  five  hundred  francs  at  six 
months ;  I  will  take  that  one  of  you,"  said  Chaboisseaa. 

Apparently  at  the  lait  statement  of  accounts,  there  had 
been  a  lubnce  of  five  hundred  francs  in  favor  of  Pendant 
and  Cavalier. 

Tiiey  went  back  to  the  classical  apartment.  Chaboisscau 
made  out  a  liittc  memorandum,  inlcicst  so  much  and  com- 
mission so  much,  total  deduction  thirty  francs,  then  he  sulv 
traded  fiAy  francs  fur  Ducerceau's  book  ;  finally,  from  acash- 
l)0x  full  of  coin,  he  took  four  hundred  and  twenty  francs. 

"Look  here,  though,  Moniieiir  Chaboist'cau,  tlie  bill*  are 
either  all  of  them  good  or  all  bad  alike;  why  don't  you  take 
thet«st?" 

"  This  is  not  discounting ;  I  am  paying  myKlf  for  a  Bale/' 
said  the  old  nun. 

£iienne  and  Lucien  were  still  laughing  at  Chabolsseaa, 
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witltout  andertUiKlitig  him,  when  they  reached  Djuria:S 
•hop,  xml  £tienue  nsknl  Gabiisson  tc  give  [hem  the  name  of 
a  bill-broker.  GAbtuson  thus  appealed  lo  gave  ilicm  a  letter 
of  introduction  to  a  broker  Jn  the  Boulevard  Poissonniire, 
telling  tliem  at  tlie  unie  lime  t)ut  thii  was  the  "oddest  and 
queerest  parijr"  (to  use  hb  own  exprcsiion)  that  he,  GatniiMn, 
had  cotne  acron.  The  (rieiids  took  a  cab  by  the  hour,  and 
went  to  the  address. 

"  If  Sanunon  won't  take  your  bills,"  Gabusson  had  said, 
"nobody  cUe  will  look  at  them." 

A  Kcond-liand  bouki«Ucr  on  the  first  floor,  a  second-hand 
doihcM-dealer  on  the  Mcond  f)H)nr,  and  a  teller  of  indecent 
printi  on  the  third,  Samanon  catricd  on  a  fourth  busineifr— 
be  was  a  money-lender  into  the  bargain.  No  character  in 
Hofftoaan'a  ronunces,  nosinisicr-brooding  miser  of  Scott's. 
can  coni|iarc  with  this  freak  of  huin.in  and  Pjri.iun  nature 
(alwayi  admitting  that  Samanon  was  human).  In  spite  of 
hiiiKclf,  LiKirn  stiiiddi-rcd  at  the  cipht  of  the  dricd-up  little 
old  Gicaiure,  whose  Iwnes  seemed  10  be  cutting  a  leather  skin, 
spotted  with  all  aorU  of  Utile  green  and  yellow  palcliei,  like  a 
portrait  by  Titian  or  Vcroneic  when  you  look  at  it  clotely. 
One  of  Samanon't  eyes  >'.xs  fixe<t  and  glauy,  the  ot)M;r  lively 
and  bright ;  he  teemed  to  keep  that  dead  eye  for  the  bill-dtv 
couQiing  part  of  his  profession,  and  the  other  for  the  trade  in 
the  pornographic  curiosities  upstairs.  A  few  stray  white  hairs, 
ocapjng  from  under  a  snull,  sleek,  rusty  black  wig,  stoo<l 
cteci  above  a  miUow  forehead  with  a  inggestion  of  menac« 
about  ll;  a  Imllow  trench  in  either  cheek  defined  the  outline 
of  the  jaws;  while  a  set  of  jirojeciing  leeih,  still  white,  seemed 
to  stretch  the  skin  of  the  lip«  with  the  efferi  of  an  equine 
^wn.  The  contrast  between  tl«  ilkissoned  eyes  and  grin- 
ning mouth  garc  Samannn  a  passably  ferocious  air ;  and  the 
very  biistles  on  tlie  man's  chin  locked  slifT  and  sharp  as  pins. 

Nor  W3*  there  the  .ilighlesi  sign  about  him  of  any  desire  lo 
redeem  a  sinister  appearance  by  attention  to  the  toilet;  his 
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Ihrcadb.irc  jirkct  ivas  all  bul  dropping  to  itiecet;  a  cravat, 
wbich  had  onte  been  black,  was  frayed  by  contatt  willi  a 
stubble  ditri,  and  left  on  exhibition  a  throat  as  wrinlclcd  a>  a 
turkey -gobbler"  J, 

Tliis  was  the  individual  whom  fitienne  and  Lucien  discov> 
ercd  in  his  filttiy  counting-house,  busily  affixing  tickets  to  the 
backs  of  a  parcel  of  books  from  a  recent  sale.  In  a  glaitce, 
tlie  friends  cxchingL-d  the  innumerable  (jticiiions  raised  by 
the  existence  of  such  a  creature  ;  then  tliey  presented  Gabus< 
son's  introduction  and  Fi^ndant  and  Cavalier's  bitts.  Samanon 
was  still  reading  the  note  when  a  third-coircT  entered,  the 
wearer  of  a  short  jacket,  which  seemed  in  the  dimly  lighiH 
shop  to  be  cut  out  of  a  piece  of  zinc  roofing,  so  solid  was  it 
by  rejison  of  alloy  witli  all  kinds  of  foreign  raalier.  Oddly 
allired  as  he  was,  the  man  was  an  artist  of  no  small  iniel- 
lecttial  power,  and  ten  years  later  he  was  destined  to  assist  in 
the  inauguration  of  the  great,  but  ilt-founded,  Saint-Simon  Ian 
system.* 

"  I  want  my  coal,  my  bl.ick  trousers,  and  saiin  wai*tcoat," 
said  this  person,  pressing  a  numbered  ticket  on  Samanon's 
attention.  Samanon  touched  the  brass  button  of  a  bell> 
pull,  and  a  woman  came  down  from  some  up|wr  region, 
a  Normande  apjiarently,  to  jtidge  by  her  rich,  freth  com- 
plexion. 

"Let  the  gentleman  have  his  clothes."  said  Samanon. 
holding  out  a  hand  to  the  new-comer.  "  It's  a  pleasure 
to  do  business  with  you,  sir;  but  that  youngster  whom 
one  of  your  friends  introduced  to  me  took  roe  in  roost 
abominably." 

"Took  him  in  !  "  chuckled  tlic  new-comer,  pointing  oat 
Samanon  to  the  two  jriurnali'tts  with  an  extremely  comical 
gesture.  The  great  man  dropped  thirty  sous  into  the  money- 
lender's yellow,  wrinkled  hand  :  like  the  Neipolitan's  iatut- 
r«m  (beggara),  he  was  taking  ins  best  clothes  out  of  pawn 
*  A  kind  of  Gtumunitm. 
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fcr  ft  state  ocouioo.     I1ie  coins  dropped  Jingling  into  the 

mi. 

"  Wliti  qirecr  business  are  you  up  lo?"  asked  l.ousleftu 
of  the  fttiist,  an  opium-caier  who  dwelt  among  visions  of 
cncliftDted  paUcc*  tilt  he  either  could  not  or  would  not 
create. 

"  Hi  lends  you  a  good  deal  more  than  an  ordinarf  pawn- 
broker on  anything  you  pledge ;  and,  beside,  he  is  so  awfully 
cbaritable,  he  allows  you  to  take  your  clothes  out  when  you 
OUMt  have  something  to  wear.  I  am  going  to  dine  with  the 
Kcllen  and  my  mistress  to-night,"  he  continued  ;  "and  to 
nc  it  b  euicr  to  find  thirty  sous  than  two  hundred  francs,  »o 
I  keep  nty  wardrobe  Iiere.  It  has  brought  the  cbariuUc 
usurer  a  hundred  francs  in  tlic  last  sis  months.  Samanon  lias 
derouted  mjr  library  already,  volume  by  vdumc"  ijivrt  i 

"  And  sou  by  sou,"  I>itisieau  s.ild  with  a  laugh. 

"  I  will  let  you  have  fifteen  hundred  francs,"  said  Sama- 
QOB,  looking  up. 

LocicB  started,  a.i  if  ttw  tnll-broker  had  tbrast  a  red-hot 
skewer  thrwigh  liis  heart.  Samanon  waa  subfccttng  the  bills 
■od  their  dates  to  a  close  scrutiny. 

"  And  even tben,"  he  added,  "I  must  see  Feodant  first. 
He  ought  to  deiw«it  some  books  with  me.  You  aren't  worth 
much"  (turning  to  Lucten);  "you  are  living  with  Coralie, 
and  your  Airnttnre  has  licen  attached." 

LoDSieaa.  watching  Lucien,  saw  him  take  up  his  bills,  and 
dash  oot  into  the  street.  "He  is  the  devil  himself!"  ex- 
claimed the  (loei.  For  several  seconds  be  stood  outstde 
gasing  at  the  »hop'front.  The  whole  place  was  so  pitiful 
that  a  pMHCT-by  could  not  see  it  «rithout  smiling  at  the  sight, 
and  wondering  what  kind  of  business  a  nun  could  do  aoMing 
ihone  mean,  dirty  eImIvn  of  ticketed  books. 

A  few  momentB  later,  llie  great  man,  in  incognito,  came 
out,  very  well  dressed,  smiled  at  the  fricikds,  and  toined  to  go 
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wiih  them  in  the  direction  of  the  Pdisage  dcs  Puiorftau% 
where  he  ntcaiic  lo  complete  his  toilet  by  ilie  polishing  of  his 
Bhoes. 

"  If  you  tee  Saiiianoi)  in  a  bookseller's  shop,  or  calling  on 
a  paper-mcicliant  or  a  primer,  you  may  know  that  it  is  all 
over  wiih  that  man,"  said  llic  artist.  "  Samanon  is  the  un- 
dertaker come  to  take  the  me^tttircinents  for  a  coffin." 

"  Vou  won't  discount  your  bills  now,  Liicicn,"  »aid  £tienn«. 

"  If  Samanon  will  not  t.tkc  them,  nobody  else  will ;  he  it 
the  ultima  ratio,"  said  the  stranger.  "  He  is  one  of  Gigon- 
net's  lanib>,  a  spy  fur  P.Llina,  Werbni%t.  Gobseck,  and  the  reat 
of  those  crocodiles  wlio  awim  in  the  Pari^  money -market. 
Every  man  with  a  fortune  to  make,  or  tinnukc,  it  sure  to 
come  across  one  of  them  sooner  or  later." 

"  If  you  cannot  discount  your  bills  at  fifty  per  cent.,"  re- 
marked Lousieau,  "you  must  exihange  them  for  hard  caah," 

"IIow?" 

"  Give  them  to  Coralie ;  Camusol  will  cash  them  for  her. 
You  arc  disgusted,"  added  I.ousieaii,  as  Lucicn  cut  him  short 
with  a  start.  "  Wiint  r)onf.ensc  I  How  can  you  allow  rach 
a  silly  scruple  to  turn  the  scale,  when  your  future  is  in  ilw 
balance  ? " 

"  I  shall  take  this  money  to  Coralie  in  any  case,"  began 
Lucicn. 

"  Here  is  more  folly!  "  cried  l-oiwteao.  "Voa  will  not 
keep  your  creditor*  quid  with  four  hiindteil  francs  wlwn  yvn 
must  have  four  thousand.  Let  us  keep  a  little  and  get  drunk 
on  it,  if  we  lose  the  rest  at  tvuge  ft  amr." 

"  That  is  sound  advice,"  said  the  great  man. 

Those  wotiU,  sjmkfn  not  four  |jaces  from  Frascati's,  were 
magnetic  in  their  cfTecl.  Tlie  friends  dismissed  their  cab  and 
went  up  to  the  gaming-iaMe, 

At  the  oiiisci  ihey  won  three  thousand  francs,  then  ihey 
lost  and  fell  to  five  hundred  ;  again  they  won  three  ihouund 
■even  hundred  francs,  and  again  they  lost  alt  but  a  five<franc 
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After  anoEhn-  turn  of  IikIc  xYicy  Ktak«i1  iiro  ihousand 

on  an  even  nnmbcr  [o  double  the  stake  at  a  stroke  ;  an 

evMi  number  had  otn  turned  up  for  fiwc  limes  in  wccession, 

utd  tbti  was  tlic  »ixth  tinie.     They  punicd  the  whole  sum, 

and  an  odd  number  turned  up  once  more. 

After  two  hoart  of  all-ubsorbinij,  (iciiiicd  excitement,  the 
two  dashed  down  the  Maircate  with  t)i«  limidre<)  franc*  kept 
htuk  for  the  dinner.  Upon  the  steps,  between  the  two  pillars 
which  aapport  the  little  sbect-iron  verandah  to  which  so  many 
HRC*  have  been  upinmed  in  longing  or  despair,  Lou&ieatt 
^Hlopped  and  looked  into  Lucien's  fiuslied,  inflamed,  and 
txcited  face. 

"  Let  U9  just  try  fifty  francs,"  he  said. 
I  And  up  iIk  stairs  again  they  went.     An  hoar  later  they 

owned  a  ihoosand  crowns.  Black  had  turned  up  for  the  fifth 
coRseculive  lime;  they  trusted  that  thcit  previous  luck  would 
not  re^at  it&eir,  and  put  the  whole  sum  on  the  red — Mack 
turned  up  for  the  sixth  lime.  They  lud  lost.  It  wu  now 
■ix  o'clock. 

**  Let  us  jasi  try  twcnly-fire  francs,"  said  Lucien. 

The  f>ew  Teniure  wns  soon  made — and  lost.  The  Iwcnly- 
fl*e  francs  went  in  five  Make*.  TTicn  Lucien,  in  a  frcniy. 
Sung  down  his  lost  Iwenty-fire  francs  on  the  n»m1>er  of  hit 
age,  and  won.  No  words  can  desrnbe  how  hit  hand*  trem- 
bkd  a>  be  raked  in  the  coins  which  the  bonk  paid  hint  one 
by  one.     He  handed  ten  loub  to  Loosteau. 

"Fly!"  he  cried;  "  lake  it  lo  Viry's." 

lAosteau  look  ihe  hint  and  went  to  order  dinner.  Lucien, 
left  alone,  laid  his  thirty  loiii.t  on  the  red  and  won.  Efflliold- 
ened  by  the  inner  voice  which  a  gambler  alwa)*!  hears,  he 
naked  the  whole  again  on  the  red,  and  again  he  won.  He 
felt  as  if  there  wis  a  furnace  within  him.  Without  herding 
the  voice,  he  laid  a  hundred  and  twenty  louis  on  the  blatk 
atMl  lott.  Then  to  the  torturing  excitement  of  sospcnse  suc- 
cvetfed  the  delicious  feeling  of  relief  known  to  the  gambler 
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who  has  nothing  left  to  loae,  and  must  perforce  leave  the 
lulace  of  fitc  in  which  his  ilrcnms  mcU  and  vanish. 

1-Ic  found  Lousieau  ai  Vary's,  and  flung  innuclf  upon  tl)« 
cookery  (to  make  use  of  La  Fonlaiiu's  cxi)ic&sion),  ant! 
drowned  his  cares  in  wine.  By  nine  o'clock  liis  ideas  «ere 
so  confused  that  lie  could  not  imagine  why  the  [HirtrcM  in  the 
Rue  de  Venddme  persisted  in  sending  him  to  the  Rue  de  la 
Lune. 

"  Mademoiselle  Coralie  has  gone,"  said  the  wotnan,  "  She 
has  taken  lodgings  eUewheic.  She  left  her  address  with  me 
on  thb  scrap  of  paper." 

Lucien  was  too  f^r  gone  to  be  surprised  at  an]rthing.  He 
went  back  lo  the  cab  which  had  brought  him,  and  was  driven 
to  the  Rue  de  la  Lune,  making  puns  to  himself  on  the  name 
of  the  street  as  he  went. 

The  news  of  the  failure  of  the  Panorama  Dra mat ique  hjw] 
come  like  a  iliunder-clap.  Coralie,  taking  alarm,  made  haste 
to  sell  her  furniture  (with  the  consent  of  her  creditors)  to 
little,  old  Cardot,  who  installed  Florentine  in  the  rooms  >I 
once.  The  tradition  of  the  house  remained  unbroken.  Cor- 
alie paid  her  cieditors  and  satisfied  the  Untllord,  proceeding 
with  her  "w.ishing-day,"  as  she  called  it,  while  B^6nice 
bought  the  absolutely  indis]>ensablc  necessaries  to  furnish  a 
fourth-floor  lodging  in  the  Rue  de  la  Lune,  a  few  doors  from 
the  Gymnase.  Here  Coralie  was  waiting  for  Lucieo's  return. 
She  had  brouglit  her  love  unsullied  out  of  the  shipwreck  ai>d 
twelve  hundred  francs. 

Lucien,  more  than  half-in toxical ed,  poured  out  his  woes  to 
Coralie  and  B^rfnice. 

"You  did  quite  right,  my  angel."  said  Coralie,  with  he/ 
arms  about  his  neck.  "Birinice  can  easily  negotiate  your 
bills  with  Braulaid." 

The  next  morning  Lucien  awoke  to  an  enchanted  world  of 
happiness  made  about  him  by  Coralie.  She  was  more  loving 
and  tender  in  these  days  than  she  had  ever  been ;  perhaps  slic 


^  ntanjtadc  mt  fdJt/s. 
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tlMa|t«  ikst  tfac  ««tih  of  ton-  m  bcr  biut  ibookl  make  him 
xaaradt  lor  the  (lOTcn;  of  ikeu  .wiping.  She  looked  bcwucb- 
m0j  chamisg,  with  Uic  Imw  lukir  Mnyins  fion  amkr  the 
(xwkcdt  «hitc  ulL  luadKfcbfff  •bout  tacr  IkuI  ,  ibcre  WM 
loft  lMi|lKcr  iti  bcr  cj^o ;  bcr  word*  wen:  at  bright  u  the  (ml 
njK  of  iBDnM  ihu  ifaooc  in  through  liic  witulowe,  pooriug  a 
ftood  of  fold  MfMO  •veil  charmuig  puvcny. 

Nm  thai  (he  room  wm  tqaaUt.  The  walU  were  cotcrcil 
wHh  a  MA-tRcn  popct,  bocdcred  witb  red ;  there  wu  one 
Minor  over  ibe  chti80c]r>picce  and  a  KCoiul  aboire  the  dwtf 
of  drawvn.  The  bare  board*  were  covered  with  a  cheap 
offMl*  wUdi  B«rtak«  had  boo^ht  in  iiiitt  of  Coralic'* 
ofdos.  aad  paid  for  o«t  of  her  own  UtUc  sioir,  A  wardrobe. 
«iU)  a  ittaaadoor  aod  a  ch«»t,  bcUl  the  loven'  clolhing.  the 
malirigpnf  dain  were  cofered  with  bloc  cotton  (ttUT,  and 
Birtakehad  msaagcd  ti>karT  a  clock  and  a  couple  of  rhlna 
nMB  from  the  caiaMroftbc.  aa  well  u  four  Kpaoiis  and  Turku 
and  halfa-doten  tililc  tftooiu.  The  bciltooro  was  entered 
fron  tbc  diaiog-room.  which  Bugbt  have  belonged  to  a  clerk 
with  an  incoRwor  iwein-  handred  francK.  The  kitchen  woi 
ocxt  tha  laadiQft,  mkI  IUt<ntc«  tlept  above  in  an  ailtc.  Tlie 
rent  «>■  aot  mote  than  a  hiindrtt]  <rowH. 

Tbc  dwaal  Iwute  boasted  ■  tliam  canuge  entrance,  the 
portef'k  boot  being  conlnvcil  behind  one  or  Ihc  taeint  Icavei 
of  the  gate  and  li^htMl  bjr  a  ptcpbolc  through  whkli  thai 
[gnaaage  watcticd  the  comingi  and  goiog«  of  Kventecn  Tarn- 
ilta^  Inr  ihi*  hi*e  waia  "good-pafing  ptope'ty,"  in  auction- 

<«:r*BphrMC. 

L«ciea,  leaking  round  the  mooi,  diacoverett  a  dcah.  an 
utf  cbiir,  pa|ier,  {«■»,  and  ink.  The  light  of  Ikftnlcc  in 
higli  iiariu  (the  wa«  buililmg  bopca  on  Coralic't  t/^M  at  ihr 
fTfaini  J,  and  of  Coralic  benelf  conning  her  paii  with  a 
knot  of  Nae  ribbon  lied  about  it,  drove  all  cam  and  anitlc- 
iMi  fron  the  aobered  poet'*  mied. 

<  loDg  aa  aobody  in  todetf  hcan  of  tkii  miltten  cnmc- 
1. 
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down,  we  shdl  pull  through,"  he  said.  "After  all,  we  hsva 
four  thousand  five  hundred  francs  before  ui.  I  will  lurn  mf 
new  position  in  royalist  journalism  lo  account.  To-lDorroir 
we  shall  start  il)e  '  Rdvdl ; '  I  am  an  old  hand  now,  and  I 
will  make  something  out." 

And  Corulie,  seeing  nothing  but  love  in  the  word)),  ki»cd 
the  lips  that  uttered  them.  By  this  time  B^rinice  hod  set  the 
table  near  the  ftre  and  served  a  niodm  breakfast  of  scrambled 
eggs,  a  couple  of  cutlets,  coffee,  and  cream.  Just  then  there 
came  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  Lucien,  to  his  asioni^hcnent, 
beheld  three  of  the  loyal  friends  of  old  days — d'Aitbez,  \jboa 
Cinud,  and  Michel  Chrcsiien.  He  wax  deeply  lodched,  and 
asked  iliem  to  share  the  bieakfaii. 

"  No;  we  have  come  on  more  serious  business  than  cod- 
dolenee,"  said  d'Anhei;  "we  know  the  whole  story,  we 
have  just  come  from  the  Rue  de  Venddmc.  Vou  know  my 
opinions,  Lucicn.  Under  any  other  circumstances  I  should 
be  glad  lo  hear  that  yuu  had  ailopied  my  political  convictions; 
but  situated  at  you  are  with  regard  to  the  Liberal  press,  it  b 
impostible  for  you  to  go  over  to  the  Ultras.  Your  life  will  be 
sullied,  your  character  blighted  for  ever.  We  have  come  to 
entreat  you  in  the  name  of  our  friendship,  weakened  thoagh 
it  may  be,  not  lo  soil  yourself  in  this  way.  You  have  been 
prominent  in  attacking  the  Romantics,  the  Right,  and  the 
Government ;  you  nnnot  now  declare  for  the  Government, 
the  Right,  and  the  Romantics." 

"  My  reasons  for  ihe  change  are  based  on  lofty  grounds; 
the  end  will  justify  the  means."  said  l.ucien. 

"Perhaps  you  do  not  fully  comprehmd  our  position  on  ll»e 
side  of  the  governmcnr,"  wid  l.fion  Giraud.  "  The  govern* 
ment,  the  court,  the  Bonrhons,  the  absolutist  party,  or,  loKun 
tip  in  a  general  expression,  the  whole  system  opposed  to  the 
constitutional  system,  may  be  divided  upon  the  question  of 
Ihe  best  means  of  cxtinguiihing  the  revolution,  is  nnnnimout 
as  to  the  jtdvTsibility  of  extinguishing  the  ncwspipen.     The 


fe 


•Rircil,  tlK 'Foudre,'  and  the  'Drapeau  Blaoc'  have  M 
■txen  fuuDtlcd  for  the  cxpreu  purpose  of  replying  lo  the  ilinder, 
gib«s,  and  railiog  at  ibe  Libera]  press,  i  cannot  approve 
th«iu,  for  il  u  precisely  this  failure  to  tccoguizc  iltc  grandeur 
of  our  priesthood  tbat  has  led  us  to  bring  out  a  serious  and 
letf-mpcciiog  paper;  vhich  perhaps,"  lie  addwl  parentheti- 
cally, "  may  exeruiae  a  ororihy  iniluence  before  very  long,  and 
wiD  respect,  and  cany  weight;  Lut  this  royalbl  artillery  is 
desiiucd  for  a  fim  aitenipt  at  reprisals,  tlie  Liberals  arc  lo  be 
|Mid  back  to  ttieirowo  coin — shait  for  shaft,  wound  for  wound, 

"  What  can  come  of  it,  Lucien  ?  TItc  majoiiiy  of  new»- 
:r  readers  incline  for  the  Left ;  and  in  the  i>rcs>-,  as  in  war- 

c,  the  victory  is  with  tlie  big  battalions.  You  will  be  black- 
gnuda,  liars,  enemies  of  tlte  people ;  the  other  side  will  be 
defenders  of  ilieir  country,  martyrs,  men  lo  be  held  in  honor, 
though  they  may  be  even  more  hypocritical  and  slippery  than 
their  opponents.  In  these  ways  ihe  pernicious  influence  of 
the  prcM  will  be  increased,  while  the  moit  odious  form  of 
Journalism  will  receive  sanction.  Insult  and  personalities 
will  have  become  a  rtcogniied  privilege  of  the  press ;  news- 
papers have  taken  this  tone  in  the  subscribers'  interests ;  and 
wlien  both  sides  have  recourse  to  the  same  weapons,  the  stand- 
aid  ilSGt  and  the  (general  lone  of  jotiraalism  taken  for  granted. 
VThen  Ihe  evil  is  developed  to  its  fullest  extent,  restrictive 
hiws  will  be  fblloweil  by  prohibitions  ;  there  will  be  a  relam 
of  the  rettsonhip  of  the  press  imposed  after  ihe  assassination 
of  tlie  Doc  de  Beni,  and  repeated  since  the  opening  of  the 
Chambers.  Anil  do  you  know  what  the  nation  will  conclude 
from  Ihe  debate?  The  people  will  believe  (lie  instniulions 
of  the  Lilwral  prcts ;  they  will  think  llvat  the  Bourbons  mean 
to  attack  the  rights  of  property  acquired  by  the  revolution, 
and  some  fine  day  they  wilt  rise  and  shake  off  the  Bourbons. 
You  are  not  only«>iIingyourlife,LiKien,y«i  are  going  over  to 
Ihe  losing  tide.  You  are  too  young,  too  lately  a  Journalist,  too 
little  initiated  into  the  secret  springs  of  motive  and  the  tricks 
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of  the  craft,  you  have  aroused  too  much  jealousy,  not  to  &1I 
a  victim  to  the  gcncr.-il  hue  and  cry  that  will  be  raised  againtt 
you  in  the  Liberal  newspapers.  You  will  be  drawn  into  the 
fray  by  pjirty  spirit  now  &11II  at  (ever-lieat;  though  the  fever, 
which  spent  itself  in  violence  in  (815  and  1S16,  now  appears 
in  debates  in  tlic  Chamber  and  polemics  in  the  paper.."' 

"  1  am  not  quite  a  featheihead,  my  friends,"  said  Lucien, 
"  though  yon  may  choose  to  see  a  poet  in  me.  Wliaiever  may 
hap|>en,  I  shall  gain  oiic  solid  advani.igc  which  no  Liberal 
victory  can  give  nie.  By  the  time  yonr  victory  is  won,  I  shall 
have  gained  my  end." 

"  Wc  will  cut  off— your  haii,"  said  Michel  Chreslien,  with 
s  laugh. 

"  I  shall  have  children  by  (hat  lime,"  said  Lticien  ;  "uxl 
if  you  cut  off  my  head  it  will  not  matter." 

The  three  could  make  nothing  of  Lucien.  Intercourse 
with  the  great  world  had  developed  in  him  the  pride  of  caste, 
the  vanities  of  the  aristocrat.  The  poet  thought,  and  not 
without  reason,  that  there  was  a  fortune  in  his  good  looks  and 
intelleci,  accompanied  by  ihe  name  and  title  of  RubemptA. 
Mmc.  d'Eipard  and  Mme.  dc  Ikirgcton  held  him  fast  by  ihii 
clue,  a*  a  child  holds  a  cuckroaeli  by  a  string.  Lucien's  flight 
wai  cireumscribed-  The  wurdi,  "  He  is  one  of  us,  lie  is 
sound,"  accidentally  overheaid  but  three  days  ago  Id  MIk. 
des Touches'  salon,  had  turned  his  head.  Tlie  Dncde  Lcnon- 
court,  the  Due  de  Navarreins,  the  Due  dc  Grandliea,  Ras- 
tignac.  Blonde!,  the  lovely  Duchesse  dc  M.iufrigneuse,  the 
Comic  d'E^rignon,  aivd  des  LujicjuIx,  all  the  most  influ- 
ential people  at  court,  in  fact,  had  congratulated  him  on  his 
conversion,  and  completed  his  intoiication. 

"Then  there  is  no  more  lo  be  said,"  d'Anhea  rejoined. 
"Yon,  of  all  men,  will  find  it  hard  lo  keep  clean  hands  and 
self-respecl.  f  know  yoti,  LiKten;  yon  will  firel  it  acutely 
wl»cn  you  are  despised  by  the  very  men  to  wbom  you  offer 
vourwlf." 


OHI     NEVER    MIND    THOSE    NINNIES,"   CKIED   COHALtE, 
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The  three  took  leave,  and  nut  oiie  nf  itictn  ptvt  Wm  a 
Wniily  haiicUliake.  Luctci>  waH  tliouslitftil  and  »d  Tor  a  few 
ttinatei. 

"Oh!  never  mind  those  ninnies,"  cried  Coralie,  springing 
upoa  his  knee  .ind  palling  lier  tii-autiriil  anii>  iXmax  hia  neck. 
"  They  lake  life  seriously,  and  life  is  a  jitke.  Ikstde,  you  are 
goJDg  10  be  Count  Lucicit  dc  Rnbcropri.  1  will  wheedle  ihc 
Chancellora  if  there  b  nn  otiict  way.  I  know  how  lo  come 
rouivd  thai  rake  of  a  de$  Lu|>eaulx,  who  will  sign  yom  patent. 
Did  I  not  tell  yon,  Uicicn,  Ihai  at  the  lui  you  iluMild  have 
Coralie'sdead  body  for  a  stepping-stone?" 

Next  day  LiKien  allowed  hi»  name  to  appear  iit  the  list  of 
contributors  to  the  "  R^veil."  His  name  was  announced  in 
the  proipectus  with  s  flourish  of  trumpets,  and  the  minisirr 
look  care  that  a  hundred  thounnd  copia  should  be  scattered 
abroad  far  and  wide.  There  was  a  dinner  at  Rnbcit's,  two 
doors  away  from  FnMcati's,  (o  cekbraie  ttie  inauguration,  and 
the  whole  band  of  royalist  writers  for  the  prew  were  preient. 
Marlainvillc  was  there,  and  .Auger  and  Dettains.  and  a  hnst 
of  others,  siill  living,  who  "did  monarchy  and  religion,"  to  tne 
the  familiar  expression  coined  for  ihcm.  Nathan  hoid  also 
enlisted  under  the  banner,  for  he  wss  thinking  of  starting  a 
theatre,  and  not  unreasonably  held  that  it  was  better  to  hive 
the  licensing  autlmriites  for  hlin  than  against  him. 

"We  will  pay  the  UberaU  out?"  cried  Hector  Merlin 
eoergelirally. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Nathan,  "  if  we  are  for  war,  lei  wt  have 
war  in  earnest ;  we  miKt  not  rarry  it  on  with  pop>gura.  1^1 
Di  fall  upon  alt  Classicats  and  Liberals  wiihmii  distinction  of 
age  or  sex,  and  put  tlKm  all  to  the  sword  with  ridicule.  There 
most  be  no  quarter." 

"  We  must  act  honorably ;  there  must  be  no  bribing  with 
copies  of  book*  or  presents;  no  taking  money  of  publishers. 
We  must  inaugurate  a  restoration  of  jotiinalistn. " 

"GoodI"  said   Martainvillr.     "fuitum  ft  tsnurem  (•*»■ 
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poiiti vimm f  Lcl  he  be  implacable  and  rinilenl.  Iwillgivc 
out  La  Fayelte  for  (be  prince  of  hulcquins  that  he  It  I  "  he 
went  on. 

"  And  I  will  uiidenalce  the  heroes  of  the '  Coniiilutionnel,* " 
added  Luticn;  "  Sctgwnt  Mcrcicr,  Monsieur  Joujr'j  Com- 
plete Works,  and  '  the  illustrious  orators  of  the  Left.' " 

A  war  of  extermination  was  unanimousl)-  resolved  upon, 
and  \>f  one  o'clock  in  ibe  morning  all  shades  of  opinion  were 
merged  and  drowned,  [Ojtether  with  every  glimmer  of  seiiw, 
in  a  flaming  bowl  of  punch. 

"  Wc  have  had  a  fine  monarchical  and  religious  jollifica- 
tion," remarked  an  illustrious  reveler  in  the  doorway  as  he 
went. 

Thai  comment  apiwared  in  the  next  day's  issue  of  the 
"Miroir"  through  the  tfood  olSccs  of  a  publisher  among 
the  guests,  and  became  historic.  Lucien  was  snppooed  to  be 
ihe  traitor  who  blabbed.  Hi»  defection  gave  the  signal  for  « 
terrific  hubbub  in  !he  Liberal  camp;  Lucien  wa»  the  butt  of 
the  opposition  newsp.ijters,  and  ridiculed  unmerri  fully.  Tlie 
whole  history  of  his  sonnets  was  given  to  the  public.  Dauriat 
was  said  to  prefer  a  first  loss  of  a  thousand  crowns  to  the  ri^k 
of  publishing  the  verses;  Lucien  waj  called  "the  Poet  sam 
Sonnet.t;"  and  one  morning,  in  that  very  |>aper  in  which  he 
had  so  brilliant  a  beginning,  he  read  the  following  tines, 
significant  enough  for  him,  but  barely  intelligible  to  other 
raulers: 

*«*  If  M.  Danrixt  persistently  withholds  Ihe  Sonnets  of 
the  fiititre  Pelrarrh  from  publication,  wc  will  ad  like  gcnerom 
foe*.  We  will  ojKn  our  ovrn  columns  to  his  poems.  whi<h 
must  be  piquant  indeed,  to  judge  by  the  following  spccitncn 
obligingly  communicated  by  a  friend  of  the  author. 

And  cloie  o|)on  that  ominous  preface  followed  a  sonnet  J 
entitled  "The  Thittle"  (Jt  Oiardpn): 
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AcfakBcc  Moie  iMdling,  ipiinpoK  upoiwday 
AmMg  ihe  Aowm  in  ■  EArdeit  fair. 
Hide  IkmiI  ilul  tplcndiil  color*  bright  and  ivi 

Ib  cUlmi  lo  lofif  luuA^  tbould  diipUy. 


So  for  •  while  ilier  nflered  it  lo  tuy; 

B«  with  >ach  iniulencc  it  llouritlied  thtn, 
"nM,  ool  cf  [dtience  wiih  iu  lirRGjiui'i  m, 

flM7  bade  II  prove  ll>  clklm*  without  JcUy. 


Il  bloMOcd  fofthwitb;  bet  ix'rr  «ii  h1un<l«r{Dg  clown 
U|)0o  Ibc  bMrdi  mort  prompitf  huoted  douoi 
The  iuicr  Ruweri  l>e|;aa  to  ^r  and  laugh. 

The  owner  BuDe  il  uut.     At  cloie  of  dmy 
A  tol'bt?  jackau  catnt  lo  bray — < 
A  CMnaton  Tbiulc't  fiuioi;  epitaph. 


I  Liicicn  read  tlte  voids  ihrou^li  scalding  lean. 

Vernoa  toiKhnI  eltcwheie  on  Lucien's  gambling  propensi- 
ties, mtd  spoke  of  liic  fonhcomini;  "  Arclier  of  Ctiartcs  IX." 
u  "anti'national"  in  its  tendency,  the  writer  siding  with 
Cubolic  cuMhroaii  ajiainsi  ihelr  Calviniat  victims. 

Another  week  found  the  quarrel  embittered.  Lucien  had 
couDled  upon  his  friend  ^itenne;  l^ienne  owed  hlra  a  ihoa- 
sand  francs,  and  there  h»d  been  beside  a  private  undeniand- 
ing  between  them ;  bu:  Eiiciine  Lousteau  during  tlte  interval 
became  hit  sworn  foe,  and  ihts  was  the  manner  of  il : 

For  the  pan  three  ntonlhs  Nathan  had  been  smitten  with 
Flonne'i  c)'arms,  and  much  at  a  lots  how  to  rid  hiiiueU  ol 
Lontteau  his  rival,  who  was  in  fact  dependent  upon  the 
KUoc.  And  now  came  Naitian's  opporttmity,  when  Florine 
was  frantic  with  diUrcss  over  the  failure  of  the  Panorama- 
Dramatique,  which  left  her  without  on  cngsgemcnt,  he  went 
as  Lucien's  colleague  to  beg  Coralie  to  ask  for  a  pan  for 
Flonive  in  a  plajr  of  his  which  was  about  to  be  produced  at  the 
Gymna.«e.  Then  Nathan  went  to  Florine  and  mjtle  capital 
with  ber  otu  of  the  service  done  by  the  promiK  of  a  condi* 
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lional  engagement.  Ambition  had  lurned  Florine's  head; 
she  did  not  hesitate.  She  had  had  time  to  gauge  lx>tulcvi 
pretty  thoroughly.  I.ousteau's  courses  were  wcaVcning  hti 
will,  and  here  was  Nathan  with  his  ambitions  io  politics  and 
literature,  and  energies  sliong  as  his  cravings.  Floriue  pro- 
posed to  reappear  on  the  stage  witli  Tciicwed  ttlat,  to  »he 
handed  over  Matifat'a  correspondence  to  Nathan.  Nattian 
drove  a  bargain  for  them  with  Maiifat,  and  took  the  sixth 
share  of  Fiiiot's  review  in  exchange  for  the  comprombing 
billets.  After  this,  Florine  was  installed  in  sumptuously 
furnished  apartments  in  the  Riw  Hauieville,  where  she  took 
Nathan  for  her  protector  in  (he  face  of  the  theatrical  and 
journalistic  world. 

Lousteau  was  terribly  overcome.  He  wept  ((©ward  lh« 
cloie  of  a  dinner  given  by  his  friends  to  console  him  in  his 
affliction).  In  the  course  of  (hat  banquet  it  was  decided  that 
Nathan  bad  not  acted  unfairly;  several  writers  present — 
Finot  and  Vcmou,  for  inxiance — knew  of  Florine's  fervid 
admiration  for  dramatic  literature;  but  they  all  agreed  (hat 
Lucien  had  behaved  very  ill  when  he  arranged  that  btKines 
at  the  Gymn.ii^c ;  he  had  indeed  broken  the  most  sacred  laws 
of  friendship.  P.irty>spiiii  and  teal  to  serve  his  new  friends 
had  led  the  royalist  poet  on  losin  beyond  forgiveness. 

"  Nathan  was  carried  away  by  jianion,"  proi)Qtince<l  liixiou, 
"while  this  'distinguished  provincial,'  at  Ulondet  calls  hint, 
is  simply  scheming  for  his  own  selfish  ends." 

And  so  it  came  to  pass  that  deep  plots  were  laid  by  all 
parties  alike  to  rid  ihem.'iclves  of  this  little  upstart  intruder  of 
a  I>oel  who  wanted  to  eat  everybody  up.  Vernou  bone 
Lucien  a  personal  grudge  and  undertook  to  keep  a  tight  hand 
on  him ;  and  Finot  declared  thit  I.ucien  had  betrayed  the 
secret  of  the  combination  against  Maiifat,  and  thereby  swin- 
dled him  (Finot)  out  of  fifty  thousand  francs.  Nathan,  act- 
ing on  Florine's  advice,  gained  Finot's  support  by  selling 
him  tho  tuth  sliarc  for  fifteen  thousand  francs,  and  LousIcsh 


aawqnentl]'  to»i  ttu  commiMioii.  Hts  tiioutand  cTowns  had 
nauJied  awnj ;  he  could  oot  forgive  Lucica  for  this  ttezcher- 
Dut  blow  (u  he  Hii>|x»nl  it)  dealt  to  his  iaterests.  The 
wovDd*  of  nnity  rvfiuc  to  heal  if  oxide  of  silver  geu  into 

ibCB. 

No  words,  no  amount  of  description,  can  depict  the  wnuh 
of  An  author  in  a  luroxysm  of  mottified  vaitily,  nor  the 
eDcr];)r  which  Ik  diM:overs  when  ituiig  by  ilic  puiwned  dam 
of  larcasm ;  but,  ou  the  other  liaiid,  Ihe  man  that  is  roused 
to  6ghling-fury  by  a  {lereonal  atinck  usually  subsides  very 
promptly.  The  more  phlegnuiic  race,  who  take  these  things 
quietly,  lay  their  account  with  ihc  oblivion  which  speedily 
overtakes  the  spiteful  article.  Thete  are  the  tnily  courageous 
mta  at  letters  ^  and  if  the  weaklings  teein  at  Aral  to  be  ibe 
Mrong  tneii,  Ihey  cannot  liold  out  fur  any  length  of  lime. 

During  that  first  fottoighi,  while  the  fury  was  upon  htm. 
Lucira  poured  a  perfect  hailstorm  of  articles  into  tlie  royalist 
papers,  in  which  he  shared  the  retponNibi lilies  of  criticism 
with  Hector  Merlin.  He  was  always  in  the  bfe^cb,  pounding 
away  with  all  hts  might  in  the  "  R6veil,"  backed  up  by 
Uanainville,  the  only  one  among  his  awociaies  who  stood  by 
him  without  an  afier- thought.  Maitainville  w.u  not  in  the 
secret  of  certain  iiivdersiandings  mwle  ami  ratified  amid  after* 
dinner  jokes,  or  at  Dauriat's  in  the  Wooden  Galleries,  or 
behind  the  scenes  at  the  Vaudeville,  when  youmalists  of  either 
side  iTict  on  neutral  ground. 

Hlten  LiKien  went  to  tlie  green-room  of  the  Vaudeville, 
be  nict  with  no  welcome ;  the  men  of  hts  own  party  held  out 
a  tiand  to  shake,  the  otbcTS  cui  him  ;  and  all  the  while  Hec> 
tew  Merlin  and  Theodore  GailUrd  frateniixed  unbluiJiingly 
with  J^nM.  Lousteaii,  aitd  Vemou,  and  the  rest  of  the  jour- 
nalists who  were  known  for  "  good  fellows." 

'the  grecn-rootu  of  tlie  Vaudeville  in  those  dajn  was  ■  hot' 
bed  of  goBtp,  as  well  as  a  neutral  ground  where  men  of  every 
shade  of  opinion  could  nteet ;  so  much  so  thai  the  president 
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of  a  couT[  of  law,  al^er  reproving  a  learned  brother  In  k 
certain  council  chzmber  for  "  Ewecping  the  green-room  with 
his  ^owa,"  met  the  subject  of  his  strictures,  gown  to  gown, 
in  the  green-room  of  the  Vaudeville.  L.ousteau,  in  time, 
shook  hands  again  with  Nathan;  Finol  came  thither  almost 
every  evening;  and  Lucien,  whenever  he  could  spare  the 
time,  went  to  the  Vaudeville  to  watch  the  enemies,  who 
showed  no  sign  of  relenting  toward  the  unfortunate  boy. 
They  all  appeared  determined  to  down  him. 

In  the  time  of  the  restoration  parly  hatred  was  far  more 
bitter  than  in  our  day.  fnienaity  of  feeling  is  diminished  in 
our  high-pressure  age.  The  critic  cuts  a  book  to  pieces  and 
sliakes  hands  with  the  author  afterward,  and  the  victim  most 
keep  on  good  terms  with  his  slaughterer,  or  run  the  gantlet 
of  innumerable  jokes  at  his  expense.  If  he  refuses,  he  t» 
unsociable,  eaten  up  with  self-love,  he  is  sulky  and  rancorous, 
he  bears  malice,  he  is  a  bad  fellow.  To-day  let  an  author 
receive  a  treacherous  stab  in  the  bade,  let  him  avoid  the 
snares  set  for  him  with  base  hypocrisy,  and  endure  the  most 
unhandsome  treatment,  he  must  still  exchange  greetings  with 
his  assassin,  who,  for  that  matter,  claims  the  esteem  and 
friendship  of  his  victim.  Everything  can  be  excused  and 
justified  in  an  age  which  has  transformed  vice  into  virtue  and 
rirlue  into  vice.  Good-fellowship  has  come  to  be  the  most 
sacred  of  our  liberties ;  the  representatives  of  the  most  oppo-^ 
site  opinions  courteously  blunt  the  edge  of  their  words  and 
fence  with  buttoned  foils.  But  in  those  almost  forgotten  days 
the  same  theatre  could  scarcely  hold  certain  Royalist  and 
Liberal  journalists ;  the  most  malignant  provocation  wu 
oAered,  glances  were  like  pistol-shots,  the  least  spark  pr^ 
duced  an  explosion  of  rjuarret.  Who  has  not  heard  his 
neighbor's  half-smotherec)  oath  on  the  entrance  of  some  man 
in  the  forefront  of  the  battle  on  the  opposing  side  7  There 
were  but  the  two  parties — Royalists  and  Liberals,  Classics  and 
Romantics.     You  found  tiie  same  hatred   m*!qiierading  in 
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cilbcr  bra,  and  oo  looker  wondeit^t  at  the  tcaOblds  oT  tltc 
ooo  (catkin, 

tud  been  a  Liberal  and  a  hot  Volt^ircan  ;  now  li« 
*  I  Riijaltu  and  a  Roroonttc.    MarUiiivillr,  Utc  ouly 

oec  anoai  bis  coUca|tic»  wlto  really  liked  liim  and  itood  by 
h  "       .        .  ,rc  luucd  by  (he  Libetalt  than  juiy  luaii  on 

.  J  tliii  fuel  drew  down  all  ihe  hate  nf  the 
jta  on  l^iKti's  head.  Uartainvilto's  sLuich  friendship 
■  'j-i-cd  Lnocn.  Pulitiral  ponies  ihow  icaniy  graiUude  to 
owpott  wniincU,  and  Irare  leadrn  ai  rorlorn  hojirt  to  tbctf 
&ir  -,  ')>*  a  rule  or  warfaie,  whirli  holds  e(|iially  good  in  mai- 
om  political.  III  keep  with  the  main  bi>dy  of  the  army  IT  you 
ncaa  ui  wiccced.  Tbe  »pile  of  the  snull  Liberal  papers  f«u- 
ncd  ■)  once  on  the  opportnniiy  of  rotipling  tlve  Iwo  naino, 
aod  Aunji  ibem  Into  caeh  other'i  arms.  Their  frietidahip, 
ml  or  imaginary,  bfought  down  upon  them  both  a  series  of 
utkk*  written  by  pcnx  dipped  in  g.ill.  F^licien  VeriKiu  was 
fbrrwoi  with  )ralot»y  of  Ludcn't  social  xucccin  ;  and  believed, 
like  all  )tit  old  aMOciiiea,  In  the  poei'a  approaching  etovatlon, 

TV  6ctian  of  Ijicten't  ircaiton  waa  embclliahcd  with  every 
Vin^of  aggravjiinK  circniiMtanee ;  lie  was  railed  Jddai  the 
Martainville  brine  Jtidaa  tltc  Great,  for  Mditainvdic  was 
(rij{h(ly  or  wrongly^  to  have  given  up  the  Bridge  of 
Fceq  to  the  foraign  Invader*.  Lui:!en  uid  jcitingty  in  del 
IjBpcsolx  that  he  hitmelf,  miely.  had  given  up  tbc  Avea* 
Iridfe. 

Lncien'a  Innrlom  life,  hollow  ihongh  It  was,  and  foondtNl 
oo  »:  >.  had  cttr;i!'gcd  lii>   frirnd*.     Tlicy  ronld  no4 

faffitr  T  the  carriage  which  he  had  pui  down— fur 

itkcta  be  waa  «iil)  rolling  about  in  ll— nor  yet  foe  ihe  aplendott 
of  ibc  Roe  dc  Vnulfime  wliit-h  he  had  left.  All  of  thpm  frli 
uwinctivcly  that  nothing  ins  beyond  ttte  reach  of  itiii  yonng 
aad  handaacne  poet,  with  intellect  cnoogh  and  lo  iparc ;  lh#y 
dieiwvtrcthad  Itaincd  him  in  corTU|)(lon  g  aod,  ihereforr,  they 
)dk  BO  «<MK  ■Dtwiwd  to  ruin  hiis. 
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Some  few  days  bcrorc  Coralie's  first  appearance  at  the 
Gymnase,  Lucicu  and  Kccior  Mcilin  went  ^irin-in-ann  lo  (be 
Vaudeville.  Merlin  wa&  scoldicig  his  friend  foi  jiviiig  a  help- 
ing hand  to  Niilian  in  Floriue'k  affair. 

"  You  ll^ti  and  (here  made  two  nioTial  enemies  of  LoiHlcaa 
and  Nailian,"  he  said.  "  1  gave  you  good  advice,  and  yoa 
look  no  notice  of  it.  You  gave  praise,  you  did  them  a  good 
turn — you  will  be  well  puiii&hcd  for  your  kindness.  Florinc 
aud  Coralie  will  Dever  live  in  peace  on  the  same  stage  ;  both 
will  wish  10  l>e  first.  Vou  can  only  defend  Coralie  in  our 
papers ;  and  Nathan  noi  only  has  a  pull  as  a  dramatic  authof, 
he  can  control  the  dramatic  criticism  in  the  Liberal  news- 
papers.    He  lias  been  a  Journalist  a  little  longer  than  you  1 " 

The  words  responded  lo  Lucicn's  inward  misgivinns. 
Neither  Nathan  not  Gaillard  was  treating  him  with  the  frank- 
nest  which  he  had  a  right  to  expect,  but  so  new  a  conrert 
could  hardly  complain.  Gaillard  utterly  confounded  Lucien 
by  saying  roundly  that  new-comers  must  give  jnoofs  of  their 
sincerity  for  some  time  before  their  party  could  trust  ihcni. 
There  was  more  jealousy  than  he  had  imagined  in  the  inner 
circles  of  royalist  and  ministerial  journalism.  The  jealousy 
of  curs  fighting  for  a  bone  is  apt  to  appear  in  the  human 
species  when  there  is  a  loaf  to  divide;  there  is  the  same 
growling  and  showing  of  teeth,  the  same  charaaeritttcs  come 
out. 

In  every  possible  way  these  writers  of  articles  tried  lo  ii>- 
jnre each  other  with  those  in  power;  they  brought  reciprocal 
acctisations  of  lukewarm  zeal ;  they  invented  the  most  ircKh* 
erous  ways  of  getting  rid  of  a  rival.  There  had  been  none 
of  this  internecine  wnrlare  among  (lie  Liberals ;  they  were  too 
far  from  power,  too  hopelessly  out  of  favor;  and  Lucien, 
amid  the  inextricable  tangle  of  ambitions,  had  neither  the 
courage  to  draw  swoid  and  cut  the  knot  nor  lite  patieiKC  to 
unravel  it.  He  could  not  be  the  Beauiuarcbais.  the  Aretino, 
the  Fr6ron  of  his  epoch ;  he  waa  not  made  of  such  stuff ;  he 
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Dioos^i  '>f  no>liit>g  but  his  own  desire,  llie  patent  of  oobilft/  \ 
(ax  lie  M»  cleatlf  thai  for  him  sucli  a  resioration  meant  a 
weilihy  marriage,  ami,  [he  title  uiice  secured,  chance  and  his 
food  looks  would  do  the  rest.  Thi»  was  all  his  plan;  and 
£ii«niie  Lotuteaa,  who  liad  (X>iirid(.-(]  xo  mucli  to  him,  knew 
hu  secret,  knew  buw  (o  deal  a  death-blow  to  the  poet  of 
AngonlCme.  Thai  very  nighl,  as  Lucien  and  Merlin  went  lo 
the  Vaudeville,  Elieniie  had  laid  a  terrible  trap  into  which  an 
iiiei|>erienced  boy  could  not  but  fall. 

"  McR  is  our  liaudsocne  Lucleti,"  said  Finoi,  drawing  des 
Litpeaulx  in  the  direction  of  the  poet,  and  shaking  hands 
witli  feline  amiability.  "  I  cannot  think  of  another  example 
of  such  rapid  success,"  continued  Finot,  looking  from  dcs 
Lopcaulx  10  Lucieii.  "There  are  two  sotts  of  luccc&s  in 
Parte;  iltete  ia  a  fortune  in  solid  cash,  which  anyone  can 
imaa*,  and  there  is  tlie  intangible  fortune  of  connections,  po- 
sition, or  a  fooling  in  certain  circles  inaccessible  for  certain 
persons,  however  rich  they  may  be.    Now  my  friend  here " 

*'Our  friend,"  interposed  des  I.uix-anli,  smiling  blandly. 

"  Our  friend,"  repeated  Finot,  patting  Locien's  hand,  "  Ua.< 
made  a  brilliant  siKCess  from  this  point  of  view.  Truth  lo 
letl,  Lncien  has  more  in  him,  more  gifi,  more  wit  tlian  the 
rest  of  t«  that  envy  him,  and  he  is  enchaniingly  handsome 
be»de ;  his  oM  fnetvds  cannot  forgive  him  for  hb  succet»— 
tbey  ca]l  ii  lack." 

"  Luck  of  that  sort  never  como  (o  foots  or  incapables," 
said  des  Lupeanlx.  "  Can  yoti  call  Bonapnite's  fortune  luck, 
eh  ?  There  were  a  score  of  applicants  for  the  command  of 
ihc  army  of  Italy,  just  as  there  are  a  hundred  young  men  at 
this  moment  who  would  like  to  have  an  entrance  to  M.idc- 
moiwlle  dcs  Touches'  hoiue ;  ]>eople  ate  coupling  her  name 
with  youra  already  in  society,  my  dear  boy,"  said  dcs  La- 
peanlx,  clapping  Lucien  on  the  shoulder.  "Ah  !  you  are  in 
high  (iaror.  Madame  d'Eepard,  Madame  de  Bargeton,  and 
Uadune  de  Monlcomrl  are  wild  about  you.     You  are  going 
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to  Hada&M  Fttmuni's  pan^  to-night,  are  yoa  not,  ind  lo  t 
Duchesse  dc  Grandlicu's  loui  to-mortow?" 

"Yc9,"  uid  Lucicn. 

"  Allow  rue  lo  introduce  a  yotiug  banker  to  you,  a  Monsieur 
du  Tillet ;  you  ouglit  to  be  acquainted,  he  has  contrived  to 
make  a  great  Toriune  in  a  short  time." 

Lacicn  and  du  Tillcl  bowed,  and  entered  into  conversalio: 
and  the  banker  asked  Lucien  to  dinner.     Finot  and  des 
pleaux,  a  •rcU-nuiche<l  pair,  knew  each  other  well  enough 
keep  upon  good  lernu;  they  tun:ed  away  to  continue  the: 
chat  on  one  o{  the  sofas  in  the  grecn-rooiu,  and  left  Luci< 
with  du  Tillei,  Merlin,  and  Nathan. 

"  By  the  way,  my  frictvd,"  said  Finot,  *'  tell  me  how  thin 
sund.     Is  there  really  somebody  behind  Luckn  ?     For  he 
the  &tU  noir  (wild  hou)  of  my  staff;  and  before  allowt: 
them  10  plot  againi-t  hicn,  I  thought  I  should  like  to  kno' 
whether,  in  your  opinion,  it  would  be  better  to  baffle  them 
and  keep  welt  with  him." 

The  master  of  requests  and  Finot  looked  at  each  other  verj- 
closely  for  a  ntonteni  or  two. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  *aid  de»  Liipeaulx,  "  how  can  yoa  In*- 
aj;ine  tlut  tl»e  MarquiK  d'Espard,  or  OiAtclct,  or  Mad.-ime  dfl 
Birgeton — who  has  procured  the  Baron's  nomination  to  tb^ 
jirvfcclure  and  the  title  of  Count,  *o  as  to  return  in  tTium[^ 
lo  AngoulCine— bow  can  you  fiiippo<e  that  any  of  them 
forgive  Lucien  for  his  attacks  on  them  ?  Tl«y  dropped 
down  in  ihc  royalist  ranks  to  cnish  him  oot  of  existe 
At  ihi(  moment  they  are  looking  around  for  any  excuse  for 
not  fulRiling  the  promises  they  madu  (o  that  boy.  Help  them 
lo  some ;  you  will  do  the  greatest  possible  service  to  the  two 
women,  and  some  day  or  other  they  will  remember  it.  I  am 
in  ihcir  seems ;  1  was  surprised  lo  find  how  much  ibey  haled 
the  llllle  fellow.  This  Lticien  might  Imvc  rid  himself  of  his 
r  I>itle(p>:  etiem_v  (Mj<Iamc  de  Bargcton)  by  d«isting  from  his 
TaUacbi  on  term  which  a  wooion  loves  to  grant — do  you  lake 
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^^■e?  He  is  young  >od  handsome,  he  should  have  diowned 
I  her  hale  in  torrents  of  love,  he  would  be  Comic  de  Rubemprd 
I  b]r  this  time ;  the  cMitlefbh-bouc  would  have  obtained  some 
ciftecare  for  him,  some  post  in  the  royal  household.  Luciea 
wouM  have  nude  a  very  pretty  reader  to  Louis  XVIII.;  he 
might  have  been  librarian  somewhere  or  other,  master  of  re* 
qucett  for  a  )ol(e,  mattet  of  the  revels,  what  you  please.  The 
youDg  fool  has  missed  his  chance.  Perhaps  that  is  hb  an* 
pifdooablc  sin.  Instead  of  imposing  his  conditions,  be  haa 
accepted  ibem.  When  Lucien  was  caught  with  the  bait  of 
the  patent  of  nobility,  the  Baron  ChAtelet  made  a  great  step. 
Coralic  has  been  the  ruin  of  tliat  boy.  If  he  had  not  had  Ihe 
actress  for  his  mittrets,  he  would  have  turned  again  to  tbe 
cnttleftsh-bone ;  and  he  would  hare  had  her,  too." 
"  Then  we  can  knock  him  over  P  " 

•'  How?"  dcs  Lupcaulx  asked  carelessly.  He  saw  a  way 
of  gaining  credit  with  the  Maiijuise  d'Etiiard  for  this  service. 
"  He  is  under  contract  to  write  for  Lousteau's  paper  and 
ve  can  the  belter  hold  him  to  his  agreement  because  be 
bas  not  a  soa.  If  we  tickle  up  the  keeper  of  the  teals  with 
■  fiuettoo*  article,  and  prove  that  Lucien  wrote  it,  he 
will  cotuMJer  tlui  Ijjcien  is  unworthy  of  the  King's  favof. 
We  have  a  plot  on  hand  beside.  Coralie  will  be  rained, 
and  OUT  distinguished  provincial  will  lose  his  head  when 
his  mistress  is  hissed  off  tlve  stage  and  left  without  an  cn> 
(ifement.  When  once  tlie  patent  is  suspended,  we  will 
Uogh  at  the  victim's  aristocratic  pretensions,  and  allude  to  his 
mother  the  nurse  and  his  father  the  apothecary.  Lucien's 
coarage  is  only  skin-deep,  he  wilt  collapse;  we  wilt  send  him 
tMck  10  his  provinces.  Nathan  made  Florine  sett  me  Matifat's 
siith  share  of  the  review,  1  was  able  to  bay ;  Dauriat  and  I 
•re  the  only  proprietors  now  ;  we  might  come  to  an  nnder- 
(landing,  you  and  1,  and  live  review  might  be  taken  over  for 
the  benefit  of  tbe  court.  I  sti|>ulaied  for  the  restitution  of 
ray  sixth  before  1  undertook  to  protect  Nathan  and  Florioe; 
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ihcy  let  mc  have  it,  and  I  must  help  thcro ;  Imi  I  wished  w 
know  first  how  Lucien  stood " 

"  You  deserve  your  name,"  said  des  Lupeaulx.     "  I  like  a 
roan  of  your  son " 

"  Very  well.  Then  can  you  arrange  a  definite  engagetneol 
for  Florioe?"  aaked  Finol. 

"Yes,  but  rid  iiH  of  Lucien,  for  Rasiignac  and  de  Manay 
never  wish  to  hear  of  him  again." 

"Sleep  in  peace,"  returned  Finot.  "Nathan  and  Meriin 
will  always  have  articles  ready  for  Gaillard,  who  will  promise 
to  lake  them ;  Lucien  will  never  get  a  line  into  the  paper. 
We  will  cut  ofr  his  supplies.  There  is  only  Martainville'i 
paper  left  him  in  which  to  defend  himself  and  Coralic  ;  what 
can  a  single  paper  do  against  so  many?" 

"  I  will  let  yon  know  the  weak  points  of  the  Minis(r>' ;  but 
gel  Lucien  to  write  that  article  and  hand  over  the  manu- 
sciipl,"  said  des  Lupeautx,  who  tefrained  carefully  from  in- 
forming Finot  that  Lucieii's  promised  patent  was  nothing  but 
a  joke. 

When  des  Lu]>caulx  had  gone.  Finol  went  to  Lucieo,  and 
taking  the  good-natured  tone  which  deceives  so  many  victims, 
he  explained  that  be  could  not  possibly  afford  to  lose  his  con- 
tributor and  at  the  same  lime  he  shrank  from  taking  proceed- 
ings which  might  ruin  him  with  his  friends  of  the  other  side. 
Finot  himself  liked  a  man  who  was  sliong  enough  to  change 
his  opinions.  Tliey  were  pretty  sure  to  come  across  one 
another,  he  and  Lucien,  and  might  l>e  mutually  helpful  in  a 
thousand  little  ways.  Lucien,  beside,  needed  a  sure  man  in 
the  Liberal  p.irty  to  attack  the  Ultras  and  men  in  office  who 
might  refu!>e  to  help  him. 

"Suppose  they  play  you  false,  what  will  you  do?"  Finot 
ended.  "  Suppose  that  srime  miniMer  fancies  tlui  he  has  yoa 
fast  by  the  halter  of  your  apostasy,  and  turns  the  cold  shoulder 
on  you  ?  You  will  be  glad  to  set  on  a  few  dogs  to  snap  at  bis 
legs,  will  you  not  ?    Very  well.     But  you  have  made  »  deadly 
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noDy  of  Lodsleau ;  \ve  >»  thireling  for  your  blood.  Yoa  «n<l 
Micicn  arc  Dot  on  tpcaking  (crms.  I  only  tcroain  to  you.  It 
it  t  rule  of  ibc  aitft  to  keep  i.  good  understanding  with  every 
nan  ai  ml  ability.  In  the  world  which  you  arc  about  to 
enter  you  can  do  idc  services  in  return  fur  mine  wiili  the 
pccM.  But  btniueas  first.  Let  me  have  tnircly  literary  arli- 
irlc^;  iltey  will  not  compromise  you,  audwe^hall  haveexecuied 
our  sgrccmcnt." 

Lucicn  saw  nothing  but  good- fell ow&hip  and  a  shrewd  eye 
tobutineu  in  Finot'ji  ufTcr;  Finot  and  dci  Lupcaulx  had  flat* 
icfc<l  him,  and  be  waa  in  a  good  huittor.  He  actually  thanked 
FlMMl 

AmbitioQE  nwn,  like  all  those  who  ran  only  nuke  tlveir  way 
by  llie  helpof  others  and  of  ciicumstances,  are  boand  to  lay 
Ihctr  )tUiii  very  carefully  and  (o  adhere  very  clovly  to  the 
coane  of  conduct  on  which  they  determine  ;  it  is  a  cruel  tno- 
ucnt  in  the  lire*  of  such  atpiranii  when  tome  unknown  |)ower 
brings  the  fabtic  of  (heir  fortunes  lo  souk  severe  test  and 
everything  givn  way  at  once  ;  threads  are  snapped  or  entan- 
gled, and  mitfoTiune  appears  on  every  side.  Let  a  man  lose 
Im  head  in  ihe  confusion,  ii  if  all  over  with  him  ;  but  if  he  can 
reuU  this  first  revolt  of  circnmstancc,  if  he  can  stand  erect 
until  the  Icmpnt  pnaes  over,  or  nnake  a  supreme  effort  and 
letch  Ibc  serene  sphere  about  the  storm— then  he  is  really 
arong.  To  every  man,  unless  be  is  born  rich,  there  comes, 
sooner  or  later,  "his  fau)  week,"  as  it  must  be  called.  For 
Napoleon,  for  instance,  that  week  was  the  retreat  from  Moo- 
cow.     It  hod  begun  now  for  l.ucien. 

Social  and  literary  success  had  come  to  him  too  easily ;  he 
had  Had  such  luck  that  he  was  bound  to  know  reverses  and  to 
sec  men  and  circumstances  turn  against  htm. 

The  first  blow  was  the  tjeavtest  and  the  most  keenly  fell, 
fur  it  touched  Lucien  where  he  thought  himself  invulnerable 
— in  his  heart  and  his  love.  Coralie  might  not  be  clever,  but 
ben  was  a  noble  natorc,  and  she  poaseaacd  tbe  great  acirea' 
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faculty  of  suddenly  standing  aloof  from  self.  This  sinDEt 
plienomcnon  is  subject,  ualil  it  degenerates  into  a  habil  with 
long  praciice,  to  the  caprices  of  cliaracter,  and  not  icldoca  W 
an  admirable  delicacy  of  feeling  in  actresses  who  arc  ttiU 
young.  Coralie,  to  all  appearance  bold  and  wanton,  3&  hei 
part  requited,  was  in  reality  girlish  and  timid,  and  low  had 
wrought  in  her  a  revulsion  of  her  woman's  heart  against  the 
comedian's  mask.  Art,  the  supreme  art  of  feigning  ])assion 
and  feeling,  hail  not  yet  triumphed  over  nature  in  her;  the 
shrank  before  a  great  audience  from  the  utterance  that  belonp 
to  love  alone;  and  Coratic  5u£fcncd  beside  from  another  (tue 
woman's  weakness — she  ncedcii  success,  born  stage  quccu 
though  she  was.  She  could  not  confront  an  audience  with 
which  she  was  out  of  sympathy;  she  was  nervous  when  site 
appeared  on  the  stage,  a  cold  reception  paralyzed  her.  Each 
new  part  gave  her  the  terrible  sensations  of  a  6rat  appearance. 
Applause  produced  a  sort  of  intoxicaiion  which  gave  her  en- 
couragement without  flattering  her  vanity;  at  a  murmur  of 
dissftiisfaciion  or  before  a  silent  house,  she  flagged  ;  but  a 
great  audience  following  attentively,  admiringly,  wilting  to  be 
pleased,  electrified  Coralie.  She  felt  at  once  in  cOfDnniDka* 
lion  with  the  nobler  qualities  of  all  those  listeners;  site  felt 
that  she  possessed  the  power  of  stirring  their  souls  and  carry- 
ing ihem  with  tier.  But  if  this  action  and  reaction  of  the 
audience  upon  (he  actress  reveals  the  nervous  organization  of 
genius,  it  shows  no  le^  clearly  the  poor  child's  sensitiveness 
and  delicacy.  Lucicn  had  discovered  the  treasures  of  her 
nature  \  had  learned  in  the  past  months  that  this  woman  who 
loved  him  was  still  so  much  of  a  girt.  And  Coralte  was  un- 
skilled in  the  wiles  of  an  actress — she  could  not  fight  her  own 
battles  nor  protect  henelf  against  the  machination!  of  jealousy 
behind  the  scenes.  Florine  was  jealous  of  her,  and  Florinc 
was  as  dangerous  and  depraved  as  Coralie  was  umple  and 
generous.  Rdlcs  must  come  to  find  Cotalie;  she  was  too 
proud  to  implore  authors  or  to  submit  lo  dishonoring  coodi- 
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tion»;  the  would  not  give  herself  to  t lie  6rai  jouinalist  who 
jKraecutcd  her  with  lii§  advjiticn  and  [iireaiened  her  with  his 
pen.  Genius  is  tare  coougli  la  the  extraordinary  art  of  the 
■Uge;  but  genius  is  only  one  condition  of  niceea  among 
many,  and  is  positively  huitrul  unlesi  it  \%  accompanied  by  a 
genius  for  intrigue,  in  which  Coialie  was  utterly  lacking. 

LtKicn  knew  how  much  his  friend  would  suffer  on  her  first 
•ppearance  at  the  Gymnase,  and  was  aiixiuui  at  all  costs  to 
obuin  a  ncceta  for  her;  but  all  the  money  remaining  from 
the  sale  of  the  furniture  and  all  I.ucien't  earnings  had  been 
sunk  in  costuinex,  in  the  furniture  of  a  dressing-room,  and  tlic 
expenses  of  a  first  appearance. 

A  few  days  later,  Lucicn  made  up  hts  mind  lo  a  humiliating 
■tep  for  love's  sake.  He  took  Fendant  and  Cavalier's  bills 
and  went  lo  the  "Golden  Cocoon"  in  the  Rue  dcs  Bour- 
donnats.  He  would  ask  Cunusol  to  drscoont  them.  1'he 
poet  had  not  fallen  so  low  tlut  he  could  make  this  ailcmpi 
coolly.  There  had  been  many  a  sharp  slrus};le  fint,  and  the 
way  to  that  deci.iion  had  been  paved  with  many  dreadful 
thoughts.  Nevertheless,  he  arrived  at  last  in  the  dark,  cheer- 
less little  private  office  that  looked  out  upon  a  yard,  and 
found  Camusot  seated  gravely  there ;  this  was  not  Coralic's 
infatuated  adorer,  not  the  casy-natured,  indolcni,  incredulous 
libertine  whom  he  had  knowi>  hitherto  as  Camusot,  but  a 
heavy  father  of  a  family,  a  merchant  grown  old  in  shrevd 

pedients  of  business  and  respectable  virtues,  wearing  a 
jitraie's  mask  of  judicial  prudery;  this  Camusot  was  the 
|COol,  bi»inera-lifcc  head  of  the  firm  surrounded  by  clerks, 
cirdboard  boxe«,  pigeonholes,  inrokes,  and  samples, 
fortified  by  the  presence  of  a  wife  and  a  plainly. dressed 
daughter.  Lucicn  irenibled  from  head  to  foot  as  he  timidly 
approaclted ;  for  the  worthy  merchant,  like  the  money- 
lenden,  turned  cool,  iiMliffercni  eyes  upon  htm,  as  tltough  he 
ns  an  entire  stranger. 

"  Hwe  are  two  or  three  bills,  monsieur,"  he  said,  sUnding 
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bt.-»i<)c  Ihe  merchant,  who  did  not  rise  from  hudok.    "If 
)'ou  will  lake  ibecn  of  oie,  you  will  oblige  me  exiienveljr." 

"  Vou  have  ukcn  someihiiig  of  me,  monsieur,"  uid  Camil- 
aot ;  "1  do  not  forget  it." 

On  ihis,  Lucien  explained  CoralJe's  predicament.  He 
spoke  in  a  low  voice,  bending  to  murmur  his  explanation,  w 
that  Carausot  cuuld  hear  tlie  heavy  ihtobl>ing  of  the  buisil- 
iated  poet's  heart.  It  was  no  pan  of  Catnusot's  plana  that 
Coralie  should  suffer  a  check.  He  tistuiied,  smiling  lo  him- 
lelf  over  the  signatures  on  the  bills  (  for,  as  a  judge  at  the 
Tribuna]  of  Commerce,  he  knew  how  the  bookicliers  stood), 
but  in  the  end  he  gave  Lucien  four  thousand  five  hundred 
francs  for  them,  stipul.iiing  that  he  should  add  the  formnb, 
"  For  value  received  in  «ilks." 

Lucien  went  straight  to  Biaulard,  and  made  arrangcmenis 
for  a  good  reception.  Braulard  promised  lo  come  to  the 
dieK-reIiears3l,  to  determine  on  the  potntt  where  his  "Ro- 
mans" should  work  iheir  Hcshjr  clappers  to  bring  down  I  lie 
house  in  applause.  Lucien  gave  the  rest  of  the  money  to 
Coralie  (lie  did  not  tell  her  haw  he  had  come  by  it),  and 
allayed  her  anxieties  and  the  fears  of  ])6r6nioe,  who  was  soreljr 
troubled  over  ihcir  daily  expenses. 

Maitaiiwille  came  several  limc*  to  hear  Coratie  reheane. 
and  he  knew  more  of  the  stage  than  mo'ii  men  of  his  lime: 
several  royali&t  writers  had  promised  favorable  articles; 
Lucien  had  not  a  suspicion  of  the  impending  disaster. 

.\  fjt.il  event  occnrrcd  on  tlic  evening  before  Coralie's 
dtbul.  D'.Arlhei's  book  had  appeared;  and  lite  editor  of 
Merlin's  paper,  considering  lucien  to  be  the  l>eM  qualified 
man  on  the  staff,  gave  him  the  book  to  review.  He  owned 
hit  unluekjr  reputation  to  those  articles  on  Nathan's  work. 
There  were  several  men  in  the  office  at  the  time,  for  all  Ihe 
staff  had  been  summoned ;  Mariainville  was  explaining  that 
the  party  warfare  with  the  Liberals  must  be  w.iged  on  certain 
lines.     Nathan,   Merlin,  all   the  contributors   In   Utx,  wen 
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IkiDf;  of  Lion  Giranu's  paper,  and  retnarking  thai  its  influ- 
ence w:u  live  mute  iKniiuioiu  because  the  language  was 
guarded,  coui,  Tnodeiaie.  People  were  beginning  to  speak  of 
ilic  circle  in  the  KiiedesQuuite-Ventsasa  second  convention. 
li  had  been  decided  thai  the  rojralist  papers  were  to  wage  a 
■y&tetnaiic  war  of  extctmination  against  these  dangerous 
opiionenti,  wlio,  indeed,  at  a  later  day,  were  destined  to  •Mitt 
the  doctrines  ihai  drove  the  Boorboni  into  exile;  bnt  that 
mM  onljr  after  live  niucit  brilliant  of  royalist  writers  had  joined 
then)  for  the  uke  of  a  mean  revenge, 
^b-  O'Arthcz's  ziMoiutibt  opinions  were  not  known ;  it  was 
^Miken  fur  granted  that  lie  shared  the  views  of  his  clique,  he 
fell  tinder  the  same  anutlienia,  aitd  he  wa:i  to  be  the  lirsi 
vtctitn.  Hit  book  was  to  be  honored  with  "a  slashing 
trtitle,"  to  use  the  consecrated  formula.  Lucien  refuted  to 
write  the  article.  Great  was  the  commotion  among  the  lead- 
ing royalist  writers  thus  inet  in  conclave.  I.uci<rn  was  told 
plainly  that  a  rcnet^ade  could  not  do  as  he  pleated ;  if  it  did 
not  mit  his  view«  to  take  lite  side  of  the  monarchy  and  i^ 
UgMn,  he  could  go  back  to  tlte  other  camp.  Merlin  and 
Uartainville  took  him  uidc  and  begged  him,  as  hii  friends, 
to  renKmber  that  he  would  simply  hand  Coratie  over  to  the 
tender  mercies  of  tlie  Liberal  papers,  for  she  would  find  no 
champions  on  the  royaliti  and  ministerial  side.     Her  acting 

^BS  certain  to  provoke  a  hot  battle,  aind  the  kind  of  discoisioa 
hich  every  actress  longs  to  arouse. 
"  Von  don't  underhand  it  m  the  least,"  said  Martainville ; 
"  if  she  plays  for  three  months  amid  a  cross-fire  of  criticism, 
she  will  make  thirty  ihouund  fraiKs  when  she  go;s  on  tour 
in  the  provinces  at  the  end  of  the  season  ;  and  here  yoti  are 
about  to  sacrifKC  Coralie  and  your  own  future,  and  to  <)uarrel 
with  your  own  bread  and  butter,  all  for  a  scruple  tint  will 
always  tund  in  your  way,  and  ought  to  be  gotten  rid  of  at 
once." 
Liicien  was  forced  to  choooc  between  d'Arihca  and  Cotalie. 
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Hb  mislrat  would  be  ruined  anlos  be  dealt  his  friend  % 
deUh-blow  in  the  "  Kireil  "  and  tl>e  great  newspaper.  Poor 
poet  I  He  went  home  with  death  in  his  soul;  and  by  the 
firc&idc  he  sac  and  read  iliat  finest  production  of  modeni 
litetAiurc.  Tears  fell  Cut  over  it  as  the  pages  turned.  For  a 
long  while  he  hesitated,  but  ai  last  he  lo<^  up  (Ik  pen  and 
wrote  a  sarcasiic  article  of  the  kind  that  he  understood  so 
well,  talcing  the  book  as  children  might  take  some  bright  bird 
to  strip  il  of  its  plumtge  and  torture  it.  His  sardonic  >etu 
were  Mire  to  tell.  .Again  he  turned  to  the  book,  and  as  he 
read  it  over  a  second  i  tme,  his  better  self  awoke.  In  the  dead 
of  night  he  hurried  across  Paris  and  stood  outside  d'Arihez's 
house.  He  looked  up  at  the  windows  ai)d  saw  the  faint  pure 
gleam  of  tight  in  the  panes,  as  he  had  so  often  teen  it,  with  a 
feeling  of  admiration  for  the  noble  steadfastness  of  thai  Iruljr 
great  nature.  For  some  moments  he  stood  irresolute  on  the 
curbstone ;  he  had  not  courage  to  go  further;  but  hb  good 
angel  urged  him  on.  He  tapped  at  the  door  ami  opened, 
and  found  d'Anhei  silting  reading  in  a  lirctcss  room. 

"  What  has  happened  ?  "  asked  d' Arthei,  for  news  of  tamt 
drea<lftil  kind  was  visible  in  Lucicn's  ghastly  face, 

**  Your  book  is  sublime,  d'Arlliez,"  said  I^cien,  with  tears 
in  his  eyes,  "and  they  ha<re  ordered  lac  to  write  an  attack 
upon  it." 

"  Poor  boy  1  the  bread  that  they  give  you  is  hard  indeed  I  '* 
said  d'Arthez. 

"  I  only  ask  for  one  favor,  keep  my  visit  a  secret  and  teare 
me  to  my  hell,  to  the  occupations  of  the  damned.  Perhaps 
it  is  impu^ible  to  attain  to  succexs  until  the  heart  b  scared 
and  callous  in  every  most  sensitive  spot." 

"  The  same  as  ever  I  "  cried  d'Arthet. 

"  Do  you  think  me  a  base  poltroon  ?  No,  d'Arthez ;  no, 
I  am  a  boy  half-crazed  with  love,"  and  he  told  his  story. 

'•  Let  us  look  at  Ihe  article,"  said  d'Anhea,  touched  by  all 
that  Lucien  said  of  Coralie. 
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Lucicii  hcUI  oiit  the  nuinutcript ;  d'Artbez  rc^i  and  OMild 
Dot  heip  smiling, 

"Oh,  what  a  futal  waste  of  intellect  t"  he  began.  But  at 
the  sight  of  Lucten  overcome  with  grief  in  the  opputile  arm- 
chair he  checked  himself. 

"  Will  you  leave  it  with  me  to  correct  ?  I  will  let  yoa  hav« 
it  again  to  morrow,"  !ie  went  on.  "  Flippancy  depreciate*  % 
work ;  tcrious  and  conitcieniiou*  criticism  is  xotnetimes  praise 
in  iWclf.  I  know  the  way  to  make  your  nrlicle  more  honor- 
able  both  for  yourself  aod  for  mc.  Beside,  I  know  my  faults 
well  enotigh." 

'•  When  yoit  climb  n  hot,  xhadowten  hillside,  you  some- 
times find  fruit  iM  quench  your  torturing  thirst ;  aiid  I  Itave 
found  it  here  and  now,"  said  Lacicn,  as  he  sjirang  sobbing  to 
d'Arthet's  arms  and  kissed  liis  friend  on  the  forelKad.  "  It 
■eeins  to  me  that  I  am  leaving  my  conscience  in  your  kccjv 
lag  ;  some  day  I  will  come  to  you  and  ajik  foe  it  again." 

"  I  look  tii>on  a  periodical  rc|>entance  as  great  hypocrisy," 
d'Arthci  said  soJcmnly  ;  "  repentance  becomes  a  »ort  of  in- 
demnity for  wrongdoing.  Rcpentaivce  is  virginity  of  lool, 
which  we  muiit  keep  for  God  ;  a  man  who  icpents  twice  is  a 
Itombic  sycophant.  I  Jm  afraid  that  you  regard  repentance 
BB  abaoluiion." 

Lucicn  went  slowly  back  to  the  Rue  de  ta  Lune,  stricken 
dumb  by  those  words. 

Next  morning  d'Arthei  wmt  back  his  article,  recast  through* 
out,  aiMJ  Locien  sent  it  in  to  the  review  ;  b-jt  from  that  day 
DiriaDcboly  preyed  upon  him  and  he  could  not  alirayt  dis- 
gniw  hit  nood.  That  evening,  when  the  theatre  wis  full,  he 
experienced  for  tlvc  first  time  the  paroxysm  of  nervom  terror 
catised  by  a  lUhit:  terror  aggravated  in  his  case  by  alt  the 
strength  of  his  love.  Vanity  of  every  kind  was  involved. 
He  looked  over  tlie  row*  of  faces  as  a  criminal  eyes  ihc  judges 
•nd  the  jury  on  whiim  his  life  dcjiendv  A  murmur  would 
have  set  him  quivering;  any  slight  incident  upon  the  stage. 


M  rtorwa^L  AT  rAMO. 


Ca>^k:'«ain  aad  catnaca,  tke 

TWpbrmwMdb 
GysMKni  »picec«f  tlK  kiMl 

ai  fin«.  aad  Avowant  ha*  i 
aifhi.  CwalkflWMli 
cWljr  twycinw  naoed  ■{no  bcr.  The  oa^ . 
horn  Cmbwm's  box,  and  wiom  penooA  peottd  ib  the  h»l- 
comj  snd  ^Ucno  tiicnoed  CJiaatot  wilb  repeated  czi^  of 
"Him  I"  Tbc  gaUcde*  evea  okK^  tte  <%MV3  aha 
lhc7  kd  off  »i)h  tnafgetatxA  nlracc  ManaiavSIc  Tf'-  1ii] 
fafBfdj  i  Nailws,  Ucriio,  aitd  the  tFOciicrcNB  Flonae  fal- 
Imrad  hb  ounple ;  bat  it  was  dear  thu  the  piece  «»  a 
iularc.  A  crowd  (atbered  ut  Canl»e'«  ilii  aiiig  iiiimii  and 
«omolcd  ber,  till  abe  bad  do  courage  left.  Sbe  went  boae  ta 
dtipalr,  tcM  &>r  her  ovn  uke  ikin  for  Lociea'a. 

"  Bflldnd  has  bctnyed  id,"  LucJea  ukL 

Coralie  waa  heart^trickea.  Tbc  next  daf  foond  ber  ia  a 
high  fever,  ntlerly  unfit  to  play,  face  lo  bee  with  tbc  tboogbt 
thai  i)>c  liail  been  cut  siion  in  Ikt  career.  Lwdea  hid  itK 
papen  from  her  and  looted  tbetn  over  in  the  dtnin)t.TOa(ii. 
The  reviewen  one  and  alt  aiiributed  the  failure  of  the  piece 
to  Coralie;  she  had  over  est  itna  led  her  itrenftth  ;  she  m\f,\it 
be  tlw  delight  of  a  boulevard  aiidEetvce,  but  nhe  wan  out  of  her 
clement  at  the  Vtymna.^ ;  ahc  had  been  inspire<)  by  a  lauda- 
ble ambttion.  but  (he  ha«  not  lalcen  her  powers  into  accoani  ; 
ahc  luul  ciMMen  a  part  to  which  she  was  quite  nnequal.  I^- 
clett  read  on  throagh  a  pile  of  penn^-a-lining,  put  lORcther 
on  ihc  ume  tyilern  ai  hii  attack  tipoD  Nathan.  Milo  of  Cro- 
tona,  when  he  iannA  hit  hanrli  fast  in  the  oak  which  he  him- 
atlf  had  v\rh,  wm  not  mure  fnriout  than  Lurien.  He  grew 
hajtRanl  with  TU]tc.  His  rrieud*  fiare  Coralie  the  most  Ireach- 
erona  advire,  in  the  laii)nu}{e  nf  kindly  cotintel  ami  friemllr 
iniereal.  Site  nhnulil  play  (according  lo  these  aulhoiiiies)  all 
ktnda  of  rdlca,  which  the  treacherous  writers  of  these  tm- 
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Umhing  feuillttant  knew  to  be  ut(«rly  uiiMiiicd  to  her  gciiiut. 
And  tbc:ie  were  the  roj^alitt  inpcnt,  led  off  liy  N^tluii.  As 
for  the  Liberal  jtress,  all  (he  weapons  whicb  Lticien  had  used 
were  now  turned  .ngatnst  him. 

Corxlie  heard  a  job,  followed  by  snother  aud  another.  She 
spraoi;  out  of  bed  to  find  Lucieit  and  saw  the  [lapen.  Nothing 
wouhl  satbry  Iter  but  she  must  read  them  nil ;  and  when 
had  read  them  the  went  back  to  bed  and  lay  (here  in 
■ileDcc. 

Florine  was  in  the  plot ;  she  had  foreseen  the  oatcome;  she 
had  studied  Coralic's  lan,  and  was  T»dy  to  lake  her  place 
The  roanu^-ement,  unwilling  to  give  up  the  piece,  was  ready  to 
take  l-'lorine  in  Coralie's  slead.    When  the  manager  catnc,  he 

und  l>oor  Coralie  sobbing  and  exhaustetl  on  her  bed  ;  but 
when  lie  be][an  to  say,  in  Lucieo's  pretence,  that  Florine  knew 
the  pan,  and  that  the  ptay  mu&t  be  given  that  evening,  Conlie 
■pnng  up  at  once. 

■•  I  will  play ! "  she  cried,  and  sank  fainting  on  the  floor. 

So  Florine  look  the  part  and  made  her  repiilation  in  it ;  for 
itie  pieee  cucceeded,  the  newspapers  alt  sang  her  praise*,  aiid 
from  that  titnc  forth  Florine  was  the  great  actress  whom  we 
'All  know.  Florine'ssiKoeas exasperated  Lucicn  lotlic  highest 
[■degree. 

'.^  wrelched  girl,  whom  you  helped  to  earn  her  bread  I  If 
the  Gyranaie  prefers  to  do  so.  let  the  managemettl  pay  you  to 
cancel  your  engagenienl.  I  shall  be  the  Comie  de  Robempr* ; 
I  will  make  my  fortune  and  you  shall  be  ray  wife." 

"  What  nonsense  I  "  said  Coralte,  looking  at  him  with  wan 
eyes. 

"Nonsense!"  repeated  he.     "  Very  well,  wait  a  few  days, 
you  shall  live  in  a  fine  house,  you  shall  have  a  carriage 
and  I  will  write  a  part  for  you." 

He  took  two  thoasand  francs  and  hurried  to  Frascaii's. 
Toi  seven  hours  the  unhappy  vietira  of  the  Furies  watched  his 
varying  luck,  and  outwardly  seemed  cool  and  self-contained. 


aaa  -*  pkovincial  at  pahis. 

He  experienced  both  exiremes  of  furiuuc  duiing  that  day  Uitl 
pail  uf  the  night  ihai  followed  \  at  one  lime  he  possessed  as 
much  as  thirty  thousand  francs,  and  he  came  out  at  last  with- 
out a  sou.  In  the  Rue  de  U  Lunc  he  found  Finot  waiting  for 
him  with  a  request  for  one  of  liis  short  aiticles.  Lucicn  so  iax 
forgot  himself  that  he  complained. 

"QHk,  it  is  not  all  rosy,"  returned  FinoL  "  You  made 
your  right-about-face  in  such  a  way  that  you  were  bound  lo 
lose  the  supjiori  of  the  Liberal  press,  and  tlie  Liberals  are  tir 
stronger  in  print  ihaD  all  the  Ministerialist  and  Royalist  pttpen 
put  together.  A  man  should  never  leave  one  camp  for 
another  until  he  ha:i  made  a  comfortable  berth  for  hinisclf,  by 
way  of  consolalion  for  the  tosses  that  he  must  expect ;  and  in 
any  case  a  prudent  politician  will  see  his  friends  first,  and  give 
them  his  reasons  for  going  over,  and  take  their  opinioiu. 
You  can  still  act  together,  they  sympaihiic  with  you,  and  you 
agree  lo  give  mutual  help.  N.'kihan  and  Merlin  did  that  before 
they  went  over.  Hawki  don't  pike  out  hawlu'  eyea.  You 
were  as  innocent  as  a  lamb  ;  you  will  be  forced  lo  show  your 
teeth  to  your  new  parly  lo  make  anything  out  of  them.  Vou 
have  been  necessarily  sacrificed  to  Nathan.  I  cannot  conceal 
from  you  that  your  article  on  dWrtlicjt  has  roused  a  terrific 
hubbub.  Marat  is  a  saint  compared  wiih  you.  Vou  will  be 
attacked  and  your  book  will  be  a  failure.  How  far  have 
things  gone  with  your  romance  ?  " 

■'  These  arc  the  last  proof-sheets." 

"All  the  anonymous  articles  against  that  young  d'Arthez  in 
the  Ministerialist  and  Ultra  pa|>ers  are  set  down  to  you.  The 
'  R^veil '  is  poking  fun  at  the  set  in  the  Rue  des  Quatre- Vents, 
and  the  hits  are  the  more  telling  because  they  are  funny. 
Tiiere  is  a  whole  serious  political  coterie  at  the  back  of  \Aax\ 
Giraud's  paper ;  they  will  come  into  power,  loo,  sooner  or 
later." 

"  I  have  not  written  a  line  in  the  '  lUveil '  Uti*  week 
put." 
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"  Very  well.  Keep  my  sliort  arliclcs  in  miiid.  Write  fifty 
of  tlicm  straight  oJT,  aii<l  I  will  [uy  you  tor  tticm  id  a.  lump; 
bgl  ibcy  must  be  or  the  same  color  as  the  paper."  And  Finul, 
witl)  seeming  carelessness,  gave  Lucicn  an  edifying  anecdote 
of  tlie  keeper  or  tiK  seals,  a  piece  of  cuiieiit  go^aip,  be  uid, 
lor  the  subject  of  one  of  ttie  papers. 

Ejger  to  retrieve  liis  lostes  at  play,  Lucien  shook  off  hb 
deletion,  Mimmoned  up  hit  energy  and  youthful  force,  ukJ 
wrote  thirty  articles  of  two  columns  each.  Tliesc  liuislicd.  he 
went  to  Dauriat's,  partly  became  lie  fdi  sure  of  meeting  Fioot 
tliere,  and  lie  wi»tied  to  give  tlie  arii<.les  to  Finot  in  person  \ 

CjMtlly  bcc«ux  he  witl>ed  for  an  explanation  of  the  non-apf)ear- 
■ncc  of  the  "  Marguerites-"  Me  found  the  bookseller's  ^lop 
fuU  of  his  enemies.  All  the  talk  immediately  ceased  as  he 
catered.  Put  uiKJer  ihc  boji  of  journalism,  hb  courage  lose, 
and  otice  more  lie  said  to  himself,  as  be  had  said  in  the  alley 
al  the  l^xeniboiirg,  "  1  will  triumph." 

Danriai  was  neitlier  amiable  nor  inclined  to  patroniie ;  he 
I        wat  sarcastic  in  tone  and  determined  not  to  al>aie  an  inch  of 

I  his  righla.    The  "  Mai^erites  "  ahoold  appear  when  it  suited 
his  piir^xue  ;  be  shotild  wail  until  Lucien  was  in  a  position  to 

II  secure  the  surcess  of  the  book  ;  it  was  his.  he  had  bought  it 
^^boKrigbl.  Wiiei>  Lucien  asserted  that  Dauiiat  was  bound  to 
^^^pnbHsh  the  "  Marguerites"  by  the  very  nature  of  tl»c  contract, 

and  the  relative  positions  of  the  parties  to  the  agreement, 
D^uriat  fljily  contradicted  him,  Kiid  ttut  so  |<ublisher  could 
be  co<n|xlleiJ  by  law  to  gmblish  at  a  loss,  and  that  he  himself 
was  the  best  judge  of  the  expediency  of  producing  the  book. 
^K  There  was,  beside,  a  remedy  open  to  Lucien,  as  any  court  of 
^Blaw  would  admit — iltc  poet  was  quite  welcome  to  take  lib 
verses  to  a  royalist  publisher  upon  the  rejusyment  of  tlie  ihoa- 
sand  crowns. 

Lucicn  went  away.  Dauriat's  tnoderatc  lone  had  exasper- 
ated him  even  more  than  his  previous  arrogance  at  their  first 
interview.     So  the  "  Marguerites  "  would  not  appear  until 
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I^ucica  had  foond  a  IxM  of  fbrmtdabtc  tupporten,  or  grown 
futniidablc  biAsclf.  He  valked  home  slowly,  so  oppreiied 
ar,(l  out  or  iKan  ihat  he  felt  rcsd^  for  snkidc.  Coralie  bif 
in  bed,  looking  white  and  ill. 

"  Sic  mui!  luve  a  jiart  or  she  will  die,"  nid  B^rtnicr,  as 
Lucien  drc»ed  for  a  great  ewning  party  ai  Mile,  dcs  Toocltcs' 
tiouK  in  t)>c  Rue  du  Mont  BUnc.  I>et  Lupeatitx  and  Vignoo 
and  EUondcl  were  to  be  there,  as  well  ts  Hme.  d'Espard  and 
Mnic.  de  Barselon. 

The  patiy  wiu  giren  in  honor  of  Cooti,  the  great  compocer, 
owner  likewise  of  one  of  the  mou  bmous  voices  off  the  st«se, 
Cinti,  Paua,  Garcia.  Levajseur,  and  two  or  three  celebrated 
jiinaieure  in  society  not  excepted.  Lucien  law  tlie  Mjniniie, 
tier  cousin,  aiid  Mine,  de  Montcomet  uiting  together,  and 
made  one  of  Ibc  party.  The  tinhapp)-  young  fellow  to  all 
apiiearance  wa«  ]ight-hc.ir(c<I,  hnppT,  and  content ;  he  jested, 
he  was  (lie  Lucien  d',-  Rubempri  of  hi*  days  of  splendor,  he 
would  not  seem  to  need  help  from  any  one.  He  dwelt  on 
his  services  to  tl>c  Royalivt  party,  and  cited  the  hue  and  cry 
raified  after  him  by  tite  Liberal  p^css  as  a  pr«>f  of  his  zeal. 

"And  you  will  be  well  rewarded,  my  friend,"  said  Mme. 
de  Bargeton,  with  a  gracious  umile.  "  Go  to  the  Chancellor 
the  day  after  to-morrow  with  '  the  heron  '  and  dei  Liipraulx, 
and  you  will  find  yonr  p.^teni  signed  by  his  majesty.  The 
keeper  of  the  scaU  will  take  it  to-nwrrow  to  the  Tuilerics,  bat 
there  is  to  be  a  meeting  of  the  council,  and  he  will  not  come 
back  till  late.  Siill.  if  I  hear  the  result  to-tnorrow  evening,  I 
will  let  yuu  know.     Where  are  yoti  living  ?  " 

*'  I  will  come  to  yoni,"  uid  Lucien,  ashamed  to  confess  that 
he  wa*  living  in  tlie  Roe  de  la  Lime. 

"  TIk  Dnc  de  Lenoncourl  and  the  Due  de  Navarreins  have 
made  mention  of  you  to  ihe  King."  added  the  Man]ube; 
"they  praised  your  al>iohiic  and  entire  devoiinn,  and  said 
that  some  distinction  ought  to  avenge  ycmr  Irratraeni  on  the 
Liberal  press.     The  name  and  title  of  Rnl>empr4,  to  which 
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you  tuve  a  claim  through  your  mother,  would  become  illos- 
uioiu  throujjh  you,  tliey  uid.  The  King  gave  his  lofcithip 
inurociioiii  that  evetiiug  to  pre|Mrc  a  patent  aulhorizing  the 
Sicur  Lucien  Cbanion  to  bcair  the  arms  and  tide  of  the 
Comtea  de  Rubempti,  u  grandson  of  the  last  Count  by  the 
mMbef '•  side.  '  Let  u&  bvor  the  songsters '  {(lutrJeniurtii) 
'of  Pindos,'  Slid  his  tnajevty,  arier  reading  yuur  loiinet  on 
■.\ie  Lily,  which  my  cousin  luckily  remembered  to  give  the 
Uake.  '  Etiwcully  when  the  King  can  work  miracles,  and 
change  the  bong-bird  into  an  eagle,"  de  Navarreins  replied." 

Lucieit's  expaniion  of  feeling  would  have  softened  the  heart 
of  any  woman  leu  deeply  wounded  than  Louise  d'Espard  de 
N^ie)«lis»c ;  but  her  thirst  for  vengeantc  wu  only  iucteued 
by  LtKien's  graciousnei^.  Des  Lupcaulx  was  right;  Lucien 
was  wanttng  in  tact.  It  never  crossed  his  mind  that  this  his* 
lory  of  il»c  patent  was  one  of  ttw  mystifications  at  which 
Madame  d'Eopard  wna  an  adept.  Emtwldened  with  xuccess 
iikd  the  flattering  dtitinclion  shown  to  him  by  Mademoiielle 
det  Toochet.  he  stayed  till  two  o'clock  in  the  moming  for  a 
word  in  private  with  his  hostess.  Lucien  had  learned  in 
royalist  newspaiier  offices  tliat  Madcmoi^Ile  dcs  Touches 
was  the  author  of  a  play  in  which  "La  Petite  Fay,"  the 
narvel  of  the  moment.  w.is  about  to  appc^ar.  As  the  roonts 
tmptkd,  Iw  drew  Mademoiselle  des  ToiKhes  to  a  sofa  in  tlw 
boudoir,  and  told  the  story  of  Coralie's  misfortune  and  his 
own  so  tonchingly  that  Mademoiselle  des  Touches  promised 
to  give  llic  Iteruinc't  part  to  his  friend. 

That  promise  put  new  life  into  Coralic.  But  the  next  day, 
m  they  breakfasted  together,  Lucien  opened  Loiisiuju's  news* 
fKpcr  and  found  that  unlucky  anecdote  of  the  keeper  of  the 
teals  and  \\\%  wife.  The  story  wa.^  full  of  the  blatkest  malice 
lurking  tn  ihe  roost  caustic  wit.  Ij>ai«  XVIII.  was  brought 
into  Ihe  story  in  a  masterly  bshion  and  held  up  to  ridicule 
in  such  a  way  that  prosecution  w.ia  imposvihie.  Here  is  the 
MbttMee  of  a  fictton  for  which  the  Liberal  parly  attempted 


^ 


se 


A  PROViaaAL  AT  PA K IS. 


to  win  credence,  though  ibey  only  succeeded  in  adding  oi 
more  to  the  tale  of  their  ingenioos  nlumniex. 

TIk  Kiiig's  ]>as»on  for  pink-sccntcd  noics  and  a  corr 
spondcuce  full  of  mudrigals  and  siurklliig  wit  w^s  declared  t 
be  the  Ism  phase  of  the  tender  passion ;  lore  had  reached  the 
doctrinaire  Stage;  or  had  passed,  in  other  wordi,  from  tl: 
concrete  to  the  abstract.     TIk  iUitttrioas   lady,  so  crue 
ridiculed  nndcr  the  namt;  of  Ocisvie  by  IMr.ingcr,  had  ci 
ceivcd  (so  it  was  said)  the  gravest  fears.    The  corresponden 
was  languishing,     The  more  Ociavic  displayed  her  wii,  i 
cooler  grew  the  royal  lover.     Ac  last  Octavie  discovered  the 
eaiue  of  her  decline ;  her  jwwcr  was  ihrcaiencd  by  the  novelt 
aod  piquancy  of  a  corrcs|>ondetice  between  (lie  augutt  tcri 
and  the  wife  of  his  keeper  of  (he  scali.     Tliat   cxccllc 
woBtan  was  believed  to  be  incajiable  of  writing  a  note;  shi 
was  simply  and  solely  gctdmother  to  the  elTurts  of  audacious 
ambition.      WIto  could   be   hidden   behind   her  pctitcoaU? 
Ottarie  decided,  after  making  obiiervations  of  her  own, 
the  King  was  cortcfponding  with  his  minister. 

She  laid  Iter  ptins.     With  the  help  of  a  faithful  friend; 
arranged  thai  a  stormy  debate  should  detain  the  minister 
the  Chamber ;  then  »he  contrived  to  tecure  a  Ulr^-Utt.  arii 
to  convince  outraged  majetty  of  the  fraud.     Lmtis  XVIII. 
Aew  into  a  royal  and  truly  notirbon  passion,  biti  the  (ein|<t- 
broke  on  Otavic's  head.     He  would  not  l>clirre  her.     Oc- 
tavie olTered  imnKdiate  proof,  begging  the  Kinj;  to  write  a 
note  which  must  be  answered  at  nn<:e.     T)ic  unlucky  wife  of 
the  keeper  of  the  »eaU  sent  (o  the  Chamticr  for  her  lnitbsntt 
bat  precautions  had  been  taken,  and  at  that  roomcnl  the  cnin 
Kter  was  on  hb  legs  addreasinig  the  Chamber.     The  lad 
racked  her  brains  and  replied  to  the  note  with  mich  intellect' 
as  she  could  improvise. 

"Vour  Chancctlnr  will  Hi|>i>ly  the  rest,"  cried   Octavie, 
latighing  at  tlK  King's  chagrin. 

There  was  not  a  word  ^  trtilh  in  lAc  iloiy ;  bot  it  ttriKk 
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lMm«  to  Ihree  persons— the  kcc[>sr  of  the  »eal»,  Vn  wife,  and 
the  King.  It  was  said  that  dcs  Lui)caulx  had  invented  the 
ule,  but  Finot  always  Icept  his  counsel.  The  article  was 
ousitc  and  clever,  tlvc  Liberal  papers  and  ihc  OrleanUu  were 
delightetl  with  it,  and  Lmien  himself  laughed,  and  ihooghi 
of  it  merely  at  a  very  amusing  canard. 

He  called  next  day  for  dcr  Lti|>eaiilx  aud  the  Baron  dii 
ChAlclel.  '■'he  Baron  hsd  just  been  to  thank  his  lordship. 
The  Steor  ChAielet,  newly  appointed  councilor  extraordinary, 
waa  now  Cotnie  du  Chltelet,  willi  a  promise  of  the  iwcfecture 
of  the  Cliarentc  »  soon  as  the  present  prefect  should  have 
compleled  the  term  of  offirc  necessary  to  receive  the  maximum 
tttiring  pension.  The  Cotnte  du  Chflielci  (for  the  du  had 
beeo  ittscrted  in  the  patent)  drove  with  Lucien  to  the  Chan- 
cellor's, and  treated  hit  companion  as  an  e<]iial.  But  for 
Luiien'i  articles,  he  said,  his  patent  would  not  have  been 
granted  so  toon;  Liberal  pereeciition  had  been  a  stepping- 
gtone  to  advanceineni.  Dc»  Lupeauls  was  wjtiling  for  them 
in  the  secrelary-generars  office.  That  functionary  started 
with  surprise  when  Lttcien  appeared  and  looked  at  ilea  Lti- 
pcanlx. 

"  What  I "  he  exclaimed,  to  Lucien's  titter  bewilderment. 
>*  Do  yoa  dare  to  come  here,  sir  ?  Your  patent  was  nude  out, 
but  hit  lordship  has  torn  it  up.  Here  it  is ! "  (the  secretary- 
general  caught  up  the  first  torn  itheet  (hat  came  to  hand).  "  The 
minister  withed  to  discover  the  auihor  of  yetlerday's  atrorions 
article,  and  here  is  the  manuscript,"  added  tlie  spe:iker,  hold- 
ing out  the  sheets  of  Lucien's  article.  "  You  call  yourself  a 
royalist,  sir,  and  yon  are  on  the  staff  of  that  delcsiAhle  paper 
which  tiirttt  the  minister's  hair  gray,  hatasiet  the  Centre,  and 
ta  dragging  the  country  headlong  to  ruin  ?  You  hreakfaM  on 
the  'Cortaire,'  the  '  Miroir,'  the  '  Cotmiiu'ionnel,'  and  the 
'  Courier  ;■  you  dine  on  the  '  Qootidienne '  and  the  'R*veil,' 
and  then  sup  with  Martainville,  the  wor^t  enemy  of  the  gov- 
ernment ?    Martainville  urges  the  government  on  to  abto- 
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lutUi  mcMum;  ho  i>  nioTc  likely  to  bring  on  another  revolu- 
tion ihan  if  he  h^d  gone  over  to  the  cxitciue  Left.  You  uie 
a  very  vkver  journalist,  bat  you  will  never  make  a  potiticiait. 
The  wiimier  denounced  you  lo  the  King,  and  the  King  tnu 
so  angry  that  lie  stoKled  Monsieur  le  Due  i!e  NAvarrcin«,  hit 
first  gentleman  of  the  bedchamber.  Yout  enemies  will  be  kU 
the  more  formidable  because  tiiey  have  hitheno  been  yow 
friendic  Conduct  that  one  expects  from  an  enemy  is  atiodoui 
in  a  friend." 

"  Why  really,  my  dear  fellow,  are  you  a  child?  '*  said  d« 
Lupeaulx.  "You  hare  compromised  me.  Madame  d'E^purd, 
Madame  de  Bargeton,  and  Nf.idame  de  Municomet,  who  were 
responsible  for  you,  must  be  furious.  Itie  Duke  is  fcure  lo 
have  handeit  oa  hiit  annoyance  to  the  Marquise,  <uid  the  Mar- 
quise will  hare  scohlcd  her  cousin.  Keep  away  from  them 
»nd  wait." 

"  Here  comes  his  lordship — go !"  said  the  secietary-genenl. 

LiK^ien  went  out  into  the  Place  VeiidAmc  \  lie  was  kluoned 
by  this  bludgeon  blow.  He  walked  lioine  ^long  the  boulevards 
trying  tolhinkover  his  position.  He  saw  himself  a  plaything 
in  the  hands  of  envy,  treachery,  and  greed.  What  was  he  in  this 
world  of  contending  ambitions?  A  child  sacrificing  every- 
thing 10  the  pursuit  of  pleasure  and  tlie  gratiUcaiion  of  vanity; 
a  poet  whose  thoughts  never  went  beyond  the  ntocnenl,  a 
moth  flitting  from  one  bright  gleaming  object  to  another. 
He  had  no  definite  aim ;  he  was  the  slave  of  circumstance- 
meaning  well,  doing  ill.  Conscience  tortured  him  renwive- 
Insly.  And,  to  crown  it  all,  he  was  pennileis  and  exhausted 
with  work  and  emotion.  His  arliclescould  itot  coiapoue  with 
Merlin's  or  Nathan's  work. 

He  walked  on  at  random,  absorbed  in  these  ihooghts.  At 
be  passed  M>me  oftlie  reading-rooms  which  were  already  lend- 
ing books  as  well  as  rtewspapers,  a  placard  caught  his  eyes. 
It  was  an  advertisement  of  a  book  with  a  grotesque  title,  bat 
beneath  the  announcement  he  saw  his  Dftmc  in  brilliant  lettcti 
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'By  Luden  CUrdon  de  Rubcmpii."  So  bit  bouk  )ad 
■Ml,  jnd  Kc  lud  l»»rd  notking  of  il  I  All  tlic  neir»- 
|apcn  vcrr  ulciit.  He  uood  moiioiiEcss  bcfurc  itic  [iboud, 
U*  arnts  hanging  at  his  lidc*.  He  did  not  iiuikc  a  litilc  knot 
of  acqaiinuuca— lUttigiuc  and  dc  M.ir»ay  aitd  vuiiie  utlict 
bahiooab'.c  j^ung  ntcn  ;  uor  did  he  kc  that  Micbcl  Chrcstien 
«od  Xjbatk  Ciiaud  were  conitog  toward  liiin. 

"  Are  yon  Munik-iir  Chardon  ?  "  It  was  Miclicl  wlio  spoke, 
■Dd  ilicie  W2t  ihji  in  ttie  MMiiul  of  hia  voice  ihut  hi  Lucica's 
heait»uinp  ribiatinji. 

"  Oil  fjo  nul  kouw  me  1 "  he  aakcd,  turning  vety  i>atc. 
Mi'.hcl  ipu  in  hit  fice. 

"Take  lliat  at  your  wages  for  your  aiiicic  agoliul  d'Arlhcs. 

'  everybody  would  do  a»  I  do  on  Iiii  own  ot  hit  friend'*  be- 

IT.  the  fnn  would  be  at  it  ovghl  lo  be — a  tclf-r«i>ccliog 

nipccicd  prim  hood." 
Locien  lUgcend  Uck  and  caiiglil  hold  of  Railfgnac. 
*'  Geniletocii,"  lie  laid,  addrratlng  Ratilgnac  and  i!c  Mar- 
esciicd  Tiiiiincr,  "  yuu  ml)  iiui  refute  to  act  at  my 
..     But,  fin!,  [  wi<h  to  rn.ikc  maitera  even  and  apology 


He  Mmck  MicViel  a  ludden,  uticxj'ci  led  lilow  in  the  face. 

The  tc*l  ru.hr.J  in  between  the  feiwiWimn  and  toyaliat,  lo 

prtml  a  Urect  brawl.     Rauigtuc  dragged  Lticien  off  lo  the 

tiK  Tailbout,  'inly  a  few  viept  away  from  l\<c  Doulevard  de 

ind,   where  thu  iccnc  look   place.     It   was   ihe  bout  of 

r,  or  <  crowd   would   have  ai»cmblcd  ai   wwc.      Do 

ly  ante  to  find  I.actcn,  and  ihe  pair  irikiitcd  tliat  lie 

atd  dioe  with  (hem  at  the  Catt  AogUi*,  where  tliey  draak 

aad  nade  merry. 

"Are  yti'j  a  jti-jd  iwordunao?"  inquired  de  Hartay. 
"  I  hare  iiri  ^  lijtd  a  foil  in  my  luiidt." 

"Ar- 

'-1  (amy  life." 
Iicii  }<K,  .  on  your  aide.     You  arc  a  fonnidable 
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antagonist  to  Btand  up  to ;  yoa  may  kill  your  loao,"  said  de 
Harsay. 

Fortunately,  Lucien  found  Coralie  id  bed  and  asleep. 

She  had  played  withuul  rchcaTsal  in  a  one-act  play,  and 
taken  her  revenge.  She  had  met  with  genuine  applauw. 
Her  enemies  had  not  been  prepared  for  this  step  on  her  part, 
and  ber  success  bad  determined  the  manager  to  give  bcr  the 
heroine's  part  in  Camille  Maupin't  pby.  He  had  discovered 
the  cause  of  her  apparent  failure,  and  was  indignant  with 
Florine  and  Nathan.  Coralie  should  hare  the  protection  of 
the  management. 

At  five  o'clock  that  morning,  Raatignac  came  for  Lucien. 

"The  name  of  your  street,  my  dear  fellow,  is  particularly 
appropriate  for  your  lodgings;  you  arc  op  in  the  sky,"  he 
said,  by  way  of  greeting.  "Let  us  be  first  ujxjn  the  ground 
on  the  road  lo  Clignancouit ;  it  is  good  form,  and  we  ought 
to  set  them  an  example." 

"Here  is  the  programme,"  saJd  dc  Marsay,  at  the  cab 
rallied  through  the  Faubourg  Saint-Denis:  "  Vou  stand  op 
at  twenty-five  paces,  coming  nearer,  till  yon  arc  only  fifteen 
apart.  You  have,  each  of  you,  five  paces  to  take  and  tbrre 
shots  to  fire — no  more.  Whatever  happens,  that  muU  be  the 
end  of  it.  We  load  for  your  antagonist,  and  his  <ecotvds  load 
(or  you.  Tlic  weapons  were  chosen  by  the  foar  seconds  at  a 
gmmaker's.  We  helped  you  to  a  chance,  I  will  |>romi$e  yon ; 
horse-pistols  are  to  lie  'he  weipon*  " 

For  Lucien,  life  hail  Iteromc:  a  bad  dream.  He  did  not  care 
whether  he  lived  or  died.  The  courage  of  suicide  helped 
him  in  some  «ort  to  carry  things  off  with  a  dash  of  bravado 
before  the  spect.iiors.  He  stood  in  his  place;  he  would  not 
take  a  step,  a  piece  of  rccklewneR  which  the  others  toot  for 
deliberate  calculation.  They  Ihmight  the  poet  an  uncom- 
monly cool  hand,  Michel  Chrestien  came  as  far  as  his  limit; 
Iwth  fired  twice  and  at  ihc  8.imc  time,  for  either  party  was  con- 
sidered to  be  equally  insulted.     Michel's  first  bullet  grazed 
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Lucieo't  chio ;  Lixien's  passed  ten  feet  above  Clireuieu's 
bead.  The  second  slwl  hit  Ludea's  coat  collar,  but  the 
bqckram  lining  ruttuiiaiely  saved  itt  trearcr.  TIte  third  bullet 
Btrack  him  in  liie  chest,  and  lie  dropped. 

"  b  he  dead  ?  "  isVed  Michel  Chrcslicn. 

"  No,"  said  ihc  surgeon,  "  he  will  pull  tlirough." 

"  So  much  the  worse,"  answered  Michel. 

"  Yes,  so  much  the  worse,"  said  Lucien,  aa  his  tears  fell 
fast. 

By  noon  the  unhappy  boy  Uy  in  bed  in  his  own  room. 
With  untold  pains  they  liad  managed  to  renwve  him,  bat  it 
had  t^en  five  houri  lobiing  him  to  the  Ruede  la  Lune,  His 
condition  was  not  dangerom,  but  precautions  were  necessary 
ku  fever  should  set  in  and  bring  about  ironblcsome  coraplica- 
IJons.  Coralic  choked  down  Iter  grief  and  anguish.  Stie  sat 
op  with  him  at  night  ihroagh  the  anxious  weeks  or  his  illness, 
studying  her  parts  by  his  bedside.  Lucien  was  in  danger  for 
two  long  nwntlu;  and  oficn  at  the  theatre  Coralie  acted  her 
frivolous  rfile  with  one  tboaght  in  her  heart,  "  Perhaps  Ik  is 
dying  at  this  moment." 

I.ucicn  owed  his  life  to  the  skill  and  devotion  of  a  friend 
whoin  he  had  grievoi»ly  hurt.  Bijnchon  lud  come  to  tend 
him  after  hearing  the  story  of  the  attack  from  d'Arihez,  who 
toid  it  in  confidence  and  excused  the  unhappy  poet.  Bianchon 
sospccicd  that  d'Atthcz  was  generously  trying  to  screen  ihe 
renegade  ;  but  on  questioning  I.ucien  during  a  lucid  interval 
in  the  dangerous  nervous  fever,  he  learned  that  his  patient  w» 
only  responsible  for  the  one  serious  article  in  Hector  Merlin's 
papex. 

Before  Ihe  first  month  was  out,  the  firm  of  Fendant  and 
Cavalier  filed  their  sclvedule.  Bianchon  told  Coralie  that 
Lucien  must  on  no  arcoimt  hear  tlte  news.  The  famous 
"Archer  of  Charles  IX.,"  brought  out  with  an  abttird  title, 
had  been  a  complete  (ailtire.  Fcnd;ini,  being  aniious  to  re- 
alize a  little  ready  money  before  going  into  bankruptcy,  bad 
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sold  ilie  wliolc  edition  (without  Cavalier's  knowledge)  to 
dealers  in  primed  paper.  These,  id  tbeir  turn,  had  dispoecd 
of  it  at  a  che^p  rnie  to  hawkers,  and  Lucien's  book  at  thit 
tnomeni  was  adorning  the  buoksialU  along  the  quays.  The 
booksclleis  on  ihc  Quai  des  Augustin^i,  wlio  had  prerioiulf 
taken  a.  quantily  of  copies,  now-  discovered  that  after  thti 
sudden  reduction  of  the  price  they  were  likely  to  lose  heavily 
on  llietr  purchases;  the  four  duodecimo  volumes,  fof  which 
they  1)3(1  juid  four  francs  fifty  ceiilimes,  were  lieing  given 
away  for  Rfty  sous.  Orcat  was  the  uutcry  in  the  trade  ;  but 
the  newspapers  preserved  a  profound  silence.  Barbet  had  not 
foreseen  this  "  clearance ;  "  he  had  a  belief  in  Lucien's  abili- 
lic»;  for  once  he  hud  bruken  his  rule  and  t^keu  [wo  hundred 
copies.  The  prostwct  of  a  loss  drove  him  frantic;  the  things 
he  said  of  Lucicn  were  fearful  lo  hear.  Then  Barbet  took  a 
heroic  resolution.  He  stocked  his  copies  in  a  corner  of  his 
store,  with  the  obstinacy  of  greed,  and  lel\  his  comi>etiiOTS  to 
sell  their  wares  at  a  loss.  Two  years  afterward,  when  d'At- 
ihez's  fine  preface,  the  merits  of  the  book,  and  one  or  two 
articles  by  Lion  Ciraud  had  raised  the  value  of  the  book, 
Birbet  sold  his  copies,  one  by  one,  at  ten  francs  each. 

Lucien  knew  nothing  of  all  this,  but  Btrinice  and  Coralie 
roulil  not  refuse  lo  allow  Hector  Merlin  to  sec  his  dying  com- 
rade, and  Hector  Merlin  made  him  drink,  drop  by  drop,  ttie 
whole  of  the  bitter  draught  brewed  by  the  £iilufe  of  Fendant 
and  Civdlier,  made  bankrupts  by  his  lirtl  ill-fated  book.  Mar- 
taiuville,  the  one  friend  who  stood  by  Lucicn  through  thick 
and  thin,  had  written  a  magnificent  anicle  on  his  work ;  but  so 
great  was  the  general  exasperation  against  the  editor  of 
■'  L'Aristarque,"  "  L'Oiiflamme,"  and  "  \x  Drapou  Blanc," 
that  his  championship  only  injured  Lucien.  In  vain  did  the 
athlete  retura  the  Liticral  insult*  tenfold,  not  a  newspaper  took 
up  the  challenge  in  spile  of  all  his  attacks. 

Coralie,  Biiinice,  and  Bianchon  might  shut  the  door  on 
Lucien's  io.<a1led  friends,  who  raised  a  great  outcry,  bat  it  was 
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lERpuaible  to  keep  out  ciediton  aiid  wtiiti.  After  i)ie  failure 
of  Fcndaiit  ixvi  Cavalier,  their  bills  were  ukni  into  tlic  bank- 
niptcy  according  (o  that  jirovision  of  ihe  Code  of  Commerce 
PKMt  inimtatl  lo  ihc  claima  of  third  ptutic*,  who  in  this  way 
kMM  Ibe  benefii  of  dcUy. 

Lucien  discovered  (hat  Catnusot  was  proceeding  against 
him  with  great  energy.  Wheu  Coraiie  heard  the  name,  and 
for  the  first  lime  learned  the  dTcadfiil  and  humiliating  step 
which  her  poet  had  lakca  fur  her  take,  the  atij^chc  creaiiirc 
loved  him  ten  times  more  than  before  and  would  not  approach 
Camtuot.  The  bailiCT  bringing  the  warrant  of  arrest  shrank 
from  the  idea  of  drjigging  hi*  prisoner  oul  of  bed,  and  went 
back  to  Catnusot  before  applying  to  the  prnitdent  of  the  Tri- 
bona]  of  Conimerce  for  an  order  to  remove  the  debtor  to  a 
private  hospital.  Carauxot  hume<l  at  once  10  the  Rue  de  la 
Lune,  and  Curalie  vent  dovrn  to  him. 

When  she  cjimc  up  again  she  held  tlie  warrants,  in  which 
Lucien  was  described  as  a  tradesman,  in  her  luuid.  How  had 
she  obtained  those  |u|wt«  from  Camiisot  ?  Wlut  promise  had 
sIm  given?  Coralie  kept  a  ud,  gloomy  silence,  but  when 
■he  returned  she  looked  as  if  att  the  life  had  gone  oul  of  her. 
She  played  in  Cantille  Mjupin'i  play,  and  contributed  not  ft 
little  to  the  success  of  that  illustrious  literary  hermaphrodite; 
but  the  creation  of  this  chancier  was  the  last  flicker  of  a 
bright,  dying  lamp.  On  the  twentieth  night,  when  Lucien 
had  so  far  recovered  that  lie  had  regained  his  appetite,  and 
eould  walk  abroail,  and  tnlked  of  getting  down  to  work  again, 
Coralie  broke  down  ;  a  secret  trmible  was  weighing  upon  her. 
Birtolce  always  believed  that  she  had  promised  to  go  back  to 
Cammot  to  save  IjKJcn. 

Auother  mortiAcalion  followed.  Coralie  was  obliged  to 
Hc  her  part  given  to  Florine.  Nathan  had  threatened  the 
Gymnase  with  war  if  the  nunagenient  refused  to  give  the 
ncant  place  to  Coralie's  rival.  Coralie  had  persisted  till  she 
could  play  no  longer,  knowing  that  Florine  was  waiting  lo 


rSOVtSCiAL  AT  PAJtrS. 


Mcp  inio  bcr  place.  Sbc  had  orertasked  her  stnmgtfa.  Tbe 
Gjrmnue  bad  advanced  tarns  daring  Ladeo't  illacas,  she  had 
BO  nnoejr  to  dra* )  LticicBf  Ciccr  to  *otk  tho»gt  be  was, 
wn  Boc  fct  lUODg  raoagh  to  write,  and  be  bdped,  beside, 
to  Done  Conlie  and  to  relieve  htttaytx.  FrocD  poverty  they 
had  CQOte  to  otter  diatrev ;  bat  in  BUncfaoo  ibey  foond  a 
akillftil  and  devoted  doctor,  wbo  obuined  credit  for  ibem  of 
itte  draggtU.  Tbe  landlord  of  the  booK  and  tbe  tndes- 
people  knew  bjr  this  time  bow  ouuten  Kood.  The  Amittne 
wat  aiiached.  The  uitor  aod  dressmaker  do  longer  Mood  i& 
awe  of  the  joomalisl  and  proceeded  to  exirenin  ;  and  U  laX 
no  one,  with  the  cxceptiOB  of  the  porli-boccher  and  the  drag* 
gitt,  gave  the  two  untacky  children  credit.  For  a  week  or 
more  all  three  of  them — Lndea,  Btrtaice,  and  the  invalid^ 
were  oUigcd  to  live  on  the  various  ingenioos  preparaiioM 
told  by  tbe  pork-butcher;  the  inflammalOTy  diet  was  little 
niied  to  the  tick  girl  and  Coralie  grew  worse.  Sheer  want 
compelled  Lticien  to  ask  I^oantcan  for  a  return  of  tbe  loan  of 
a  thousand  francs  lost  si  play  by  the  friend  who  had  deserted 
him  in  hU  hour  of  need.  Perhaps,  amid  all  his  troubles,  this 
■lepcost  him  most  cruel  suffering. 

IxMisteau  was  not  to  be  found  in  the  Rue  de  la  Harpe. 
Hunted  clown  like  a  hare,  he  was  lodging  now  with  this  fricndi 
now  with  (hat.  Lucien  found  hiro  at  last  at  Flicoteaox's ;  be 
was  sitting  nt  the  very  table  at  whi<:h  Lucien  had  found  him 
that  evening  when,  for  his  misfortune,  he  forsook  d'Anhez 
for  journalism.  Lousteau  offered  him  dinner  and  Idtcien  ac- 
cepted the  offer. 

As  they  came  out  of  Fitcoieaux's  with  Cbnd  Vigiton 
(who  happened  to  be  dining  there  that  day)  and  llie  great 
man  in  olwcurity,  who  kept  hi*  wardrobe  at  Samanon's,  the 
four  among  ihem  could  not  produce  enough  specie  to  pay  for 
a  cup  of  coffee  at  tbe  Caf<  Voltaire.  They  lounged  about  tbe 
Luxembourg  in  the  hope. of  meeting  with  a  publisher;  and, 
M  it  feU  out,  they  met  with  one  of  the  moat  bmotis  {winters 


of  the  dajr.      Lomleau  borrowed  forty  francs  of 
divided  ihe  money  iiito  four  equal  parts. 

Misery  had  brouglit  down  Lucicn's  pride  and  eitinguifthed 
tentimeoi ;  he  shed  tetn  u  he  told  the  story  of  his  troubles, 
but  each  one  of  his  comrades  had  a  tale  oi  cruel  at  his  own; 
tad  wlien  tlie  three  versions  had  been  given,  it  seemed  to  the 
poet  that  he  was  the  least  unfortunate  among  the  four.  All  of 
ihcm  craved  a  respite  from  remembrance  and  thoughts  which 
Bttle  trouble  doubly  hard  to  bear. 

Lousteui  hurried  (o  ihe  Palais  Royal  to  gamble  with  his 
mniintng  nine  francs.  The  great  man  unknown  to  fame, 
thotigh  he  had  a  divine  roiiireu,  must  needs  hie  him  to  a  low 
haunt  of  vice  to  wallow  in  perilous  pleasure.  Vignon  betook 
btmscif  to  Ihe  "  Rocher  dc  Cancale  "  to  drown  memory  and 
thought  in  a  couple  of  bottles  of  Bordeaux;  Lucien  parted 
company  with  him  on  the  threshold,  declining  lo  share  that 
tapper.  Wl^n  be  shook  hands  with  the  one  journalist  who 
had  not  been  hostile  to  him,  it  was  with  a  croel  pang  in  his 
heart. 

-  Whal  sKall  t  do?"  he  a^tced  aloud. 

"  One  muM  do  as  one  can,*'  (he  great  critic  said.  "  Yoor 
book  ii  good,  but  it  eiciled  jealousy  and  your  straggle  will 
be  Itard  and  long.  Genius  is  a  cruel  disease.  Every  writer 
carries  a  canker  in  his  heart,  a  devouring  moniter,  like  the 
tapeworm  in  the  stomach,  which  destroys  all  feeling  aa  it 
■rnes  in  him.  Which  is  the  stronger?  Tlie  man  or  Ihe  dis- 
ease? One  had  need  be  .1  grcftt  man,  truly,  to  keep  the 
balance  between  geniin  and  character.  The  talent  grows,  the 
heart  withers.  Unless  a  nun  is  a  giant,  unless  he  has  the 
thews  of  a  Hercules,  Ive  must  be  content  either  to  lose  his  gift 
or  to  live  without  a  heart.  You  are  Mender  and  fragile,  you 
will  give  way,"  he  added,  at  he  turned  into  the  restaurant. 

Lucien  returned  home,  thinking  over  that  terrible  rerdkl. 
He  beheld  the  life  of  literature  by  the  light  of  the  profound 
troths  ottered  by  Vignon. 
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"  Money  !  money ! "  a  seeming  voice  cried  in  his  can ; 
ever  "  Money  t  money !  " 

Then  he  drew  three  bills  of  a  tliousand  Trancs  each,  due 
retpectively  in  one,  two,  and  three  months,  imitating  the 
handwriting  of  his  brother-in.law,  David  Richard,  with  ad- 
mirable skill.  He  indoi^cd  llie  bills,  and  took  them  next 
morning  to  Mdiivicr,  the  paper-dealer  in  th«  Rue  Serpente, 
who  nude  no  difficulty  about  talcing  them.  Liicien  wrote  a 
few  lines  to  give  his  brother-in-law  notice  of  this  assault  upon 
his  cash-box,  promising,  as  unul  in  such  cases,  to  be  ready 
to  meet  the  bills  as  they  fell  due. 

When  all  debts,  his  own  and  Coralic's,  were  paid,  he  p« 
the  three  hundred  francs  which  remained  into  B*rinice'« 
hands,  bidding  her  to  refute  him  money  if  he  asked  her  for  it. 
He  was  afraid  of  a  return  of  the  gambler**  frenzy.  Lt>deti 
worked  away  gloomily  in  a  sort  of  cold,  speerhles*  fury, 
putting  forth  all  his  powers  into  witty  articles,  written  by  the 
light  nf  the  lamp  at  Coralie's  bedside.  Whenever  lie  looked 
up  in  search  of  ideas,  his  eyes  fell  on  that  beloved  face,  white 
as  porcelain,  fair  with  the  beamy  that  belongs  to  the  dying, 
and  he  saw  a  smile  on  her  pale  lips,  and  her  eyes,  grown 
bright  with  a  more  consuming  pain  than  ph}'sical  suffering, 
always  turned  on  his  face. 

I.iicien  sent  in  his  work,  but  he  could  not  leave  the  home 
to  worry  editors,  and  his  articles  did  not  appear.  When  he  at 
la&l  made  up  his  mind  to  go  to  the  office,  he  met  with  a  cool 
reception  from  Theodore  Oaillard,  wlto  had  advanced  him 
money,  and  turned  his  literary  diamonds  to  good  account 
afterward. 

"  Take  care,  my  dear  fellow,  you  are  falling  off,"  he  said. 
"  Yon  must  not  let  yourself  down,  your  work  wants  inspira- 
tion ! " 

"  That  liltle  I.iicicn  ha*  written  htrmelf  out  with  his  romance 
and  his  first  articles,"  cried  F^licicn  Wrnou,  Merlin,  and 
the  whole  chorus  of  his  enemies,  whenever  his  name  came  up 
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UaurUt's  or  the  VdwleviUe.  "The  work  he  is  sending  tu 
b  pitiable." 

••To  have  written  one'sself  out "  (in  the  slang  of  jouinaliim) 
ia  X  verdict  very  hard  to  live  down.  It  passed  cvcrywkcte 
from  nwuih  to  mouth,  ruining  Lucien,  all  unsuspicious  as 
he  was.  And,  indeed,  hi^  burdens  were  too  heavy  for  his 
Itrenglh.  In  the  inid:it  of  a  heavy  strain  of  work,  he  was 
sued  for  the  bills  which  he  had  drawn  in  David  Sichard's 
naiae.  He  had  recourse  to  Camusot's  capcriencc,  and  Cora- 
lie's  sometime  adoicr  was  generous  enough  to  assist  the  man 
she  loved.  The  iritolcrablc  situation  lasted  ibr  two  whole 
months ;  the  days  being  divenified  by  stamped  papers  in 
abundance,  which  l^cicn  (acting  on  Camawi's  advice)  handed 
over  to  Dcsrochcs,  a  friend  of  BixJou,  DIondct,  and  dcs  Lu- 
pcaulx. 

Early  in  August,  Bianchon  told  them  that  Coralie'i  condi- 
tion was  hopeless — she  had  only  a  few  da)-s  to  live.  TIto&e 
days  were  spent  in  tears  by  Bir^iiice  and  Locien  ;  they  could 
not  hide  their  grief  from  the  dying  girl,  and  she  was  broken- 
hearted for  LtMiieii's  take. 

Some  strange  change  was  working  in  Coralic.  She  would 
have  Lucien  bring  a  priest  ;  she  must  be  reconciled  to  the 
church  and  die  in  peace.  Coralie  died  as  a  Christian  ;  her 
repentance  was  sincere.  Her  agony  and  deaih  took  all  energy 
and  heart  out  of  Lucien.  He  sank  into  a  low  cbair  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed,  and  ne^-er  took  his  eyes  off  her  till  death 
brought  the  end  of  her  suffering.  It  w-is  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning.  Some  sIngEng-bJrd,  lighting  upon  a  Dower-pot  on 
the  window^ill,  twittered  a  few  notes.  Bifinice,  kneeling 
by  the  bedside,  was.  covering  a  l>and  fast  growing  cold  with 
kisMS  bim!  lean.     On  the  chimnev-piece  there  lay  eleven  sout. 

Lucien  went  out.  Despair  bytdc  him  beg  for  money  to  lay 
Coralie  in  licr  grave.  He  lud  wild  thoughts  of  flinging  him- 
self at  tiK  Marquiw  d'Espard's  feet,  of  entreating  the  Comte 
dit  Ch&ielci,  Mnie.  de  Bargcton,  Mile,  dcs  Touclvca,  nay,  that 


SH  A  PROVINCIAL   AT  PAKIS. 

terrible  dandjr  of  a  d«  Marsay.  All  bis  piidc  had  gone  vitb 
his  sirengcli.  He  would  have  enlLiled  as  a  comniun  soldier  tf 
that  moment  for  money.  He  wulked  on  with  ihe  sloachisg, ' 
feverish  gait  known  to  all  the  unhappy,  reached  Camille 
M^tupin's  house,  entered,  careless  of  liis  disordered  dre^,  aod 
sent  in  a  mesugc.  He  cnireaied  Mile,  dcs  Touches  lo  sec 
him  for  a  moment. 

"  Mademoiselle  only  went  to  bed  at  three  o'clodc  thii 
morning,"  said  the  servaiii,  "  and  no  one  would  dare  to 
disturb  her  uiuil  she  rings." 

"When  does  she  ring?" 

"  Never  before  ten  o'clock." 

Then  Lucien  wrote  one  of  those  harrowing  appeals  in 
which  the  welUlres&ed  beggar  flmgi  all  piide  and  steir-texpect 
10  the  winds.  One  evening,  not  io  very  long  ago,  wbei 
Lousteau  lud  lold  him  of  the  abject  begging -letters  which 
Finot  received,  Lucien  had  thought  it  imposible  that  anjr 
creature  should  sink  so  low;  and  now,  carried  away  by  hit 
pen,  he  had  gone  further,  it  may  be,  than  other  unlucky 
wretclici  upon  the  same  road.  He  did  not  suspect,  in  hii 
fever  and  imbecility,  thai  he  had  just  written  a  matterpiece 
of  pathos.  On  his  way  home  -ilong  ihc  boulevards  lie  met 
Barbel. 

"  Barbel  I "  he  begged,  holding  out  his  hand.  "  Fire  hoB- 
dred  francs  !  " 

"  No.     Two  hundred,"  returned  the  other. 

"Ahl  then  you  have  a  heart," 

"Yes;  but  I  am  a  man  of  business  as  well.  I  have  lot  i 
lot  of  money  through  you,"  he  concluded,  after  giving  the 
history  of  the  failure  of  Fcndani  and  Cavalier,  "  will  yoo  pitt 
me  in  the  way  of  making  siome?" 

Lucien  quivered. 

"You  arc  a  |»oet.  You  ought  lo  understand  all  kinds  of 
poetry,"  continued  the  liitic  publisher.  "  I  want  a  few  rollick- 
ing tongs  at  this  moment  to  put  along  with  smuc  more  b/ 
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difTetcut  autbon,  or  tliey  will  be  down  upon  lue  oiea  the  copy- 
tight.  I  want  to  haw  a  good  collcclion  to  sell  on  the  streets 
at  ten  tout.  U  you  lare  to  l«t  me  have  ten  good  drinking- 
■ongs  by  to-inotrow  raoining,  or  something  spicy,  you  know 
the  sort  of  thing,  eh?  I  will  pay  you  two  hundred  francs." 

Wlicn  Lncten  returned  home,  he  found  Coralie  stretched 
out  straight  and  stiff  on  a  [>allct-bed ;  B^^nice,  with  many 
lears,  had  wrapped  her  in  a  coane  linen  sheet  and  ]>ut  lighted 
oudle*  at  the  four  conicre  of  cite  bed.  Coralie's  face  had 
taltcD  th^t  ttrange,  delicate  beauty  of  death  which  so  vividly 
itnprccses  tlie  living  with  the  idea  of  absolute  c^lm  ;  she  looked 
like  some  while  girl  in  a  decline ;  it  secntcd  as  if  those  pale, 
crimson  lips*must  open  and  murmur  the  name  which  had 
blended  with  the  name  of  God  iit  the  last  words  that  site 
uttered  before  she  died. 

Lucien  told  Berenice  to  order  a  funeral  which  should  not 
cost  more  than  two  hundred  francs,  including  the  service 
U.  the  shabby  little  church  of  the  Bonne.Nouvelle.  As  soon 
as  she  hod  gone  out,  he  sat  down  to  a  table,  and,  betide  the 
dead  body  of  hi*  iove,  he  composed,  the  ten  rollicking  tongs 
to  lit  popular  airs.  The  dTort  cost  him  untold  anguish,  but 
at  lait  the  brain  began  to  work  at  the  bidding  of  necessity,  as 
if  suffering  were  not ;  and  already  Lucieo  Had  learned  to  put 
CUud  Vignon's  terrible  maxims  in  practice  and  to  rabc  a 
btrrier  between  heart  and  brain.  What  a  night  the  poor  boy 
spent  over  those  drinking-Mngs,  writing  by  the  light  of  tlie 
tall  wax-candles  while  the  priest  recited  the  prayers  for  the 
dead  I 

Morning  broke  before  the  last  song  was  finished.  Lucien 
tried  it  over  to  a  street-song  of  the  day,  to  the  consternation  of 
BiriDice  and  the  priest,  who  thought  that  he  was  mad : 


r 


*■  La<t(,  'lit  Icdioiii  wwM  of  ttnM 
To  tnlnelc  MHig  and  rcMOMi 
FbllT  c>lh  for  ImcMx  ^V 
Sense  U  out  of  tcuon. 


Wfbea  BMcfaiM  Sb  the  dnoldog  cop) 
And  anj  c>i<b  u  guad  1  ■«{, 
If  good  rdowi  uk«  it  Bp. 
Let  |4uIo«>|ibe»  prutot. 

AndquO, 
Aula  licfut  tbtrMtt 


"  At  HipiiMmr*  bi>  uiJ, 
Evctyiolty  (cllov, 
When  a  ecalBijr  hu  >{>ol. 
Still  n  Gl  aad  raclluw. 
No  mott  (ollo<riii|[  oi  i  ls« 

Wilb  ihc  falty  in  jrvuc  I«p7 — 
Wbile  jpour  iund  aa  Uitd  »  glu^ 
Vou  can  •Irua  It  lu  ihc  dtegt. 
With  u  andiniBulkcd  uK. 
Let  HI  Uagb, 
Anil  If  tuff, 
And  a  fig  for  ilie  roM. 

"  W1iencew«  eooic  we  know  fcU  wdk 
Whiihw  an  wc  cwnc  ? 
Ne'er  a  one  of  lu  on  idl, 
'Til  A  thing  pM  knowing, 
Faith  whu  doei  It  liunifj. 

Takt  the  jowl  that  hcsten  Mndt; 
It  la  cenain  ihit  ws  dir. 
Ceitalii  thai  we  live,  my  friendi. 
Life  ii  nolhinit  but  a  jm. 
I  .el  ut  Ibiik)'. 
And  quaff. 
And  a  fig  foiih*  ratr 


He  was  ihoiiting  tbc  rerklcu  refrain  wh«n  d'Arthrz  and 
Bunchon  arrived,  to  find  him  in  a  parox):un  of  despair  and 
cxiiauslion,  utterly  unable  to  make  a  fair  copf  of  his  verses. 
A  torrent  of  lc4rs  followed ;  and  when,  amid  his  sobs,  he  had 
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told  his  pitiful  story,  he  n«  the  tears  standing  in  his  friends' 
eyes. 

"  This  wi|iei  out  many  sint,"  satd  d'Arthei. 

"  Hippy  arc  tliey  who  suffer  for  their  sins  in  thb  world," 
the  prieti  said  solemnly. 

At  the  sight  of  the  lair,  dead  face  smiling  at  eternity,  while 
Coralic's  lover  wrolc  tavern -catches  to  buy  a  grave  for  her, 
ukJ  Barbel  paid  for  the  coffin^-of  the  four  candles  lighted 
about  the  dead  body  of  her  who  had  thrilled  a  great  audience 
Mshe  stood  behind  the  fom tights  in  her  Spanish  barqiilna  and 
scartet,  green -clockcil  Moctings;  while  beyond,  in  the  door* 
way,  stood  the  pri»i  who  had  reconciled  the  dying  actress 
with  Cod,  now  about  to  leium  to  the  church  to  say  a  mass  for 
the  soul  of  her  who  had  "  loved  much" — all  the  grandeur 
and  the  sordid  aspects  of  the  scene,  all  that  sorrow  cruslied 
under  by  neceaity,  froie  the  blood  of  the  great  writer  and 
the  great  doctor.  They  sal  down ;  neittier  of  them  could 
Dttet  a  word. 

Just  at  that  moment  a  servant  in  livery  announced  Mite. 
des  Touches.  That  beautiful  and  noble  woman  nndeniood 
everything  at  once.  She  stepped  quickly  across  the  room  to 
Lacten,  and  slipped  two  ihousand-fianc  notes  into  his  band 
at  ahe  grasped  it. 

"  It  is  too  late,"  he  said,  looking  up  at  her  with  dull,  hope- 
less eyes. 

The  three  sUyed  with  I.iicien,  trying  to  soothe  his  despair 
with  comforting  words ;  but  every  spring  seemed  to  be  broken. 
At  fu>on  all  the  brotherhood,  with  the  exception  of  Michel 
Cbrflsticn  (who,  however,  had  learned  the  truth  as  to  Liicien's 
treachery),  was  assembled  in  the  poor  little  church  of  the 
Bonne-Nouvclle;  Mile,  des  Touches  was  present,  and  Bir^nice 
ind  Coralie's  dresser  from  the  theatre,  with  a  couple  of  sniicr- 
noraeraries,  and  the  disconsolate  Camutot.  All  the  men 
accompanied  the  actress  to  her  last  resting-place  in  Pin 
Lachaise.     Camusot,  shedding  hot  tears,  had  solemnly  prom- 
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iscd  Lucien  to  buy  the  grave  in  perpetuity,  and  to  put  a 
headstone  above  it  with  (he  words: 

CORALIB 

Au£us,  itfta. 

Lucien  stayed  there,  on  the  sloping  ground  that  looks  out 
over  Psiris,  aniil  the  sun  h.id  set. 

"Who  will  love  me  now?"  he  thought.  "My  truest 
friends  despise  mc.  Whatever  I  tnighi  hare  done,  she  who 
lies  here  would  have  thought  mc  wholly  noble  and  good.  1 
have  no  one  left  to  me  now  but  my  sister  and  mother  and 
David.    And  what  do  they  think  of  me  at  hoftie  ?  " 

Poor  diMingiiishcd  provincial  I  He  went  back  to  the  Rue 
de  la  I.une;  but  the  sight  of  the  rooms  was  so  acutely 
painful  that  he  could  not  stay  in  them,  and  he  took  a  cheap 
lodging  elsewhere  in  the  same  street.  Mile,  des  Touches* 
two  thousand  francs  and  ihe  sale  of  the  furniture  paid  tbc 
debts. 

B4rfnice  had  two  hundred  francs  left,  on  which  they  lived 
for  two  months.  Lucien  was  prostrate;  he  could  neither 
write  nor  think;  he  gave  way  to  morbid  grief.  B«r*nice  took 
pity  upon  him. 

"  Suppose  that  you  were  to  go  back  lo  your  own  country, 
how  are  you  lo  get  there?"  she  asked  one  day,  by  way  of 
reply  to  an  exclamation  of  Lucien's. 

"  On  foot." 

"  But  even  so,  you  must  live  and  sleep  on  Ihe  way.  Even 
ff  you  walk  twelve  leagues  a  day,  you  will  want  twenty  francs 
at  least." 

"  I  will  get  Ihem  together,"  he  said. 

He  took  his  clothes  and  his  best  linen,  keeping  nothing 
but  slrict  necessaries,  and  went  to  Samanon.  who  offered  fifty 
francs  for  his  entire  wardrobe.     In  vain  he  begged  (he  money- 


lender  to  let  him  have  enough  to  p.iy  his  faie  by  the  coach ; 
Sanmnon  w**  inexorable.  In  >  paroxirsin  of  fury,  Lucien 
rushed  to  Prascati's,  staked  the  proceeds  of  the  sale,  and  lost 
erery  brihiiig.  Back  once  more  in  the  wretched  room  in 
the  Rue  dc  la  Lune,  he  »ked  B6r6iiice  for  Coralie's  shawl. 
Tlic  good  girl  touked  at  him  and  knew  in  a  monicni  what  he 
toeant  lo  do.  He  had  confe»e<l  to  his  lo&sai  the  gaming- 
table ;  and  now  he  was  going  to  hang  himself. 

"  .Are  you  mad,  sir  ?  Go  out  for  a  walk,  and  come  back 
again  at  midnight.  1  will  get  the  money  for  you ;  but  keep 
to  the  boulevards,  do  not  go  toward  the  quais." 

Lucien  pacvd  U|)  and  down  the  Iwutevardv  He  was  stupid 
with  grief.  He  watched  the  passers-by  and  the  stream  of 
traffic,  and  felt  thai  he  was  alone  and  a  very  small  atom  in 
this  seething  whirlpool  of  Paris,  churned  by  the  strife  of  in- 
numerable intercuts.  His  thoughts  went  hack  to  the  banks 
of  his  Ourcnte ;  a  craving  for  happiness  aitd  home  awnke 
in  htm  ;  and  with  the  craving  came  one  of  (he  febrile  bursts 
of  energy  which  hslf-fcmininc  natures  like  his  mistake  for 
Mrength.  He  wnuM  not  give  up  until  he  had  poured  out  his 
heart  to  n.ivid  SfchnrH.  and  takni  counsel  of  the  three  good 
angels  still  left  to  him  on  earth. 

As  he  lounged  along,  he  caught  sight  of  B^r6nic« — B4rinic« 
in  her  Sunday  clothes,  speaking  to  a  stranger  at  the  corner  of 
the  Rue  de  la  tune  and  the  filthy  Boulevard  Bonnc-Nouvclle, 
where  she  had  taken  her  stand. 

'■What  arc  yon  doing?"  asked  Lucien,  dismayed  by  a 
sudden  tiBpicion. 

"  Here  are  your  twenty  francs,"  said  the  girl,  slipping  four 
five-franc  piece*  into  the  [loet's  hand.  "  Tliey  may  cost  dear 
yet ;  but  yon  can  go."  and  she  had  Red  before  LucieB  could 
see  the  way  she  went ;  for,  in  jitttice  to  him.  it  mutt  be  said 
that  the  money  Inimed  his  hand,  he  wanted  to  return  it,  but 
he  was  forced  to  keep  it,  as  the  final  brand  set  upon  bira  by 
life  in  Paris.  Pa«»,  1S39, 
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Tnuluid  b^  Cum  Box. 

To  Nil  Nigkn^it  C^u^U  iVilliam  t/  Wuftemterg,  at 
a  toieit  ^f  tkt  auHur's  resfft^t  gratiOu/e. 

Ds  Bauzac- 

I  NEVER  saw  anybody,  not  «-en  among  the  roost  remark- 
able men  of  the  day,  whose  appearance  »»  so  sttiking  «s  ihu 
man'* ;  the  study  of  hH  countenance  at  first  gave  me  a  feeling 
of  great  coelancholy,  and  at  U&t  produced  an  almost  painfiil 
impression. 

There  was  a  certain  hxtrnony  between  the  roao  aod  hv 
name.  Tbe  Z.  preceding  Marcas,  which  was  seen  on  the 
addresKS  of  his  letters,  and  which  he  ncrei  omitted  from  his 
signature,  as  the  last  letter  of  the  alphabet,  suggested  some 
mysterious  fatality. 

Makcas  !  say  this  two-syftabled  name  again  and  again  ;  do 
you  not  feel  u  if  it  had  sofne  minister  meaning?  Does  it  not 
teem  to  you  that  its  owner  nnasi  be  doomed  to  martyrdom? 
Though  foreign,  urage,  the  name  has  a  right  to  be  handed 
down  to  posterity ;  it  is  well  constnictcd,  easily  pronounced, 
and  has  the  brevity  that  beseems  a  famous  nanve.  Is  it  not 
pleasant  as  well  as  o<]d?     But  does  it  not  sound  unfinished? 

I  will  not  take  it  ujwn  mywlf  to  assert  that  names  have  no 
influence  on  the  destiny  of  men.  There  is  a  certain  secret 
and  inexplicjihle  concord  or  a  viMble  discord  between  the 
events  of  a  man's  life  and  his  name  which  is  Iraly  surprising; 
often  some  remote  but  very  real  correlation  is  revealed.  Our 
globe  is  round;  everything  is  linked  to  everything  else. 
Some  day  perhaps  we  sliall  revert  lo  the  occult  sciences. 
(S«0) 
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Do  you  not  discern  in  that  letter  Z  a.a  sdvcree  inRuence  ? 
Doa  il  not  prefigarc  the  wayward  and  £auia»iic  progms  of  a 
stofin-toactl  life?  Wiiai  wind  blew  on  tbat  Icitci,  which, 
whatever  language  we  &nd  it  in,  begins  iicarcely  fifty  words? 
Marcas'  name  was  Zcphirin  ;  Saint  Zephiiiu  m  highly  vener- 
ated in  Biitlany,  and  Macou  wax  a  UTctou. 

Study  the  name  once  more :  Z.  Marcas !  ,  The  man's  whole 
life  lies  in  this  Tantastic  juxuposiiion  or  seven  letters ;  seven  I 
the  most  si£nifi<:ant  of  all  the  c^tbahi^tic  numbers.  And  he 
died  at  tivcaQd-thiriy,  so  his  life  extended  over  seven  lustres. 

Marcas !  Docs  it  not  hint  of  some  precious  object  that  is 
broken  by  a  fall,  with  or  without  a  crash  ? 


I  had  finished  studying  the  law  in  Pitris  in  1836'  I  lived 
at  that  tinK  in  the  Rue  Corncille,  in  a  house  where  none  but 
students  caine  to  lodge,  one  uf  those  laige  houset  whcic  there 
is  a  winding  staircase  quite  at  the  back,  lighted  below  from 
tlte  street,  higher  up  by  borrowed  lights,  and  at  the  top  by  a 
skylight.  Tliere  were  forty  furnished  rooms — furnished  as 
students'  rooms  -tte  I  What  docs  youth  demand  more  than 
was  here  supplied  ?  A  bed,  a  few  cliairs,  a  chest  of  drawers, 
a  looking-glass  and  a  table.  As  soon  as  the  sky  is  blue  the 
student  opens  his  window. 

B4it  in  this  direct  there  are  no  fair  neighljorx  to  flirt  with, 
lo  front  b  the  Odton,  long  since  closed,  pcc«n(ing  a  wall 
thai  ts  beginning  to  go  bl.ick,  its  tiny  gallery  windows  ai>d  its 
nrt  ex[)aaK  of  slate  roof.  I  was  not  rich  enough  to  have  a 
good  room ;  1  w.is  not  even  rich  enough  to  have  a  room  to 
myself.  Juste  and  I  shared  a  double-bedded  room  on  tl»e  fifth 
floor. 

On  our  side  of  the  landing  there  were  but  two  roonvt — otir« 
and  a  unaller  one  occupied  Ky  Z.  Marcai,  our  neighbor.  For 
sia  montlis  Juste  and  [  remained  in  perfect  ignorance  of  the 
Eki.  The  old  woman  who  ni.-ii>agcd  the  house  had  indeed 
(old  us  that  the  room  w«s  iulitl^ited*-but  she  hiul  added  that 
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we  should  not  be  disiuTbed,  Ihat  thcoccupani  was  exceed ingly 
quiet.  In  fact,  for  those  six  months,  we  never  met  our  fellow- 
lodger,  and  we  never  heard  3  sound  in  l)is  room,  in  spite  of 
the  thinn^is  of  the  partition  that  divided  us — one  of  those 
walls  of  lath  and  plaster  which  are  common  in  Paris  houses. 

Our  room,  a  little  over  seven  feet  high,  was  hung  with  a 
vile  cheap  paper  sprigged  wiili  blue.  Tiie  floor  was  {Minted, 
and  knew  nothinti  of  the  polish  given  by  ihe  rubber's  brush. 
By  ouf  bed*  there  was  only  a  scrap  of  thin  carpet.  The 
chimney  opened  immediately  to  the  roof,  and  smoked  so 
abominably  thai  wc  were  obliged  lo  provide  a  stove  al  our 
own  ciqiensc.  Our  beds  were  mere  painted  wooden  cribs  tike 
those  in  schools;  on  the  chimney-shelf  there  were  but  two 
brass  candleaticks,  with  or  without  tallow  candles  in  thcin, 
and  our  two  pipes  with  some  tobacco  in  a  pooch  or  strews 
abroad,  aNo  the  liiite  piles  of  cigar-ash  left  there  by  our  vi>> 
ilore  or  ourselves. 

A  pair  of  citico  curtainii  hung  from  the  brass  window-rods, 
md  on  each  «idc  of  the  window  was  a  small  bookcase  in 
chem'-wood.  such  as  every  one  knows  who  haa  stared  into 
the  shop  windows  of  the  Quarticr  Latin,  and  in  which  «« 
kept  the  few  books  necessary  for  our  studies. 

The  ink  in  [he  inkstand  was  always  in  the  slate  of  lava  con- 
gealed in  the  crater  of  a  volcano.  May  not  any  inkxtand 
nowadays  become  a  Vesuvius?  The  pens,  all  twitted,  served 
to  clean  the  stems  of  our  pipes ;  and,  in  opposition  to  all  the 
laws  of  credit,  paper  w.is  even  scarcer  than  coin. 

How  can  young  men  be  cKpcctcd  to  May  at  home  tn  snch 
furnished  lodgings?  The  students  studied  in  ihe  cafis,  the 
theatre,  the  I.uxemhiiiirg  gardens,  in  grisflui'  rooms,  even  ID 
the  law  school* — anywhere  rather  than  in  their  horrible  roonx 
— horrible  for  purposes  of  wiidr,  delightful  as  soon  as  ihey 
are  used  for  gossiping  and  smoking  in.  Put  a  cloth  on  the 
table,  and  the  impromptu  dinner  sent  in  from  the  best  ealitig- 
house  in  the  neighborhood — places  for  four — t»o  of  (hem  in 


peilicoals — show  a  litho^aph  of  this  "  Interior  "  to  the  reriest 
bigot,  and  she  inll  be  bound  to  senile. 

W«  thought  only  of  amusing  ounelvcs.  The  reason  for  our 
dinipaiion  lay  in  the  most  Miious  facts  of  the  politics  of  the 
time.  Jtote  and  1  cotild  not  itee  any  room  foi  us  in  the  two 
profnuooi  onr  jurents  wished  us  to  lake  up.  There  are  a. 
hundred  docton,  a  hundred  t.iwyen,  for  one  that  i«  wanted. 
The  crowd  is  choking  ihcsc  two  paths  which  are  giippoied  to 
lead  to  fortune,  but  which  are  merely  two  arenas;  men  kill 
each  other  there,  lighting,  not  indeed  with  swords  or  firearms, 
but  with  intrigue  and  cahimny,  with  tremendous  toil,  canu- 
psigm  in  the  sphere  of  the  intellect  as  murderous  as  those  in 
llaljr  were  to  the  soldiers  of  the  republic.  In  thoe  days, 
when  everything  is  an  intellectual  competition,  a  nun  mast 
be  able  to  tit  forly-cight  hours  on  end  in  his  chair  before  a 
table,  K  a  general  coatd  remain  for  two  days  on  horseback 
bkI  b  his  saddle. 

The  throng  of  aspirants  has  necessitated  a  dirision  of  the 
faculty  of  medicine  into  categories.  There  is  the  physician 
who  writes  and  the  phjnidan  who  practice*,  (he  political 
physician  and  the  physician  militant — four  different  way*  of 
being  a  physician,  four  classes  already  lilled  up.  As  to  the 
fifth  class,  that  of  physicians  who  sell  remedies,  there  is  cnch 
a  competition  that  they  fight  each  other  with  disgnsliag  ad- 
vert iscinen  Is  on  the  walls  of  Paris, 

In  all  the  law  conrts  there  are  almost  as  many  lawyers  as 
there  are  cases.  The  pleader  is  thrown  back  on  journalism, 
on  politics,  00  literature.  In  fact,  the  state,  besieged  for  the 
smallest  appointments  under  the  law,  has  ended  by  requiring 
that  the  applicants  should  have  some  little  fortune.  The  pear- 
shaped  head  of  the  grocer's  son  is  selected  in  preference  to 
(he  square  sknil  of  a  man  of  talent  who  h.is  not  a  sou.  Work 
■s  he  will,  with  all  hi*  energy,  a  young  man.  starting  from 
•ero.  msy  at  the  end  often  years  find  himself  below  the  point 
be  set  oat  Ironi.     In  these  days,  talent  mu^t  have  the  good* 
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luck  which  secures  success  lo  the  most  incapable ;  nay  more, 
if  it  scorns  the  base  compromises  which  iusurc  advanccmeDi 
to  crawling  mediocrity,  it  will  never  get  on. 

if  we  tlioroiighly  knew  our  time,  we  alio  knew  ounelves, 
■ind  we  preferred  the  indolence  of  dreamers  to  aimless  itir, 
cosy-going  pleasure  to  the  uselets  toil  which  would  hare  «• 
hausied  our  courage  and  worn  out  tlic  edge  of  our  intelligence. 
We  had  analytcd  social  life  while  smoking,  laughing,  and  loaf- 
ing. But,  though  elaborated  by  such  means  as  thoM,  our  te- 
Reclions  were  none  the  less  judicious  and  profound. 

While  we  were  fully  conscious  of  the  slavery  to  which  yonth 
is  condemned,  we  were  amazed  at  the  brutal  indtflierence  of  the 
authorities  lo  everything  connected  with  intellect,  thought, 
and  poetry.  How  often  have  Juste  arid  1  exchanged  glances 
when  reading  the  papers  an  we  studied  political  events,  or  the 
debates  in  the  Chamber,  and  discussed  the  proceedings  of  a 
court  whusc  willful  ignorance  could  find  no  parallel  but  ig 
the  platitude  of  the  courtiers,  the  mediocrity  of  the  men  form- 
ing the  hedge  round  the  newly  restored  throne,  all  alike  de- 
void of  talent  or  breadth  of  view,  of  distinction  or  learning, 
of  influence  or  dignity  I 

Could  there  be  a  higher  tribute  to  the  court  of  Charles  X. 
than  the  present  eourt,  if  court  it  may  be  called?  What  a 
hatred  of  the  country  may  be  «een  in  the  naturaliutioo  of 
vulgar  foreigners,  devoid  of  talent,  who  are  enthroned  in  ihe 
Chamber  of  Peers  !  What  a  pervenion  of  |ii3tice  I  What  an 
insult  to  the  distinguinhed  youth,  the  ambitions  native  to  the 
•oil  of  France  1  We  looked  upon  these  thing*  as  upon  a  spec- 
tacle, and  groaned  over  them,  without  taking  upon  ourselves 
to  act. 

Juste,  whom  no  one  ever  sought,  and  who  never  sought  any 
one,  was.  at  five-and-twenly.  a  great  politician,  a  nun  with  a 
wonderful  aptitude  fur  apjirehemling  the  correlation  Ixtween 
remote  history  and  the  facts  of  the  present  and  of  the  future. 
Id  1S3I1  he  told  me  exactly  what  would  and  did  happen— 
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the  murders,  the  conspiracies,  the  asceodcncy  of  the  Jcwt, 
the  difficulty  of  doing  anything  in  France,  the  scarcity  of 
talent  in  the  higher  ciiclc»,  and  tlic  abundance  of  intellect  in 
the  luwest  ranks,  wlvete  the  finest  couia^e  v>  imothcred  an<Jcr 
cigar  aihes. 

VThat  was  to  become  of  him?  His  parents  wished  him  to 
be  *  doctor.  But  if  he  were  a  doctor,  must  he  not  wait 
twenty  years  for  a  practice?  You  know  what  he  did?  No? 
Well,  be  b  a  doctor;  but  he  left  France,  he  b  in  Asia.  At 
this  moment  he  is  periiaps  sinking  under  fatigue  in  a  deseri, 
or  dying  of  the  lultes  of  a  barbaioax  liorde — or  jierhafn  he  ■» 
tome  Indian  prince's  prime  minister. 

Action  is  my  vocation.  Leaving  a  civil  college  at  the  age 
of  twenty,  the  only  way  for  me  to  enter  the  army  was  by 
enlisting  as  a  common  soldier ;  so  weary  of  the  dikinal  out- 
look tlut  by  before  a  lawyer,  1  acquiied  the  knowledge  needed 
for  a  nitor.  I  imitate  Juste,  and  keep  out  of  France,  where 
men  waste,  in  the  6trug:glc  to  make  way.  the  energy  needAl 
for  the  nobte&t  work*.  Follow  my  etaiiiple,  friends ;  I  am 
gojng  where  a  man  steers  his  destiny  as  lie  pleases ;  is  his  own 
navigator. 

Theic  great  resolutions  were  formed  in  the  little  room  in 
the  lodging-house  in  the  Rue  Comeille,  in  spite  of  our  hstint- 
ing  the  B.1I  Muaard,  flirting  with  girU  of  the  town,  and  lead- 
ing a  carelesi  aivd  apgurenily  recklc^  life.  Our  plant  and 
argunKnti  long  Aoated  tti  tlie  air. 

Maicas,  our  neighbor,  was  in  some  degree  the  gitide  who 
led  us  to  the  margin  of  the  prctijMCc  or  the  torrent,  who  made 
Ds  sotind  it.  and  showed  us  beforehand  what  our  fate  would 
be  if  wc  let  ourselves  fall  into  it,  It  waa  he  who  put  ui  on 
oar  gtnrd  against  the  time-bargains  a  man  makes  with  poverty 
niKler  the  unction  of  hope,  by  accepting  precarious  situations 
whence  he  fights  the  tntile,  carried  along  by  the  dcvioia  tide 
of  Paris— that  great  harlot  who  takes  yon  up  or  leaves  you 
stranded,  smiles  or  turns  her  back  on  you  with  equal  readiiKW, 
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wears  out  the  strongest  will  io  vexatious  waiting,  and  maket 
mtsfarlune  wait  o\\  chance. 


At  ouf  first  meeting,  M.ircas,  as  it  were,  doziled  DS.  Oa 
our  return  from  the  schoulii,  a  liitle  befure  tlie  dinnec-hour, 
we  were  accustomed  to  go  up  to  our  room  and  remain  tbere  a 
white,  either  waiting  for  the  other,  to  Icam  whether  there 
were  any  change  in  our  plans  for  the  evening.  One  day,  at 
four  o'clock,  Juste  met  Marcas  on  the  stairs,  and  1  uw  lum 
in  the  street.  It  was  in  tlie  month  of  Nuvcmhci,  bimI  Matcas 
had  no  doak ;  he  wore  shoei  with  heavy  »olcs,  corduroy  irous- 
en,  and  a  liluc  double-brcoticd  coat  buttoned  to  the  throat, 
which  gave  a  military  air  to  hi«  broad  clieti,  all  the  more  so 
because  he  wore  a  black  stock.  The  costume  was  not  in  it»elf 
csiraordinary,  but  it  agreed  well  with  the  man's  mien  and 
countenance. 

My  first  impression  on  seeing  him  was  neither  £ur(>rise,  nor 
diitreu,  nor  interest,  nor  pity,  but  curiosity  mingled  with  all 
these  feelings.  He  walked  slowly,  with  a  step  that  betrayed 
deep  mcUnchoIy,  his  bead  forward  with  a  stoop,  but  not  bent 
like  that  of  a  t^nsctence-stricken  man.  That  head,  Urge  and 
powerful,  which  might  contain  the  treasures  neccssairy  for  a 
man  of  tlie  liighesi  ambition,  looked  as  if  it  were  loaded  with 
thought ;  it  was  weighted  with  grief  of  mind,  but  there  wa« 
no  touch  of  remorse  in  his  expression.  As  to  his  face,  it  tua/ 
be  summed  up  in  a  word.  A  common  superstition  has  it 
that  every  human  countenance  resembles  some  animal.  The 
animal  for  M^rcas  was  the  lion.  His  hair  w»i  like  a 
mane,  his  nose  was  short  and  flat,  broad  and  dented  at  the 
tip  like  a  lion's  \  \\\%  brow,  like  a  lioa'»,  was  strongly  marked 
with  a  deep  median  furrow,  dividing  tuo  powerful  boMCS. 
His  high,  hairy  cheek-bones,  all  the  more  prominent  because 
his  cheeks  were  so  thin,  his  enormous  mouth  and  hollow  jaws, 
were  accentuated  by  linn  of  haughty  signilii  ancc,  and  marked 
by  a  complexion  full  of  tawny  shadows.     This  almost  Ictrible 
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eoontenance  seeractl  illuiniuaicd  by  two  laxnps — two  eyts, 
black  indeed,  but  infinitely  ^wcci,  ulm  and  deep,  full  or 
tbought.  If  I  may  Bay  so,  those  eyes  had  a  humilialcd  cxprcs- 
(ion. 

Harcas  via  afraid  of  looking  directly  at  others,  not  for  hint- 
self,  but  for  those  on  whom  bis  fa»cinaiing  gute  might  rest ;  h« 
bad  a  power,  and  he  shunned  using  it ;  he  would  ^paie  those  he 
met,  and  he  feared  notice.  Thit  was  not  from  modesty,  but  from 
tesignUion — not  Christian  resignation,  which  implies  chancy, 
but  resignation  founded  on  reason,  which  had  demonstrated 
the  immediate  inutility  of  hit  gifts,  the  impossibility  of  enter- 
ing  and  living  in  the  sphere  for  which  he  was  6tted.  I'hoM 
cyca  could  at  times  flj^h  lightnings.  From  those  lips  a  voice 
of  thunder  musl  surely  proceed;  it  was  a  mouth  like  Mira* 
beau's. 

"  I  liave  seen  such  a  grand  fellow  in  the  street,"  said  I  to 
Jntte  on  coming  in. 

"  It  must  be  our  neighbor,'*  replied  Jusie,  who  described, 
in  fact,  the  roan  I  h^i]  jast  met.  "A  nun  who  lives  like  a 
wood-louse  would  be  sure  to  look  like  that,"  be  added. 

"  Wlval  dejection  and  what  dignity ! " 

"  One  it  the  consequence  of  the  other." 

"  What  rained  hopes  I     What  schemes  and  failures  t " 

"Seven  leagues  of  ruins!  Obelisks — palaces — lowersi — 
Tlie  ruins  of  Palmyra  in  the  desert  I "  said  Juste,  laughing. 

So  we  called  him  the  Ruins  of  Palmyra. 

As  we  went  out  to  dine  at  the  wretched  eating-house  in  the 
Rtie  de  U  Harpe  to  which  we  subscribed,  we  a»ked  the  name 
of  Number  j;,  and  then  heard  the  weird  name  Z.  Marcss. 
Like  boys,  as  we  were,  we  repeated  it  more  than  a  hundred 
times  with  all  sorts  of  comments,  absurd  or  melancholy,  atvd 
the  name  lent  itself  to  the  jest.  Juste  would  fire  off  the  Z 
like  a  rocket  rising,  t-t-t-x-ttJ;  and  after  pronouncing  the 
Tint  syllable  of  the  naote  with  great  importance,  depicted  a 
Call  by  the  dull  brevity  of  the  second. 
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"  Now,  how  and  where  does  the  man  live;  ? ' ' 

From  this  query,  to  (lie  innoceni  espionage  of  carioshf 
there  was  hq  pause  but  thai  required  for  carrying  ool  oor 
plan.  Instead  of  loitering  about  the  streets,  wc  both  came 
ill,  each  armed  with  a  novel.  We  read  with  our  ears  open. 
And  in  the  perfect  silence  of  our  attic  loorus,  we  heard  the 
even,  dull  sound  of  a  sleeping  man  breathing. 

"  He  is  asleep,"  said  I  to  Juste,  noticing  this  fact. 

"  At  seven  o'clock  I  "  replied  the  doctor. 

This  was  the  name  by  which  I  called  Juste,  and  he  called 
me  the  kec|)er  of  the  seals. 

"  A  man  mu»I  be  wretched  indeed  to  sleep  as  much  as  our 
neighbor  I  "  cried  I,  jumping  on  to  the  chest  ofdraweriwitha 
knife  in  my  hand,  to  which  a  corkscrew  was  attached. 

I  made  a  round  hole  at  the  lop  of  the  partition,  about  U 
big  as  a  five-sou  piece.  I  had  forgotten  that  there  would  be 
no  light  in  the  room,  and,  putting  niy  eyes  to  the  hole,  I  saw 
only  darkness.  At  about  one  in  the  morning,  when  we  bad 
finished  our  books  and  were  about  to  undress,  we  heard  a 
noise  in  our  neighbor's  room.  He  got  up,  struck  a  match, 
and  lighted  his  dip.  I  got  on  to  the  drawers  ag^n,  and  I 
then  saw  Marcas  leated  at  his  table  and  copying  law-papen. 

His  room  was  about  half  the  *iit;  of  ount;  the  bed  stood  in 
a  recess  by  the  door,  for  the  passnge  ended  there,  and  its 
breadth  was  added  to  liis  girrel ;  but  the  ground  on  which 
the  house  was  built  was  evidently  irregular,  for  the  party-wall 
formed  an  obtuse  angle,  and  the  room  was  not  square.  There 
was  no  firei'lace,  only  .1  small  earthenware  stove,  white 
bloEchetl  with  green,  of  which  the  pijx  went  up  through  ilie 
roof.  The  window,  in  the  skew  side  of  the  room,  had  shabby, 
red  curtains.  The  furniture  consisted  of  an  armchair,  a  table, 
a  chair,  and  a  wretched  bed-iable.  A  cupboard  in  the  wall 
held  his  clothes.  The  wa]t-pa;)cr  was  horrible ;  evidently 
only  a  servant  had  ever  lodged  there  before  Marcas. 

"  What  is  to  be  xcat"  asked  the  doctor  as  I  gol  down. 
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"  Look  Tor  youncif,"  uid  1. 

At  nine  iicxi  morning  M^rcas  was  tn  bed.  He  hod  break* 
Cuicd  off  a  utcloif ;  we  mw  on  a,  plate,  with  some  crumbs  of 
bread,  ihc  remains  of  ihal  too  familiar  delicacy.  He  wat 
■tleep ;  be  did  not  walcc  until  eleven.  He  iben  set  to  work 
agaia  on  lite  copy  lie  \vui  begun  the  ni^ht  before,  which  was 
lying  on  the  table. 

On  going  downstnirs  wc  a&kcd  the  price  of  that  roocn,  and 
weic  told  fifteen  fiaiiu  a  month. 

la  lite  course  of  a  few  days  we  were  fully  informed  as  to 
Ibe  mode  of  life  of  Z.  Mucit.  He  did  copying,  at  so  much 
a  sheet  no  doubt,  for  a  Law-writer  who  lived  in  tlve  courtyard 
of  the  Sxintc-Chapellc.  He  worked  half  the  night ;  aAcr 
sleeping  froni  sii  uniil  ten,  lie  began  again  and  wrote  until 
three.  Theit  l>e  went  out  lo  lake  the  copy  home  before 
dinner,  which  he  ate  at  Miicrai'i  in  the  Rue  Mlchel-lc-Comtc, 
at  a  coat  of  nine  »u<a,  and  came  in  to  bed  at  six  o'clock.  It 
became  known  to  us  that  Mjrcas  did  not  utter  fifteen  ten- 
teiicet  in  a  month  ;  he  never  talked  to  anybody,  nor  said  a 
word  to  himiclf  in  his  dreadful  garret. 

"  The  Ruins  of  Palmyra  arc  terribly  silent  I  "  said  Juste. 

This  tacituiniiy  in  a  man  whose  appearance  was  so  imposing 
was  strangely  significant.  Somciintes  when  we  met  him,  we 
eichangcd  glances  full  of  meaning  on  both  sides,  hit  they 
never  led  to  any  advances.  Insensibly  this  man  became  the 
object  of  our  secret  admiration,  though  we  knew  no  reason 
for  it.  Did  it  lie  in  Im  secretly  simple  haUt.^  Im  monastic 
regularity,  his  Iteimit-tike  frugality,  his  idiotically  mechanical 
labor,  allowing  his  mind  lo  remain  neuter  or  lo  work  on  its 
own  tine;,  seeming  to  tis  to  hint  at  an  expectation  of  some 
stroke  of  good-luck  or  at  some  foregone  conclusion  as  lo  his 

lifer 

After  wandering  for  a  long  lin>e  among  the  Ruins  of  Pal- 
myra, we  forgot  them— we  were  young  I  Then  canve  itie 
ctmival,  the  Paris  carnival,  which,  iKnceforth,  will  eclipM 
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liic  uld  carnival  of  Venice,  unless  some  ill-advised  prefect  of 
police  is  anIagQnislic. 

Gaml)ling  oa^\\\  to  be  allowcfd  during  the  carnival ;  bat  ibe 
Gtupid  moralists  who  have  had  gambling  supi)re»ed  arc  ItKpt 
financiers,  and  ihU  indi&pcnsalile  evil  will  be  ic-ntablislwd 
among  us  wlien  it  is  proved  that  TraDCc  leaves  millions  at  the 
Cut  man  tables. 

This  ^pleudid  carnival  brought  ua  to  utter  penary,  as  it 
does  every  sludeiii.  We  got  rid  of  every  object  of  luxury ; 
we  sold  our  second  coals,  our  second  boots,  our  Kecond  waist> 
coals— everything  of  which  we  had  a  duplicate,  except  our 
friend.  Wc  ale  bread  and  cold  sausages;  wc  looked  where 
wc  walked;  wc  had  set  to  work  in  earnest.  We  owed  iwo 
months'  rent,  and  were  sure  of  having  a  bill  from  the  porta 
for  sij^lyor  cighiy  iiems  each,  and  amounting  to  forty  or  fifty 
franci.  Wc  made  no  noise,  and  did  not  laugh  as  we  crossed 
the  little  hall  at  the  bottom  of  the  slaits;  we  commoDly  took 
it  at  a  flying  leap  from  the  lowest  step  into  the  street.  On 
the  day  whcD  we  first  found  ourselves  bereft  of  tobacco  for 
our  pipes,  it  struck  us  that  for  some  days  we  had  been  eating 
bread  without  any  kind  of  butter. 

Great  was  our  distress. 

"  No  tobacco  !  "  said  the  doctor. 

"  No  cloak  1 "  said  the  keeper  of  the  seaU. 

"  Ah,  you  young  rascals,  you  would  dress  as  the  postilion 
de  Longjumeau,  you  would  appear  as  Dibardcurs.  sup  in  the 
morning,  and  breakfast  at  night  at  V<ry's — sometimes  even 
at  the  Rocher  de  Cancale.  Dry  bread  for  you,  my  boys! 
Why,"  salil  I,  in  a  big  ba-tt  voice,  "you  deserve  to  sleep 
under  the  bed,  you  arc  not  worthy  to  lie  in  it " 

"Yes,  yes;  but,  keeper  of  the  seals,  there  is  no  more 
tobacco  1 "  said  Juate. 

"  It  13  high  time  to  write  home,  to  our  aunts,  our  moth* 
era,  and  our  sisters,  lo  tell  them  that  we  have  no  undcrtinen 
left,  that  the  wear  and  tear  of   Paris  would   ruin   garments 
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of  win.    Then  we  will  solve  an  elrgant  chemical  problem  by 
tranamatiDs  linen  into  silver." 

"But  we  must  live  till  we  gel  the  answer." 

"  Well,  I  wilt  go  and  bring  oui  a  loan  among  socb  of 
our  friends  as  may  siill  have  some  capital  to  invest." 

"And  how  miKh  will  yoti  find^" 

"  Say  ten  Trancs  I  "  re|)lied  I  with  pride. 

II  waA  midnight.  Harcas  hod  beard  everything.  H« 
knocke<l  at  our  door, 

"  Messienrs,"  uid  he,  "here  is  some  tobacco;  you  can 
repay  me  on  the  first  opjxwtunity.'* 

We  were  struck,  not  by  the  offer,  whkh  we  accepted, 
bui  by  tli«  rich,  deep,  full  voice  in  which  ii  was  made; 
a  tone  only  comparable  to  the  lowest  string  of  Paganini's 
violin.      Maicss  vanished  without  waiting  for  our  thanks. 

Jttite  and  I  looked  at  each  other  wtthotit  a  word.  To 
be  rcKurd  by  a  man  evidently  poorer  than  ourselves  I 
Jtnte  ut  down  to  write  to  every  member  of  his  family, 
and  I  went  off  to  rlTert  a  loan.  I  brought  in  twenty 
francs  lent  me  by  a  fellow-provincial.  In  that  evil  but 
happy  day  gambling  was  still  tolerated,  and  in  its  lodes, 
aa  hird  as  the  rocky  ore  of  Braiil,  young  raen,  by  ritking 
B  nriall  sam,  bad  a  chance  of  winning  «  few  gold-pieces. 
My  friend,  too,  had  some  Turkish  tobiicco  brought  home 
from  Consiantiitople  by  a  sailor,  and  be  gave  me  quite  at 
lUdeh  as  w«  \\3A  taken  from  7.  Marcas.  I  conveyed  the 
splendid  cargo  into  port,  and  we  went  in  triumph  to  repay 
our  neighbor  with  a  tawny  wig  of  Turkish  tobacco  fer  his 
dork  caporal. 

"You  were  determined  not  to  be  my  debtors,"  tatd  he. 
"  You  are  giving  me  gold  for  copper.     You  are  boys — good 


The  sentences,  spoken  in  varying  tones,  were  rariooily 
rniphasJEcd.  Tlic  words  were  nothing,  hut  the  exprettionl 
That  made  us  friends  of  ten  ycais'  standing  at  once. 
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Majcu,  on  healing  us  coning,  had  covered  up  hb  paper* : 
wc  understood  that  il  would  be  taking  a  libcTty  to  allude 
to  his  means  of  su1>sistcnce,  and  fell  ajtiamcd  of  having 
v.itched  him.  His  cupboard  stood  open ;  in  it  ibcrc  vreic 
were  two  shirts,  a  white  neclciie,  and  a  razor.  The  raior 
made  me  shudder.  A  tuoking-glass,  worth  five  fraiu.-!!  per- 
haps, hung  near  the  window. 

The  man's  few  and  simple  movements  had  a  sort  of 
savage  grandeur.  The  doctor  and  I  looked  at  each  other, 
wondering  what  wc  could  say  in  reply.  Juste,  seeing  that  1 
was  speechless,  asked  Marcas  jestingly — 

"  You  cultivate  literature,  monsieur^" 

"Far  from  it  I "  replied  Marcas.  "I  ^ould  not  be  so 
wealthy," 

"  I  fancied,"  said  f ,  "  that  poetry  alone,  in  these  days,  was 
amply  sufficient  to  provide  a  roan  with  lodgings  aa  bad  an 

OUrt." 

My  remark  made  Marcas  smile,  and  the  smile  gave  a  charm 
to  his  yellow  face. 

"Ambition  is  not  a  1e^  severe  taskmaster  to  those  who 
fail,"  said  he.  "You,  who  are  beginning  life,  ¥ralk  in  the 
beaten  paths.  Never  dream  of  rising  superior,  you  will  be 
rained !  " 

"  Yoo  advise  us  to  stay  just  as  wc  arc  ?  "  said  the  doctor, 
smiling. 

There  is  something  so  infectious  and  childlike  in  the  pleaa- 
antrics  of  youth  that  Marcas  smiled  again  in  reply. 

"What  incidents  can  have  given  you  this  detestabte  philos- 
ophy?" asked  I. 

"  I  forgot  once  more  that  chance  is  the  result  of  an  im- 
raenne  e(]nation  of  which  wc  know  not  all  the  facton.  Wheii 
wc  start  from  Kro  to  work  up  to  the  tinit.  the  chances  are 
incalculable.  To  ambitious  men  P.iris  is  an  imn>cnie  routciie 
table,  and  every  young  man  fancies  he  c.tn  hit  on  a  successful 
proernuon  of  numbers." 
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He  cStTtA  us  the  tolnHco  I  had  brought  tlut  we  might 
ttnoke  with  him ;  the  doctor  went  to  fetch  our  pipes ;  Marcas 
fitted  hii,  and  then  Ite  came  to  sit  in  out  looiu,  bfinging  tlM 
intMcco  with  him,  since  there  weie  but  two  chain  in  h\%. 
Jtsle,  as  brisk  as  a  sqtiirrcl,  ran  out  and  returned  with  a  boy 
carrying  three  bottles  of  Boideatix,  some  Brie  cHeeae,  and  a 
loaf. 

'•  Hah  I  "  aaid  \  lo  mjnseir,  ■'  fifteen  francs,"  and  I  was 
right  to  a  sou. 

Juste  gravely  laid  five  franca  on  the  chimney-shelf  and 
Mated  himwir. 

There  are  iminea»rabte  differences  between  the  gregarious 
man  and  the  man  who  lit-es  closest  to  nature.  TouMaJnt  Lou- 
vertare,  after  he  was  caught,  died  without  spraVing  a  word. 
Napoleon,  transplanted  to  a  roclc,  talked  like  a  inag[)ie — he 
wanted  lo  account  for  hinnelf.  Z-  Marcas  erred  in  the  same 
way,  but  for  our  Iwnefii  only.  Silence  in  all  its  majesty  is  to 
be  found  only  in  the  savage.  Tlicre  newer  b  a  criminal  who, 
thoogh  he  might  let  hit  secrets  fall  with  hit  head  into  the 
baikct  of  tawdust,  does  not  feel  the  purely  social  impolse  to 
tell  them  to  somebody. 

Nay,  I  am  wrong.  We  hare  seen  one  Iroquois  of  the  Fau- 
bourg Saint-Marceau  who  raised  the  Parisian  to  the  level  of 
the  natural  savage — a  republican,  a  conspirator,  a  Frenchman, 
an  old  man,  who  outdid  all  we  hare  heard  of  negro  deter- 
mination, and  all  that  Cooper  tells  us  of  tlte  tenacity  and  cool- 
ness of  the  redtklns  under  defeat.  Morey,  the  Gualimozln 
of  the  "  Mountain,"  preserved  au  attitude  unparalleled  in  the 
koiialt  of  European  justice. 

This  is  what  Maicas  told  us  during  the  small  hours,  sand- 
wiching his  dbcourse  with  slices  of  bread  spnad  with  cheese 
and  washed  down  with  wine.  AU  the  tobacco  was  burned 
out.  Now  and  tlven  the  harkner  coaches  clattering  across 
the  PUce  de  I'Odfon,  or  the  omnibuses  toiling  post,  sent  np 
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their  dull  rumbling,  u  '\(  to  remind  us  that  Paris  was  still 
CloM  to  Ut- 

\\'\%  r«milylive<l  .it  Vitrei  his  father  and  mother  had  Bficen 
hundred  francs  a  year  in  the  funds.  He  had  received  xa 
education  gratis  in  ascminaty,  but  had  refused  to  enter  the 
priesthood.  He  felt  in  hiinseifthe  fir«  of  immense  ambition, 
and  had  come  to  Paris  on  fool  at  the  age  of  twenty,  the  pos- 
sessor of  two  hundred  francs.  He  had  studied  the  Uw,  work* 
ing  in  an  attorney's  otfjce,  whcte  he  had  riwn  lo  be  senior 
clerk.  He  h^d  taken  his  doc  lor 'i  degree  in  l.iw,  had  mastered 
the  old  and  modem  codes,  and  could  hold  his  own  wiib  the 
most  famous  pleaders,  He  bad  studied  the  law  of  nations, 
and  was  familiar  with  European  treaties  and  international 
practice.  He  had  Mudied  men  and  things  in  lire  capitals- 
London,  Berlin,  Vienna,  Si.  Petersburg,  and  Constantinople. 

No  man  was  better  infomied  than  he  as  to  the  rules  of  llie 
Chamber.  For  five  years  lie  liod  iK-cn  reporter  of  the  debates 
for  a  daily  japcr.  He  spoke  extempore  and  admirably, 
and  could  go  on  for  a  long  time  in  that  deep,  appealing  voice 
which  had  struck  us  lo  the  soul.  Indeed,  he  proved  by  the 
narrative  of  his  life  that  he  n-aK  a  great  orator,  a  concise  orator, 
serious  and  yet  full  of  piercing  eloquence ;  he  resembled 
Benyer  in  his  fervor  and  in  the  impetus  which  commands 
the  sympathy  of  (he  masses,  and  was  like  Thiers  in  refinement 
and  skill ;  but  he  would  have  been  less  diffuse,  less  in  diffi> 
cutties  for  a  conclusion.  He  had  intended  lo  rise  rapidly  to 
power  without  htinlening  him^elf  fint  wiih  the  duc!;incs  neces- 
sary to  begin  nilh,  for  a  man  in  opposition,  but  an  incubus 
laler  to  the  Mat«inan. 

Marcas  had  learned  everything  ihat  a  real  statesman  shoald 
know  ;  indeed,  his  am.izemeni  wu  considerable  when  he  had 
occasion  to  discern  the  utier  ignorance  of  men  who  have  risen 
lo  the  adroinitt ration  of  publir  alTaiis  in  France.  Though  in 
him  it  W.1S  voraiinn  ih.nt  had  led  lo  s'lidy,  nature  had  been 
generous  and  bestowed  all  that  cannot  be  acquired — keen  per- 
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ctplions,  Klf-conimand,  a  nimble  wit,  rapid  judgment,  decl* 
arenas,  and,  whit  is  the  genius  of  these  men,  fertUitjr  ia 
resource. 

Bj  the  time  when  Maicu  thought  himseir  duljr  equipped, 
France  wis  loni  by  intestinal  divisions  xritting  from  tlic  iri- 
amph  of  the  house  oi  Oilcaus  over  the  elder  branch  or  the 
Bourbons. 

The  licit)  of  political  wai^are  is  evidently  changed.  Civ!) 
war  hcn^foTlh  cannot  last  for  long,  and  will  not  be  fought 
out  in  the  provinces.  In  France  such  straggles  wilt  be  of 
brief  duration  and  at  the  seat  ofgovernnMnt ;  and  the  battle 
will  be  the  close  of  the  moral  contest  which  will  have  been 
brought  to  an  iisoe  by  superior  minds.  This  state  of  things 
will  coniintte  so  long  as  France  han  her  present  singular  form 
of  government,  which  has  no  analogy  with  that  of  any 
other  country ;  for  tlvere  is  no  more  re^mbbnce  between  the 
English  and  the  French  constitutions  than  between  the  two 
lands. 

Thui  Marcas'  place  was  in  the  political  prcsj.  Being  poor 
■nd  unable  to  secure  his  election,  he  hoped  (o  make  a  sudden 
appearance.  He  resolved  on  making  the  greatest  pontble 
sacrifice  for  a  man  of  superior  intellect,  lo  work  as  s'ltmrdinate 
to  some  rich  and  ambitious  deputy.  Lilcc  a  second  Bonaparte, 
he  sought  his  Barras ;  the  new  Colbert  hoped  lo  find  a  Manarin. 
He  did  immense  services,  and  he  did  them  then  and  there;  he 
aKumed  no  importance,  he  made  no  boat^t,  he  did  not  com- 
plain of  ingratitude.  He  did  them  in  the  hope  that  hn  patron 
would  put  him  in  a  position  to  he  elected  deputy ;  Maros 
wished  for  nothing  but  a  loan  that  might  enable  him  to  pur- 
chase a  houie  in  P.iris,  the  qiulifiraiion  required  by  law. 
Richard  III.  asked  fur  nothing  but  his  horte. 

In  three  years  Marra*  had  made  his  man— one  of  the  Bfty 
■tippowd  great  statesmen  who  are  the  baltledorex  wiih  which 
two  canning  players  toss  the  ministerial  portfolios,  exactly  as 
the  iDan  behind  the  puppet-show  hits  Punch  aftainsl  the  con* 
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6UbIc  in  his  «reet  theatre,  3iid  counts  on  alvsfs  getting  puA. 
Tbh  nun  existed  o:iIy  by  Mircas,  but  he  had  Jtut  U-Atu^ 
enough  lo  appicciue  the  vaIuc  of  bis  "ghost,"  «ad  to  know 
tbu  Marcis,  if  he  ever  cainc  to  tbc  front,  trould  remain  ihere, 
would  be  indUpeuabic,  while  he  himaelf  would  be  tniiisbiai 
to  the  poUt  2one  of  the  Luxembourg.  So  he  dctcnutncd  to 
put  insuimouniabk  objects  iu  iIk  way  of  his  mentot's  adrancc- 
meni,  and  bid  his  purpoce  undci  i!ic  semblance  of  the  utmott 
linceiity.  LJke  all  mean  men,  be  could  dia&imulate  to  per- 
fcclion,  and  he  soon  made  [wogrcss  in  the  wa)^  of  ingratitude, 
for  he  felt  (bat  he  niuti  kill  Marcu,  not  to  be  killed  by  liiu. 
Tiiese  two  men,  apiiaccnily  m  uiiiicd,  bated  each  other  is 
toon  as  one  had  out^c  deceived  the  othei. 

Tbc  politician  was  made  one  oi  a  ministiy ;  Maicas  remained 
in  the  opiMsiiion  to  iiindcr  hii  mau  from  bciitg  attacked ;  OAy, 
by  skillful  tactics  he  won  him  the  applaute  of  the  oppo&iiiou. 
To  excuse  himself  for  not  rewarding  his  subaltcni,  the  chief 
pointed  out  the  iuipossibiliij  of  finding  a  place  suddenly  for  a 
man  on  the  other  tide  without  a  great  deal  of  nutKcuvriug. 
Marcas  had  hoped  confidently  for  a  place  to  enable  him  to 
marry,  and  thus  attjuirc  tl)c  qualification  he  so  ardently  de* 
nrcd.  He  was  iwo^nd-thirty,  and  the  Cliambcr  ere  long 
must  be  diaolved.  Having  detected  his  man  in  this  fla- 
grant act  of  bad  faith,  he  overthrew  him,  or  ai  any  rale  con- 
tiibuted  brgely  to  lii.t  uverlhrow,  and  covered  him  with  mud. 

A  fallen  mmiMer,  if  he  n  to  rise  again  to  power,  must  show 
that  he  is  to  be  feared  ;  this  man,  intoxicated  by  royal  glib- 
nets,  hud  fancied  that  his  position  would  \ie  |>eiiuaiicnt ;  he 
acknowledged  his  (Ielin<iucncies;  beside  confcSaing  them,  lie 
did  M.ircjs  a  small  money  service',  f<>r  Mjrca:i  Itad  gotten  into 
debt.  He  suluidiiud  the  newspaper  on  which  Maicas  worked, 
and  made  him  llie  manager  of  it. 

lliDiigh  he  dc&pi&cd  the  man,  Maicas,  wtw,  practically,  was 
being  subsidized  loo,  consented  lo  take  the  part  of  the  fallen 
minisici.     Without  unmasking  at  once  all  the  batteries  of  hii 


■nperior  intellcci,  Mucas  came  a  link  funher  itian  before ;  1>e 
ihowcd  half  his  ^irewdncts.  TIk  minmry  lasicd  onljr  a  hun- 
dred and  ciRliiy  days;  it  was  iw^llowcil  up.  Marcas  had 
put  hiiiiicir  lUiu  cotnniunicatton  wuh  certain  deputies,  had 
OMuUed  ihcin  like  dough,  leaving  each  impressed  with  a 
high  opinion  of  his  talent ;  hij  puppet  again  became  a  mem- 
ber of  the  ministry,  and  tl^n  the  |>a|>er  wa.i  mini.iEetial.  The 
ministry  unitctl  the  paper  with  anotlier,  itulcly  to  sfjueexe  out 
Marcaa,  who  in  this  fusion  had  to  make  way  ibr  a  rich  and 
insolent  rival,  whuM  name  wax  well  known,  and  who  already 
had  his  fwul  in  tUc  Mirrup, 

Uareas  retapted  into  iiiter  destitution  ;  his  haughty  patron 
well  knew  the  depths  into  which  he  ha<l  cast  him. 

Where  was  he  logo?  Tlieminiiterbl  (xtpers,  privily  warned, 
wuuld  have  nothing  to  say  to  him.  TIte  opposition  papers 
did  not  4:are  to  admit  him  to  (heir  office*.  Marcas  could  side 
neither  with  tlic  Republicans  nor  with  the  Legitimists,  Iwo 
parties  whose  triumph  would  mean  the  overthrow  of  every- 
thing that  now  is. 

"  Ambitious  men  like  >  last  hold  on  things,"  said  he  with 
a  smile. 

Me  lived  by  writing  a  few  articles  on  commercial  alFaiis, 
and  contributed  to  one  of  those  encyclopedia*  liroughi  out  bf 
tpecalatton  and  not  by  learning.  Finally  a  paper  wn*  founded 
which  was  destined  to  live  but  two  yearv,  but  which  secured 
hift  services.  From  that  niotncnt  he  renewed  his  connoclion 
with  iIk  minister's  enemies ;  he  joined  the  patty  who  were 
woikinf;  for  the  (all  of  the  governmenl ;  and  as  soon  as  his 
pickaxe  had  free  play,  it  fell. 

This  paper  had  ivow  for  six  ntonih*  ceased  to  exist ;  he  had 
failed  to  And  employmcni  of  any  kind  ;  he  was  spoken  of  as 
a  dangernus  man,  calumny  aii.icked  him;  he  had  unmarked 
a  huge  finaiM;ial  and  mercantile  job  by  a  few  articles  and  a 
pamphlet.  He  was  known  to  be  the  mouthpiece  of  a  banker 
who  waa  said  to  have  paid  him  largely,  and  from  whom  be 
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iras  supposed  to  expect  sumc  patronage  in  rcturo  for  his  cham- 
pionship. Marcos,  disgusted  by  men  and  thtogs,  worn  out 
by  five  yean  of  fighting,  regarded  as  a  free-lance  ratlier  tlun 
as  a  great  leader,  crushed  by  the  necessity  for  earning  his 
daily  bread,  which  hindered  him  from  gaining  ground,  in 
despair  at  the  influence  exerted  by  money  over  mind,  and 
given  over  to  dire  (loverty,  buried  himself  in  a  garret,  lo 
make  thirty  sous  a  day,  the  sum  strictly  answering  to  his 
needs.  Meditation  had  leveled  a  desert  all  around  him. 
He  read  the  papers  to  be  informed  of  what  was  going  on. 
PoMo  di  Eorgo  had  once  lived  like  this  for  some  time. 

Marcas,  no  doubt,  wai  planning  a  serious  attack,  accustom- 
ing himself  to  dinimulation,  and  punishing  himself  for  hn 
blunders  by  pythagorean  muteness.  But  he  did  noi  tell  in 
the  reasons  for  his  conduct. 

It  is  impossible  to  give  you  an  idea  of  the  scenes  of  the 
highest  comedy  that  by  behind  this  algebraic  statement  of  hit 
career;  his  useless  patience  dogging  the  footsteps  of  forlune, 
which  presently  took  wing^.  his  long  tramps  over  the  thorny 
brakes  of  Paris,  his  breathless  chases  as  a  petitioner,  his  at- 
tempts to  win  over  fools ;  the  schemes  laid  only  to  ftll 
through  the  influence  of  some  frivolous  woman  ;  the  meetings 
with  men  of  businest  mho  expected  their  capital  lo  bring 
them. places  and  a  peerage,  as  well  as  targe  interest.  Then 
the  hopes  rising  in  a  towering  ware  only  to  break  in  foam  on 
the  shoal;  the  woncicrs  wrought  in  reconciling  adverse  inter- 
ests which,  after  working  together  for  a  week,  fell  asunder; 
the  annoyance,  a  thousand  times  repeated,  of  seeing  a  dunce 
decorated  with  the  Legion  of  Honor,  and  preferred,  though 
as  ignorant  as  a  shop-boy,  to  a  man  of  talent.  Then,  what 
Marcas  called  the  Kiratagcms  of  stupidity — you  strike  a  man, 
and  he  seems  convinced,  he  nods  his  head — everything  is 
settled  ;  next  day,  this  india-rublwr  lull,  A.iltencd  for  a  mo- 
ment, has  recovered  itself  in  the  course  of  the  night ;  it  is  as 
full  of  wind  as  ever ;  you  must  begin  all  over  again  ;  and  you 
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I^  on  till  you  undenund  that  you  are  not  not  dealing  with  a 
nan,  but  with  a  lamp  of  gum  that  loaa  »liape  in  the  sunshine. 

I'tMKC  ihoutand  annoyances,  this  vut  wute  of  human  «■• 
CTgy  OD  barren  spots,  the  diRkulty  of  achieving  any  good, 
the  incredible  facility  of  doing  mischief;  two  strong  games 
played  out,  twice  won  and  then  twice  U»l ;  the  haired  of  a 
■tatcsroan — a  blockhead  with  a  painted  face  and  a  wig,  but  in 
whom  llie  world  believed— all  iIknc  things,  great  and  snull, 
had  not  crushed,  but  tor  the  moment  had  dathed,  Marcas. 
In  (he  days  when  money  had  come  into  hit  hands,  hti  Gngent 
had  not  clulclkcd  it ;  be  had  allowed  himself  the  extjuititc 
pkasufc  of  Koding  it  all  to  his  family — to  his  sisters,  his 
brothen,  hia  old  father.  Like  Napoleon  in  ha  fall,  he  asked 
for  DO  more  (h;i»  thirty  sous  a  day,  and  any  man  of  energy 
can  earn  thirty  sous  for  a  day's  work  in  Paris. 

WlKn  Marcas  had  linishcd  the  story  o(  his  life,  intermingled 
with  reflections,  maxims,  and  obwrrations,  revealing  hJm  as 
a  great  politician,  a  few  questions  and  answers  on  both  sides 
as  to  the  iwogrets  of  aiTairs  in  France  and  in  Europe  were 
enough  to  pn>ve  lo  us  that  he  was  a  real  statesman  ;  for  a  man 
may  l>c  quickly  and  CjHily  judgn)  when  be  can  be  brought  on 
lo  the  ground  of  immediate  difBculties:  there  is  a  certain 
ahibboleth  for  men  of  superior  talents,  and  we  ore  of  the 
tribe  of  moitern  I>eviies  without  belonging  as  yet  to  the 
temple.  As  I  have  said,  our  friroltly  covered  certain  purposes 
which  Juste  has  carried  out,  and  which  I  am  about  to  exectite. 

WHen  we  had  done  talking,  wc  all  three  went  o>lt.  cohl  as 
it  was,  to  walk  in  the  LusCTTiboitrg  gardens  till  the  dinner* 
hour.  In  tite  course  of  that  walk  our  conversation,  grave 
Ihroughotit,  turned  on  the  painful  aspects  of  the  political  silo- 
ation.  Each  of  us  contribuied  hi^t  remarks,  his  comment,  or 
his  jeil.  a  pleasantry  or  a  proverb.  This  was  no  longer  ei« 
clmirrly  a  discussion  of  life  on  the  colossal  scale  juu  de- 
scribed by  Marcas,  llie  totdicr  of  political  warfare.  Nor  »U 
it  the  diatrcfsfnl  monologue  of  ll>c  wrecked  navigaioe ,  stranded 
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in  a  garret  in  the  Haiel  CoraeiUe ;  \i  was  a  dialogue  in  mbaA 
two  wcU-informcd  young  men,  having  gauged  the  limn  they 
lived  in,  were  endeavoring,  unJer  the  guidance  of  a  man  oi 
talent,  to  gain  some  light  on  their  own  future  prokpecU. 

"  Why,"  asked  Jiistc,  "  did  you  not  wait  patiently  for  aa 
opportunity,  and  imitate  the  only  nun  who  has  been  able  u> 
keep  the  lead  since  the  revolution  of  July  by  holding  his  head 
above  water  ?  " 

"  Have  1  nut  said  that  we  never  know  where  the  roots  of 
chance  lie?  Carfcl  was  in  identically  the  same  position  ai 
the  orator  you  dpeak  of.  I'hat  gloomy  young  man,  of  a  bitter 
spirit,  had  a  whole  govcmincnt  in  his  head  ;  ihc  man  of  whom 
you  spedlc  had  no  idea  beyond  mounting  on  the  crupper  of 
every  event.  Of  the  two,  Carrel  was  the  better  man.  Well, 
one  became  a  minister,  Carrel  remained  a  journalist ;  the  Id*  , 
complete  but  craftier  man  i^  living  ;  C.irrel  i*  dead. 

"I  may  point  out  that  your  man  has  for  fifteen  yean 
been  making  his  way,  and  is  but  making  it  still.  He  reay 
yet  be  caught  and  crushed  between  two  cars  full  of  Intrigties 
on  the  high-road  to  power.  He  ha^  no  house ;  he  has  not  the 
favor  of  ihe  place  like  Mciiernich ;  nor,  like  Villilc,  the 
protection  of  a  compact  majority. 

"  I  do  not  lietieve  that  the  present  state  of  things  will  last 
ten  ycar^  longer.  Hence,  supposing  I  should  have  siKh  poor 
good-luck,  I  am  already  loo  late  to  avoid  being  swept  away 
by  the  commoiion  I  foresee.  I  should  need  to  be  established 
in  a  iuperior  position," 

"What  commotion?"  ailted  Jusie, 

"  At«JW8T,  1830,"  said  Marcos  in  solemn  tones,  holding  ont 
his  hand  toward  Paris;  "  .Aur.i'ST.  the  offspring  of  Voulh 
which  bound  the  slieaves,  and  of  Intellect  which  had  ttpened 
the  harvest,  forgot  to  provide  for  Vouth  and  Intellect. 

"  Youth  will  explode  like  the  boiler  of  a  steam-engine. 
Youth  has  no  outlet  in  l-'r;ince  ;  it  is  gathering  an  avalanche 
of  underrated  capabilities,  of  legitimate  and  restlew  ambi- 
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tions;  young  tacn  are  not  marryinf  nov;  families  caiiDOt 
letl  what  to  do  with  thm  children.  Wliai  will  the  thuodcT- 
cUp  be  ihat  will  nhukc  down  thtru;  mai&«?  I  know  noi,  but 
they  will  crash  down  into  the  midst  of  things  and  overthrow 
everything.  These  are  bwj  of  hydrostatita  which  att  on  the 
haman  race ;  the  Roman  Empire  had  failed  to  underbuild 
them,  and  the  bartnric  hordes  came  down. 

"The  barbaiic  l>i>rd»  now  arc  ihc  intelligent  class.  The 
laws  of  overpressure  are  at  this  moment  acting  slowly  and 
litenlly  in  our  mid^t.  The  government  is  the  great  criminal  \ 
ii  docs  not  appreciate  the  two  powers  to  which  it  owes  every- 
thing ;  it  has  allowed  its  hands  to  be  tied  by  the  absurdities 
of  the  Contract ;  it  is  bound,  ready  to  be  the  victim. 

'•  Louis  XIV.,  Napoleon,  England,  all  were  or  are  eager 
for  intelligent  youth.  In  France  th«  young  are  condemned 
by  the  new  (egitlalion,  by  the  blundering  principles  of  elective 
rights,  by  tbe  nnaoundncss  of  the  ministerial  constitution. 

*'  Look  at  the  clecti^'e  Chamber ;  you  will  find  no  deputies 
of  thirty  ;  the  youth  of  Richelieu  and  of  Mazarin,  of  Turenne 
and  of  Colbert,  of  Pitt  and  of  Saini-JitM,  of  Napoleon  and 
of  Prince  Meitemkh,  wotild  find  no  admiMion  there  ;  Burke, 
Sheridan,  or  Fox  coutd  not  win  scats.  Even  if  political  ma- 
jority had  been  fixed  at  oncand-iwcnty,  and  eligibility  had 
been  relieved  of  every  diubling  ()D.ilirication,  the  departments 
would  have  returned  the  very  name  members,  men  devoid  of 
political  talent,  unable  to  speak  without  murdering  French 
grainiDar,  and  among  whom,  in  ten  years,  scarcely  one  states- 
man  has  been  found. 

"  The  causes  of  an  impending  event  may  be  wen,  but  the 
event  itseir  cannot  be  roieiold.  At  this  moment  the  youth 
of  Fiance  is  being  driven  into  republican itm,  tiecaute  tl  be- 
lieves that  the  republic  would  bring  it  enumcipnifon.  It  will 
a)wa)-s  ren>eml>er  the  young  rcpresenlative*  of  the  people  and 
the  young  army  leaden  I  The  imprudence  of  the  govcmoicat 
is  only  comparable  to  its  avarice." 
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That  day  left  its  echoes  in  our  Iivca.  Marcu  coiifirtned  us 
ill  our  resolution  to  l»ve  Fntnce,  where  yuung  rocii  of  talent 
and  ciieigy  are  cruslied  uhiIlt  the  wci);hl  oi  sticcctsful  con- 
monplace,  envious,  and  inutiabic  middle  age. 

We  dined  logciber  in  the  Rue  dc  U  Harpc.  We  thence* 
forth  fell  fur  Murtas  (he  most  rcs|)ecll'ijl  alTcLiion  ;  he  gave  us 
Ihc  niost  pr^iclical  aid  iu  tiie  sjilicte  of  the  iiiiud.  Hut  man 
knew  everything  ;  he  had  studied  everything.  Kor  u»  he  cau 
his  eye  over  the  whole  civilized  world,  seeking  the  countrjr 
where  opeuings  would  be  at  once  the  most  abuudaut  a»d  itie 
most  favorable  to  the  success  of  our  plans.  He  indicated 
what  sliould  be  the  goal  of  our  studies ;  he  bid  us  make  Itaste, 
explaining  to  us  that  time  was  precious,  that  emigration  would 
presently  begin,  and  that  its  effect  would  be  to  deprive  Fraitce 
of  ihc  cream  of  its  |>owers  and  of  its  youthful  talent;  tbu 
Iheir  intelligence,  necess-irily  sharpened,  would  select  Ihe  best 
places,  and  (hat  the  great  thing  was  to  be  tirst  in  the  field. 

Thenceforward,  wc  often  sat  late  at  work  under  the  lamp. 
Our  generous  insinictor  wrote  some  notes  for  our  guidance — 
Iwo  pages  for  Juste  and  three  for  me — full  of  invaluable  advice 
— Ihe  son  of  information  which  experience  alone  can  supply, 
such  landmarks  as  only  genius  can  place.  In  ibo^e  papers, 
smelling  of  tobacco  and  covered  with  writing  so  vile  as  to  be 
almost  hieroglyphic,  there  are  suggeklions  for  a  fortune,  and 
forecasts  of  nnerring  acumen.  There  are  hints  as  to  certain 
parts  of  America  and  Asia  which  have  been  fully  jmtilieH.  both 
before  and  since  Juste  and  I  could  set  out. 

Mnrcas,  like  us,  was  in  the  most  abject  poveny.  He  earned, 
indeed,  hi*  daily  bread,  but  he  had  neither  linen,  clothes,  nof 
shoes.  He  did  not  make  himself  out  any  belter  than  he  was ; 
his  dreams  had  been  of  luxury  at  well  as  of  power.  He  did 
not  admit  that  this  was  the  re.il  Marcac;  he  abandoned  his 
person,  indeed,  to  the  caprices  of  life.  What  he  lived  by  waa 
the  breath  of  ambition  ;  he  dreamed  of  revenge  while  blaming 
himself  for  yielding  to  so  shallow  a  feeling.     The  trxic  Elale»- 


nun  otight,  above  all  things,  to  be  niperior  to  vulgar  pa^iioiM; 
like  llic  man  or  KJcncc,  lie  &bould  have  iio  giaaion  but  for  htt 
tciciicc.  It  w^  iti  tliese  days  of  dire  neccuity  that  Marcas 
secnwd  lo  us  so  great — nay,  w  terrible ;  ibcrc  was  wmething 
awful  in  tUe  gaxe  which  saw  another  world  than  tliat  which 
strikes  the  eyes  of  ortlinarir  men.  To  us  he  was  a  luhjecl  of 
co(nte(n[iUtion  and  a&lontshtnent ;  for  the  young— winch  of 
us  has  not  known  i<? — the  young  have  a  keen  craving  to 
admire;  tiKy  love  to  aiiac^h  themselves,  and  are  naturally 
inclined  to  submit  to  the  men  they  feel  (o  be  superior,  as  they 
are  to  devote  IbcmBclvpi  to  a  great  cause. 

Our  EurjitiK  wa&  chii-fly  aroused  by  his  indiflerence  in 
maiien  of  sentiment ;  woman  had  no  place  in  his  life.  When 
we  s|)oke  of  this  matter,  a  jiercnnial  lhen>c  of  conversation 
among  Frenchmen,  he  simply  remarked — 

"Gowns  ccat  too  much." 

He  saw  ibe  look  that  passed  between  Jinte  and  idc,  and 
went  on— 

"  Yes,  far  too  much.  The  woman  you  boy — and  $1k  is  the 
least  expensive — takes  a  great  deal  of  money.  The  woman 
who  gives  Iterself  takes  all  your  time  I  Woman  extinguishes 
every  energy,  every  ambition.  Na|»oleon  reduced  her  to  what 
■he  ihoald  be.  From  ih.it  poini  of  view,  he  really  was  great. 
He  did  not  indulge  such  ruinous  fancies  as  L43ais  XIV.  and 
Louis  XV.;  at  the  same  time,  he  could  love  in  secret." 

We  discovered  tt«t,  like  Pill,  who  made  England  his  wife, 
Marcas  bore  France  in  his  iKan  ;  he  idolised  his  country  ;  he  • 
had  not  a  ihougtil  that  wai  not  for  bis  native  land.  His  fury 
at  feeling  that  he  had  in  hit  hands  the  remedy  for  the  evils 
which  so  deeply  saddened  him,  and  could  not  apply  it,  ate 
into  his  soa),  and  this  rage  was  increased  by  the  inferiority  of 
France  at  ihai  time,  as  compared  with  Rusiia  and  England. 
Fnnee  a  Ihinl-raie  power!  This  cry  came  up  again  and 
^■in  in  his  conversation.  The  intestinal  disorders  of  his 
country  had  entered  into  his  soul.     All  the  contests  between 
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I*  tte  ker  fl«  of  ife  fecfc— 

b  «M  ite  tNodeba  of  *^  I 

(vcljr,  a  b  niwil  is  a  italecM  te 
bcfiM  bf  wutag  tanh  the  aiuaiioa,  brake 
trfiy  to  ««K  oCet  we  had  not  wufciaid. 

'V<Mwoddls^ataKlbra(bal."lw<xkd,"lf  I  took 

ytm  at  jroto'  wont.  Jcanu  are  a  ihiag  of  the  past,  but  JaoAt- 
MO)  it  Mrrna).  Your  Kachiairllism  and  JKNV  pacnnitT  are 
•qoallir  hollow  asd  BBtneiworth^.  Yoa  eaa  make  joat  own 
olcnUiioni.  but  who  can  ealcalue  on  yoa  7  Yoar  cotut  k 
nade  np  of  o«b  who  fear  the  lisht,  of  old  men  who  qnakc 
Id  ibe  pmnice  of  Ihc  joaag,  or  who  simiiJy  ditregard  them. 
The  governtnimi  n  fonoed  on  the  same  pattern  u  the  court. 
Voii  have  hunted  op  the  remains  of  the  empire,  as  the  rc»io- 
raiinn  enliitrd  (he  voltifeun  of  Louis  XIV. 
"  Hiihcno  the  evasioos  of  cowardice  have  beca  taken  for 
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the  Runcmvring  of  abiliiy ;  but  djing«rs  will  come,  and  the 
jouRgcr  generation  will  tm  is  ilicy  OiJ  in  1790.  Ttiey  did 
grand  things  (hen.  Ju5l  now  you  thAtige  miniilitn  u  a  sick 
man  turns  in  his  bed ;  ihoc  oscillnlions  betray  the  weakness 
of  the  govcrntncni.  Yoti  work  on  an  underhand  system  of 
policy  which  will  be  turned  against  you,  for  France  will  be 
tired  of  yotir  shuflling.  France  will  ooi  tell  you  thai  she  is 
tired  of  you ;  a  nun  never  knows  whence  htt  ruin  comes;  it 
'm  the  hisioriati'i  task  to  find  oat ;  but  you  will  undoubtedly 
l>crtth  as  the  reward  of  not  having  asked  the  youth  of  France 
to  lend  you  its  strength  and  energy;  for  having  hated  really 
capable  men ;  for  not  having  lovingly  chosen  (hem  from 
thb  noble  generation  ;  for  having  in  all  cases  preferred  me- 
diocrity. 

"  You  have  come  to  oak  my  support,  but  you  are  an  atom 
in  that  decrepit  heap  which  is  nude  hideout  by  self- interest, 
which  trembles  and  squirtns,  and,  bccaose  it  u  so  mean,  tries 
to  make  France  mean  too.  My  strung  nature,  my  ideas, 
would  work  like  poison  in  you ;  twice  you  luvc  tricked  me, 
twice  have  I  overthrown  you.  If  we  unite  a  third  time,  it 
toqh  be  n  very  serious  mailer.  I  should  kill  myself  if  I 
allowed  myself  to  be  duped  ;  for  I  should  be  to  bbnie,  not 
you." 

Then  we  heanl  (he  h«ml>le*t  entreatie*,  the  most  fervent 
adjtintioRs.  not  to  deprive  the  country  of  such  superior 
talents.  The  man  spoke  of  patriotism,  and  Marcas  otlcred  a 
significant  ••Ouht  ^A  f"  He  langhed  at  his  would-be 
patron.  Tlien  the  statesman  was  more  explicit ;  he  bowed  to 
the  wperiority  of  his  ete-while  counselor ;  he  pledged  hiin- 
self  to  enable  Marcas  to  rents  in  in  office,  to  be  elected  deputy  ; 
then  he  offered  him  a  high  apjtointmeni,  promising  him  thai 
be.  the  speaker,  would  thencefonh  be  the  subordinate  of  a 
man  whose  subaltern  be  was  only  worthy  to  be.  He  was  in 
the  newly  formed  ministry,  and  be  would  not  return  to  power 
onleu  Marcas  had  a  post  in  proportion  to  his  meiit ;  he  bad 
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already  made  it  a  condition,  Marcus  liad  been  rc^viled  as 
indispensable. 

Marcas  refused. 

"  1  have  never  before  been  in  a  position  to  keep  my  prom- 
ises ;  here  is  an  op|)oriunlty  of  proving  myself  faithful  to  my 
word,  and  you  fail  me  1 " 

To  this  Marcas  made  no  reply.  The  shoes  were  again 
Audible  in  Hie  passage  on  the  way  to  the  stairs. 

"  Marcas,  Marcas  I  "  we  bolh  cried,  rushing  into  his  todri. 
"  Why  refuse  ?  He  really  meant  it.  His  offers  are  very  hand' 
some;  ai  any  rate, go  to  sec  the  ministers." 

In  a  twinkling,  we  had  given  Marcas  a  hundred  reasons. 
The  minister's  voice  was  sincere ;  without  seeing  him,  we  had 
felt  sure  that  be  was  honest. 

"  I  have  no  clothes,"  replied  Marcas. 

"  Rely  on  us,"  said  Juste,  with  a  glance  at  me. 

Marras  h.-id  the  courage  to  trust  us;  a  light  flashed  io  hit 
eye,  he  pushed  his  lingers  through  his  hair,  lifting  it  from  his 
forehead  with  a  ge&iure  that  showed  some  confidence  in  bit 
luck ;  and  when  he  had  thus  unveiled  bis  face,  so  to  sjicak,  we 
saw  in  him  a  man  absolutely  unknown  to  us — Marcas  sublinie, 
Marcas  in  his  power  I  His  mind  in  its  element — the  bird  re- 
stored 10  the  free  air,  the  fish  to  the  water,  ihe  horse  galloping 
across  the  plain. 

It  wai  transient.  His  brow  clouded  again  ;  he  had,  it 
would  seem,  a  vision  of  his  fate.  Hatting  doubt  had  followed 
close  on  the  heels  of  white-winged  hope. 

We  left  him  to  himtelf. 

"Now  then,"  said  1  to  (be  doctor,  "we  have  given  oar 
word;  how  are  we  to  keep  it?" 

"We  will  sleep  upon  it,"  said  Jiisie,  "and  to-nwrrow 
morning  we  will  talk  it  over," 

Ncit  morning  we  went  for  a  walk  in  the  Luxembourg. 

We  had  had  time  to  think  over  the  incideni  of  the  pott 
night,  and  were  both  equally  »uri)rised  at  the  lack  of  address 
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shown  by  Mvon  in  ilte  minor  diliicuUiei  of  lire — he,  «  man 
who  oevef  saw  any  <lil3ku1ii»  in  tliu  M>lulion  uf  the  hardest 
I>rabl«m(  of  aUlracI  or  ^radical  [Ktlilics.  Bnt  these  elevated 
characters  i:an  alt  be  tripped  Up  on  a  grain  of  sand,  and  will, 
like  the  grandest  enterprise,  mits  fire  for  want  of  a  thouiand 
francs.  It  is  the  old  story  of  Napoleon,  who,  for  lack  of  a  pair 
of  boots,  did  not  set  out  for  India. 

"  Well,  what  have  you  hit  u|ion  7 "  aiked  Juste. 

"  I  have  thought  of  a  way  to  get  him  a  complete  outfit." 

"Where?" 

"From  Mumaon," 

"How?" 

"  Huraaon,  my  boy,  never  goes  to  his  cuslomers — his  cus- 
tomers go  to  him ;  »o  chat  he  does  not  know  whetlier  I  am 
rich  or  i>oor.  He  only  knows  that  I  dress  well  and  look  de- 
cent in  the  clothes  he  makes  for  me.  I  shall  tell  him  that  an 
ancle  of  mine  has  dropped  in  from  the  country,  and  that  his 
indifference  in  matters  of  dres«  is  quite  a  discredit  to  roe  in 
the  upjter  circles  where  I  am  trying  to  find  a  wife.  It 
will  no4  be  Hununii  if  he  sends  in  his  Ull  before  three 
nonlhi." 

The  doctor  thought  this  a  capital  idea  for  a  vaudeville,  but 
poor  enough  in  real  life,  and  doubted  my  Kucce«.  Bui,  I  give 
you  my  word  of  honor,  Humana  dressed  Marcas,  and,  being 
an  artist,  lurncd  him  out  as  a  political  jxrsonage  ought  to  be 
dreued. 

Juste  lent  Marcas  two  hundred  francs  in  gold,  the  product 
of  two  watches  bought  on  credit  and  pawned  at  the  Honi-dc- 
Pi^K.*  For  my  part,  I  had  said  ivoihing  of  ux  shirts  and  all 
necessary  linen,  which  cost  roe  no  more  than  ttie  pleasure  uf 
asking  for  them  from  a  forewornan  in  a  (hop  whom  I  had 
treated  to  Musard's  during  the  carnival. 

Marcaa  accepted  everything,  thanking  us  no  more  than  he 
ought.  He  only  inquired  as  to  the  means  by  which  we  had 
*  Suii  nip*nit*d  pawnbrdKT*. 
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gotten  possession  of  such  riches,  and  we  made  him  laugh  for  the 
last  time.  We  looked  on  our  M;ircu  as  shi|>owncrs,  wbco 
lliey  have  exhausted  their  credit  and  every  ri-sourcc  al  their 
command  to  fit  out  a  ve^el,  muM  look  on  ii  as  it  puts  to  »ca. 

Here  Charles  was  silent ;  he  seemed  crushed  by  hii  memo- 
ries. 

"  Well,"  cried  the  audience,  "  and  what  hapi>en«l  ?  " 

"  1  will  tell  you  in  few  words — for  this  is  not  romance — it 
is  history," 

We  saw  no  more  of  Matcas.  The  adminisimiioii  lasted 
for  three  months ;  it  fell  at  the  end  of  the  session.  Then  Mar> 
cas  came  back  to  us,  worked  to  death.  He  had  sounded  the 
crater  of  power  ;  he  came  away  from  it  with  the  beginnings 
of  brain  fever.  The  disease  made  rapid  jitogiess  ;  we  nuned 
him.  Juste  at  once  called  in  the  chief  physician  of  the  ho^ 
pital  where  he  was  working  as  house-surgeon.  I  was  then 
living  alone  in  our  room,  and  I  was  the  most  attentive  atteiMJ- 
ant ;  but  care  and  science  alike  were  in  vain.  By  the  month 
of  January,  183S,  Marcas  himself  felt  that  he  had  but  a  few 
days  to  live. 

The  man  wlioie  soul  and  brain  he  had  been  for  mx  months 
never  even  sent  to  inquire  after  him.  Marcas  expressed  the 
greatMt  contempt  for  the  government  ;  he  seemed  to  doubt 
what  the  fate  of  France  might  be,  and  it  was  this  doubt  that 
had  made  him  ill.  lie  had,  he  thought,  detected  treason  in 
the  heart  of  power,  not  tangible,  scizablc  treason,  the  rewilt 
of  facts,  but  the  treason  of  a  system,  the  subordination  of 
national  interests  to  selfish  ends.  His  belief  in  the  degrada- 
tion of  the  country  was  enough  to  aggravate  his  complaint. 

I  myself  was  witness  to  the  proposals  made  to  him  by  one 
of  the  1ea<len(  of  the  antagonistic  party  which  he  had  fOQght 
against.  His  haired  of  the  men  he  had  tried  to  serve  was  so 
vinilent  that  he  would  gladly  have  joined  the  coalition  that 
was  about  to  be  formed  among  certain  ambitions  spirits  who, 
at  least,  had  one  idea  in  common — that  of  shaking  off  the 


yoke  of  the  coori.  Bui  Marcas  could  only  reply  to  the  envoy 
in  the  wordi  of  the  Hotel  de  Ville — 

••  It  is  too  Uce  !  " 

kbrcac  <lid  not  leave  money  enough  to  pay  for  his  funeral. 
Jiute  and  1  had  great  difficulty  in  saving  him  from  the  igno- 
miny of  a  pauper's  bier,  and  we  alone  followed  (he  coBin  of 
Z.  Marcas,  which  was  drop|>ed  into  the  common  grave  of  llie 
cemetery  of  Monl-PamaiBC. 

We  looked  udly  at  each  other  as  we  listened  to  this  Ule. 
the  last  we  heard  from  ilic  tips  of  Charles  Rabotirdin  the  day 
before  he  embarked  ai  Ic  Havre  on  a  brig  ihat  was  to  convey 
him  to  the  islands  of  Malay.  We  all  knew  more  than  one 
Mareas.  more  than  one  victim  of  his  devotion  to  a  party,  re- 
paid by  betrayal  or  neglect. 

Lis  Jardiks,  May,  1840. 
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TiiE  longest,  without  exception,  of  Bnluc's  books,  and  one 
whkh  contains  hirdly  any  passage  ihat  it  not  very  nearly  of 
his  bat,  "  Illasions  Pciducs."  HiflcTB,  I  think,  t  little  in  point 
of  composition  from  the  niixiure  of  the  Angoultnx  scenes  of 
ti*  fim  aivd  third  parts  with  ihe  purely  Panstan  interest  of 
"  Un  Grand  Homme  dc  Province."  It  is  hardly  possible  to 
exaggerate  the  gain  in  distinclnei*  am)  lucidity  of  amnge> 
nncnt  derived  from  putting  '■  Les  Deux  Pudtcs"  and  "Eve  et 
David"  (a  much  better  title  than  that  which  has  been  pre- 
ferred in  the  "  ^iiion  Definitive  ")  together  in  one  volume, 
Rnd  reserving  tlie  greaiiiess  niid  decadence  of  Lucien  de  Ru- 
bempri  for  another.  It  is  distinctly  awkward  that  this  should 
be  divided,  as  it  ii  itself  an  enormous  episode,  a  tan  of  Hero- 
dotean  parenthesis,  rather  than  an  integral  pan  o<'  the  story. 
And,  as  a  matter  offset,  it  joins  on  much  more  to  the  "Splen- 
deurs  et  MiNties  des  Couriesanes"  tlian  to  its  actual  com* 
paniooi.  In  fiKt,  it  is  an  instance  of  the  somewhat  hap* 
hazard  and  arbitrary  way  in  which  the  actual  division  of  the 
"ComMie"  has  worked,  tlut  it  should,  dealing  as  it  does 
wholly  and  solely  with  Parisian  life,  be  pit  in  the  "  Seines  d« 
la  Vie  de  Province,"  and  should  be  separated  from  its  natural 
conclusion  not  merely  as  a  matter  of  volumes,  bat  as  a  matter 
of  divisions.  la  making  the  arrangement,  however,  it  ia 
iMCCMary  to  remember  Balsac's  own  scheme,  especially  as  the 
ooDitectloa  of  the  three  parts  in  other  ways  is  too  close  to  per> 
rait  the  wrenching  of  them  asunder  altogether  and  finally, 
T^is  caution  given,  all  that  is  iKcestary  can  be  done  by  de- 
voting the  introduction  of  this  volume  entirely  to  the  first  and 
third  or  AngoulCmc  puis,  and  by  consecrating  another  preface 
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at  the  beginning  of  the  other  volume  to  the  egregious  Luden 
by  himself. 

There  is  a  double  gain  in  doing  ihU,  for,  indepcndeniljr  of 
the  connection  as  above  referred  to,  Lucicn  has  little  to  do 
CKcept  as  an  opportunity  for  the  display  of  viituc  by  h»  sislcr 
and  David  S^chartJ ;  and  the  pails  in  which  they  appear  arc 
among  ihc  most  inicrcsiing  of  Balcac's  work.  The  "  idyllic" 
charm  of  this  marriage  for  love,  combined  as  it  is  with  exhibi- 
tions of  the  autlior's  power  in  more  than  one  of  the  wa)'s  in 
which  he  loved  best  to  show  it,  has  never  escaped  atteDtion 
from  Bullae's  most  competent  critics.  He  him^lf  had  speco- 
lated  in  print  and  paper  before  David  Stchard  was  conceived ; 
he  himself  had  for  all  "  maniacs,"  all  men  of  one  idea,  the 
fraternal  enthusiasm  of  a  fellow-victim.  He  could  never  tooch 
a  miser  without  a  sort  of  shudder  of  interest ;  and  that  singular 
fancy  of  his  for  describing  complicated  legal  and  coniTnercial 
aoderiakings  came  in  too.  Nor  did  he  spare,  in  this  wide- 
ranging  book,  to  bring  in  other  favorite  mutters  of  his,  the 
kobereau — or  squireen — aristocracy,  the  Ultlc-iattlc  of  the 
country  town,  and  so  forth. 

The  result  is  a  book  of  multifarious  interest,  not  hampered, 
as  some  of  its  fellows  arc,  by  an  uncenainiy  on  the  author*! 
part  as  lo  what  particular  hare  he  is  coursing.  Part  of  the 
inieresi,  after  the  description  of  the  printing-office  and  of 
old  S^hard's  swindling  of  his  son,  is  a  doubling,  it  a.  trxie, 
upon  that  of  "La  Muse  du  Diparlement,"  and  is  perhaps 
a  little  less  amusingly  done;  but  it  is  blended  nrith  better 
matters.  Sixtc  du  Ch&iclct  is  a  considerable  addition  to 
Balzac's  gallery  of  the  aristocracy  in  transition  — of  the 
Bonaparti.tt  parvftmt,  whom  perhaps  he  understood  even 
better  than  the  old  nobility,  for  ihey  were  already  in  hii 
time  becoming  adulterated  and  alloyed ;  or  than  the  new 
folk  of  business  and  finance,  for  they  were  bat  in  their 
earliest  stages.  Nor  is  tlic  rest  of  the  society  of  Madame  de 
BaigeioQ  icferior. 
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But  Ihe  real  intcT«t  both  of  "  L«  Deux  Po6t«,"  and  slill 
more  of  "  Eve  et  David,"  between  which  two,  be  li  always 
remembered,  comes  in  the  original  the  "  Diitinguuhed  Pro- 
vincial," lies  in  Ihe  characters  who  gave  Ihcir  name  lo  Ihe 
last  put.  In  David,  the  roan  of  one  idea,  who  yet  has  room 
for  an  honc&t  love  and  an  all-undeacrvcd  ftiendKliti>,  Balzac 
could  not  go  wrong.  David  Stehard  takes  a  place  by  him- 
self among  the  rfwep  of  the  '■  Com^die."  Some  may  indeed 
say  that  this  phrase  is  tuifortunatc,  that  Buluc's  sheep  have 
more  qualities  of  the  mutton  than  innocence.  Il  is  not  quite 
to  be  denied.  But  Darid  is  very  far  indeed  from  being  a 
good  imbecile,  like  C^sar  Uiroliesu,  or  a  man  intoxicated 
out  of  commonsense  by  a  passion  retpecl^le  lu  itself,  like 
Gorioi.  His  sacrifice  of  hii  mania  in  lime  is  something- 
nay,  it  is  very  much;  and  his  disinicrcsted  devotion  to  his 
brother-in-law  doe*  not  quite  pas  the  limiu  of  settiK. 

But  what  shall  we  say  of  Eve?  Site  is  good,  of  conite, 
good  as  gold,  as  Eugenic  Crandci  herself  i  and  the  novcliA 
has  been  kind  enough  to  allow  her  to  Ik  happier.  Bat  has 
be  quite  interested  us  tn  her  lore  for  David  ?  Hax  he  even 
pemiadcd  us  thai  the  love  existed  in  a  form  deserving  the 
name?  Did  not  Eve  rather  take  her  husband  to  protect 
biro,  to  took  after  him,  than  either  to  love,  honor  and  obey 
in  the  orthodox  sense,  or  to  love  for  love's  sake  only,  as  some 
Hill  lake  their  husbands  and  wives  even  at  the  end  of  tlie 
nineteenth  century?  This  is  a  question  which  each  reader 
miBt  answer  for  himself;  bui  few  are  likely  to  refuse  assent 
to  the  sentence,  "  Happy  the  husband  who  has  such  a  wife 
as  Eve  Chaidon  I" 

The  bibliography  of  this  long  and  corious  book — almost 
the  only  one  which  contains  verse,  some  of  Baluc's  own, 
some  given  to  him  by  his  more  poetical  friends— occc pies 
full  ten  pages  of  M.  de  Lovenjout's  record.  The  first  part, 
which  bore  the  general  title,  was  a  book  from  ihe  beginning, 
and  appeared  in  1837  in  the  "  Scdnes  de  la  Vic  dc  Province." 
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It  hiiA  five  chapien,  and  the  original  Terse  it  coDiai[-.«d  haA 
appeared  in  the  "Anrulu  RoDuniiqucs"  ten  years  e4iUa 
«riih  slight  varuiitt.  The  second  pan,  "  Un  Gnod  Homioe 
de  Province,"  likcwbe  appeared  as  a  boofc,  iDdei>endeDtlf 
{Miblisbcd  by  Souvenin  in  1839  in  two  rolnn>«  and  fonj 
diapters.  But  two  of  iltesc  chapters  had  be«o  inserted  a  ie' 
da>'s  before  the  publicattoa  in  ihe  "  Esiafette."  Here  Canalis 
was  more  distinctively  identified  with  Lamartine  than  in  the 
subsequent  texts.  The  third  part,  tmlike  its  forerunners,  m^ 
pearcd  xriallir  in  two  papers,  "  L'Eiat "  and  "  Le  Paristen," 
in  the  year  1843,  under  the  title  of  "  David  Stehard,  ou  Ice 
Souifrances  d'un  Invenieur,"  and  next  year  became  a  book 
under  the  firtt  title  only.  But  before  this  last  it&ue  it  had 
been  united  to  the  other  two  puru,  and  had  appeared  as 
"  Ere  et  David  "  in  the  first  edition  of  the  "  Cont61ie." 

"Gaudissart  II."  b  very  slight,  and  the  "Anglaise"  is 
not  much  more  like  a  human  being  thin  most  "ADglaises" 
in  French  noreb  till  quite  recently.  But  the  anecdote  is 
amoving  enough,  and  it  is  well  and  smartly  told. 

G.  S. 
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Tti  MiMsieur  Vittor  Huge. 

it  was  yitur  Hrlkright  to  bt,  likt  a  Ra/att  or  a 
Pitt,  a  grtut  /KMt  at  an  age  token  alhtr  mta  art  tkU' 
drtn :  it  iw«  yiwr  fait,  (he  /ale  4/  ChateaubrUmi 
anJ  i>/  every  man  <■/  genim,  lo  UruggU  agnitiit  jeal- 
mtsy  ikHiktHg  behM  the  <fiumn$  f/  a  news/a/er  or 
trmehti^  in  the  tubterr.inean  plaeet  of  jeMimhim. 
for  tkit  reason  /  Jesirtti  that  your  vietori<»ts  name 
thottiJ  htlp  lo  mn  a  XfiHory  for  Ms  tiH>ri  that  I  in- 
serine  la  you,  a  iiMtJc  wflu'th,  if  i»me  femmt  are  to  it 
belietvti,  is  an  att  af  eonrage  as  well  as  a  veratiout 
histi'ry.  If  there  had  been  JnurnahUs  in  the  time  of 
Afifliire,  wha  (an  Jcitb/  but  thai  Ihey.  like  marquises, 
^naneitrt,  t/aelan,  and  lawyers,  icouiJ  hai-e  been 
mthin  Ike  frovtme  «f  the  writer  of  plats  I  Mnti 
why  shou/J  Comedy,  qui  cjjiigat  itdendo  mtKci, 
make  an  exeeption  in  favor  ef  ant  fawer,  v/hrn  the 
Parisian  press  spares  m/ne  t  J  am  happy,  mansienr, 
in  ihis  opportunity  of  subterjUi^  myself  your  slneert 
admirer  and  friend, 

Ds  Baluc: 

PART  1. 

TWO  TO*TS. 

At  the  lime  when  ihu  storj'  opens,  the  Suabope  prtn  and 
the  i n k-d ill ri bating  tulkr  were  not  as  yet  id  general  use  in 
tmall  provinciail   printing  MtaWisliments.     Even  at   Aiigou- 
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lime,  so  closely  connected  through  its  pa|)cr-miUs  with  (he  art 
of  iy])ugra|>liy  in  Paiis,  the  only  macliinery  in  uk  was  the 
l>(itnitive  wuuden  invention  to  wliich  the  language  owes  a 
figure  of  speech — "  the  press  groans  "  wu  no  mere  ihetorical 
expression  in  those  days.  Leather  ink  balls  were  still  used 
in  old-fashioned  printing-houses;  the  pressmen  dabbed  the 
ink  by  hand  on  the  characters,  and  the  movable  table  on 
which  the  form  of  ty|)e  was  placed  in  readiness  for  the  sheet 
of  juper,  being  made  of  marble,  tiierully  deserved  its  naroe 
of  "impression-stone."  Modern  machinery  lias  sirept  all 
this  old-world  mechani.sm  into  oblivion  ;  the  wooden  press, 
which,  with  all  its  imperfections,  turned  out  such  beautiful 
work  for  the  Elzevirs,  Plantin,  Aldus,  and  Oidot,  is  so  com* 
pletcly  forgotten,  that  something  must  be  said  as  to  the  obso- 
lete gear  on  which  Jerome- Nicolas  S6char«l  «et  an  almost 
snjicrstitious  affeciion,  for  it  plays  a  part  in  this  chronicle  of 
great  small  things, 

.S^hard  had  been  in  his  time  a  journeyman  premnan,  a 
"bear  "  in  comjiosiiors*  slang.  The  continued  pacing  to  and 
fro  of  the  pressman  from  ink-table  to  press,  from  press  to  ink- 
table,  no  doubt  Miggested  the  nickname.  The  "bcare,"  how- 
ever,  make  mailers  even  by  catling  the  composiion  mnnkcyt, 
on  account  of  the  nimble  indu*iry  displayed  by  those  gentle- 
men in  picking  out  the  type  from  the  hundred  and  fifty-two 
compartments  of  the  cases. 

In  the  disastrous  yc.ir  1793.  S*chard,  being  fifty  years  old 
and  a  married  m.in,  c^r.iped  the  great  requisition  which 
swept  the  bulk  of  French  workmen  into  the  army.  The  old 
pre»man  ■•ms  the  only  hand  left  In  the  printing-home;  and 
when  the  master  fothcrnijc  the  "bosi")  died,  leaving  a 
widow,  but  no  children,  the  business  seemed  to  be  on  the 
verge  of  extinction  ;  for  the  solitary  "  bear"  was  quite  inca* 
pable  of  the  feat  of  lrnn!>ronnation  into  a  "  monkey,"  and  in 
his  quality  of  prc4*man  h.id  never  learned  to  read  or  write. 
Juil  then,  however,  a  representative  of  the  people  being  in  a 
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raighijr  hurry  to  publnh  the  l>»:rccs  of  the  ConvcoiioD,  be* 
Mowed  a  muter  printer'^  license  oil  Stchard.and  icquuiiionctl 
the  establishment.  Citiien  Sudiurd  acn-fiied  ihi:  dangerous 
patent,  bought  the  buiin«»  of  htt  mutcr't  widow  with  his 
wifc't  savings,  and  took  over  the  plant  at  half  itt  value.  Bill 
be  wu  not  even  at  the  beginning.  He  uaa  bound  to  prim 
the  Decrees  of  the  Republic  without  mistakei  and  without 
delay. 

In  ihisuraii  Jerome- Nicobs  Sichfird  had  the  luck  to  dis- 
cover a  noble  Maraeillaia  who  hail  no  mini]  to  emigrate  and 
loM  his  lands,  nor  yci  to  show  himself  openly  and  lot*  his 
head,  and  coinequently  <na  fain  to  earn  a  living  by  iome 
lawful  industry.  A  bargain  was  struck.  M.  )e  Coinic  de 
Maucombe,  duguised  io  a  provincial  printer's  jacket,  set  up, 
read,  and  corrected  the  decrees  which  forbade  citixent  to 
harbor  aristocrats  under  ]>ain  of  death ;  while  the  "bear," 
now  a  "  bora."  printed  the  copies  and  duly  posted  them,  and 
the  pair  rctnained  safe  aivd  sound. 

I"  '795-  "''*"  •''*  squall  of  the  terror  had  passed  over, 
Nicolas  Stehaid  was  obliged  to  look  out  for  anoilicr  jaik-of- 
all-trades  to  be  cofoposilor,  reader,  and  foreman  in  one ;  and 
ait  abb*  who  declined  the  oatli  succeeded  the  Comic  de  Mau- 
combe as  soon  as  the  First  Consul  resiurcd  public  worship. 
The  abb*  became  a  bishop  at  ihe  restoraiion,  and  i»  after-days 
the  Count  and  the  abb*  met  and  sal  together  on  the  ume 
bench  of  the  House  of  Peers. 

I"  '795  JcrodK-'Nirolas  had  not  known  how  to  read  or 
write;  in  tSoi  he  had  made  no  piogiess  in  either  ait ;  but  by 
allowing  3  handsome  margin  for  "wear  and  tear"  in  his 
cslinutea,  he  roana(;cd  to  pay  a  foreman's  wages.  The  once 
easy-going  journeyman  was  a  terror  to  his  "bears"  and 
"iBOokeys."  Wlicre  poverlr  yeaaes,  av.irice  begins.  From 
the  Hay  when  S*<-hartl  fin.!  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  powibiliiy 
of  making  a  fonune,  a  growing  coveiousness  developed  and 
sharpened  in  him  a  certain  practical  bculiy  for  business — 
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grced/i  suspicious,  and  kceii-eyed.  He  carried  on  his  craft 
ID  disdain  of  theory.  In  course  of  time  he  had  learned  to 
CBliinatc  at  a  glance  tile  cost  of  printing  per  page  or  per  &lMet 
in  every  kind  of  type.  He  proved  to  uuleiiered  customers 
tliat  loige  type  cost  more  to  move;  or,  if  small  type  «ru 
under  discussion,  that  it  was  mote  difliciilt  to  handle.  The 
setting  up  of  ilie  tyiK  wu  the  one  pari  of  his  craft  of  which 
he  knew  nolhing ;  and  so  great  was  his  terror  lest  he  should 
not  charge  enough,  (hat  he  always  made  a  heavy  profit.  He 
never  took  his  eyeH  off  his  compositors  while  they  were  [ttid 
by  the  hour.  If  he  knew  that  a  paper  manuraclurcr  was  in 
difficulties,  he  would  buy  up  his  slock  at  a  cheap  rate  and 
wareliouse  the  paper.  So  from  this  time  forward  he  was  bis 
own  landlord,  and  owned  the  old  house  which  had  beca  a 
priiiting-ofGce  from  time  immemorial. 

He  had  every  itort  of  luck.  He  was  Icfl  a  widower  with 
but  one  son.  The  boy  he  sent  to  tlie  high  school ;  he  mibi 
be  educated,  not  so  much  for  his  own  sake  as  to  train  a  soe- 
cessor  to  the  business;  and  S6chard  treated  tlic  lad  turshly 
so  as  to  prolong  the  time  of  parental  ni!r,  making  him  work 
Kt  C4SC  on  holidays,  telling  him  that  he  must  learn  to  earn  his 
own  living,  so  as  lo  recompense  his  poor  old  father,  who  was 
slaving  his  life  out  to  give  him  an  education. 

Then  the  abl>6  went,  and  Sichanl  promoted  one  of  his  four 
compositors  to  be  foreman,  m.-iking  his  choice  on  liie  future 
bishop's  recommendation  of  the  man  as  an  honest  and  intelli. 
gent  workman.  In  these  ways  the  worthy  printer  thought  to 
tide  over  (he  time  until  his  son  could  take  a  business  which 
was  sure  lo  extend  in  young  and  clever  hands. 

David  Sttrhard's  school  career  was  a  brilliant  one.  Old 
Steliacd,  a:(  a  "  bear  "  who  had  succeeded  in  life  without  any 
education,  entertained  a  very  considerable  contempt  for  attain- 
ments in  book-learning ;  and  when  he  sent  his  son  to  Paris  lo 
study  the  higher  branches  of  typography,  he  TCComn»ended 
the  lad  so  earnestly  to  save  a  good  round  sum  in  ihc  " ' 
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jngBian'*  utrwdiae  "  <"»  he  w«  i>lgaaed  to  call  the  cUy),  and 
ao  diMmcll)'  %vc  llie  boy  lo  midcnlantl  tlial  lie  wu  not  to 
draw  upon  tlic  |Miernal  purxc,  thai  it  »cenicd  as  \i  uld  Stehard 
St«  sonK  vay  of  gaining  pnvaic  cniU  or  liis  owi)  by  that 
lojourn  in  theUnd  of  sspiencc.  So  David  learned  his  trade 
and  completed  \\\\  education  al  ilu:  uinc  time,  and  Didot's 
fotenaao  became  a  icholar  \  anri  yet  when  he  left  P-iTis  at  the 
end  of  1819,  summoticd  home  by  his  father  to  take  the  lietra 
of  buaineas,  he  had  not  coit  hit  |xjreiii  a  farthing. 

Now  Nkolas  Stehaid's  cKtabHthiiicnt  hitherto  had  enjoyed 
a  monopoly  of  til  the  official  printing  in  the  department,  be- 
side ibe  work  (or  the  piefe«:ture  and  the  diocese — three  con- 
nections which  should  prove  hijfhly  profitable  lo  an  acliire 
young  pTtnicr ;  but  precisely  at  thix  jnmrturc  the  firm  of 
Cointet  Brothers,  paper  nunufaciuters,  applied  to  the  authori- 
iic«  for  the  second  printer's  license  in  Angoultme.  Hitherto 
old  S^hsrd  had  contrived  to  reduce  this  license  to  a  dead 
letter,  ihanka  to  the  war  crites  of  ihe  Empire,  and  consequent 
atrophy  of  commercial  enterprise ;  btii  he  had  neglected  to 
buy  up  the  right  hintwir.  and  this  piece  of  juriimony  was  the 
ruin  of  the  old  business  S*chard  thooght  joyfully  when  he 
heard  the  news  that  (he  cmning  straggle  wiih  the  Coinieti 
would  be  foaght  out  by  his  son  and  not  by  hinuclf. 

"  I  should  have  gone  lo  the  wall,"  he  thought,  "  but  a 
yodng  Hlow  from  the  Didols  will  (mil  throtich." 

The  aeptnagenarian  sighed  for  the  time  when  he  could  live 
at  ease  In  his  own  faiihioo.  If  his  knowledge  of  Ihe  higher 
branches  of  the  craft  of  priming  was  sranty,  on  the  other 
hand,  he  was  )<uppoied  to  be  pastmaster  of  an  art  which  work- 
men pleannily  call  "  ii|>|ile-o];raphy."  an  an  held  in  high 
esteem  by  Ihe  divine  author  of  "  Pantagniel  \ "  tlvougb  of  late, 
by  reason  of  the  persecnlion  of  Mirielies  yclept  temiwronce, 
the  ctilt  has  fallen,  day  by  day,  into  disase. 

Jerome- Nicolas  Stehard,  bound  by  the  lawi  of  etymologyi 
to  be  a  dry  sub)ecl,  suffered  from  an  iocxiinguishable  thirst. 
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His  wife,  during  her  lifetime,  managed  to  control  within 
reasonable  buundi  the  potion  for  the  juice  of  the  grape,  • 
tuie  so  natural  to  the  bear  that  M.  de  Chaieaiibriand  re- 
marked it  among  the  uTsine  tribes  of  llie  New  World.  But 
philosoplicrs  inform  us  that  old  age  is  apt  to  revert  to  the 
habits  of  youth,  and  S^cliard  senior  is  a  case  in  point — the 
older  he  grew,  the  better  he  loved  to  diink,  llie  romier- 
passion  had  given  a  stamp  of  originality  to  an  tir>ine  physiog- 
nomy ;  his  nose  had  developed  till  it  reached  tlve  proportions 
of  a  double  great-canon  A;  his  veined  cheeks  looked  tike 
virc-lcaves,  covered,  as  they  were,  with  bloated  patches  of 
purple,  madder  red,  and  often  mottled  hues;  till,  altofcetber, 
the  countenance  suggested  a  huge  truffle  clasped  about  by 
autumnal  viiie-tendrils.  Tlie  little  gray  eyes,  ]>eering  out 
fr<m)  beneath  thick  eyebrows  like  bushes  covered  with  snow, 
were  agleam  with  the  cunning  of  avarice  that  had  extinguished 
everything  else  in  the  man.  down  to  the  rcry  instinct  of 
biherhood.  Those  eyes  never  lost  their  cunning  even  when 
disguised  in  drink.  SichanI  put  you  in  mind  of  one  of  La 
Fontaine's  Franciscan  frian,  with  the  fringe  of  griulcd  Itair 
still  curling  about  his  bald  pale,  lie  was  short  and  corpulent, 
like  one  of  the  old-fashioned  lamps  for  illumination,  that  bum 
a  vast  deal  of  oil  to  a  very  small  piece  of  wick ;  for  exce»  of 
•Df  sort  confirms  the  habit  of  body,  and  drunkennecs,  like 
'too  much  study,  makes  the  fat  man  stouter  and  tlie  le;ui  nun 
leaner  still. 

For  thirty  years  Jerome- Nicolas  S^hard  bad  worn  the  bmmis 
municipal  three-cornered  hat.  which  you  ro.iy  still  sec  here 
and  there  on  the  head  of  the  town  crier  in  out-of-the-way 
places.  His  breeches  and  waistcoat  were  of  greenish  velve- 
teen, and  he  wore  an  old-fa'^bioned  btown  greatcoat,  gray 
cotton  stockings,  and  shoes  with  silver  buckles  to  them.  This 
costume,  in  which  the  workman  shone  through  the  burgess, 
was  so  thoroughly  in  keeping  with  the  man's  character,  de- 
fects, and  way  of  life,  that  he  might  have  come  ready  dressed 
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into  ibe  world.  You  could  no  iMore  imagine  liim  apait  rroru 
hit  clothes  than  you  roulcl  think  of  a  tnill>  without  its  husk. 
If  the  old  printer  had  not  long  since  given  the  mcawrc  of  his 
blind  givcd,  th«  very  nature  of  the  man  came  out  in  the  man- 
•»ner  of  his  abdicjiiion. 

Knowing,  as  he  did,  that  hia  son  must  have  teamed  his 
binineu  ]>rettytlioruui,'hlx  in  the  great  Khoolofihe  Diduis,  he 
had  yet  been  ruminating  lor  a  long  white  over  the  bargain  that 
W  meant  to  drive  with  David.  All  that  the  father  made,  the 
son,  of  coarse,  wns  bound  to  lo&e,  but  in  buMness  this  worthy 
knew  nothing  of  lather  or  son.  If,  in  the  6rst  instance,  he 
hod  looked  on  David  as  his  only  child,  later  lie  came  to  regard 
him  as  the  natural  purrh.iser  of  the  business,  whose  interests 
were  therefore  op^xMcd  to  his  own.  Stehard  meant  to  sell 
dear;  David,  of  contse,  to  buy  cheap;  httson  therefore  was 
an  anlagoniDt,  and  it  was  his  duly  to  gel  the  better  of  him. 
The  transformation  of  sentiment  into  self-seeking,  ordinarily 
slow,  tortuous,  and  veiled  by  hypocrisy  in  better  educated 
people,  was  swift  aiKJ  direct  in  the  old  "  bear,"  who  demon- 
strated tlie  superiority  of  shrewd  tipplc-ography  over  book- 
learned  typography. 

David  caoK  home,  and  the  old  man  received  him  with  all 
the  cordiality  which  running  folk  can  aisume  with  an  eye  to 
buMness.  He  wai  as  full  of  thought  for  him  as  any  lover  for 
his  mistress:  giving  him  his  arm,  telling  him  where  to  pnttf' 
bis  foot  down  so  as  to  avoid  the  mnd,  warming  the  bed  for 
him,  lighting  a  fire  in  his  roocn,  making  tapper  ready.  The 
next  day,  after  he  h.vl  done  his  best  to  ftuster  bis  son's  wits 
over  a  sumptnoas  dinner,  Jerome- Nicolas  S6chard,  after  copi- 
ous potations,  began  with  a  "Now  for  baMnein,"  a  remark 
so  singularly  misplaced  between  two  hicrotighs,  that  David 
begged  his  parent  to  postpone  tcrioiB  matters  nntil  the  mor- 
row. But  the  old  "  bear "  was  by  no  means  inclined  to  put  off 
the  long.expectetl  battle ;  be  was  too  well  prepared  to  tnm  his 
lipsinest  to  good  account.     He  had  dragged  the  chain  these 
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fili<r  years,  and  he  would  uoi  wear  it  another  hoar ;  lo-morTow 
hU  sou  shuuld  tM  the  "  boss." 

P«rhu]M  a  word  ur  two  about  the  business  premises  may  be 
said  here.  The  (>rintiug-huu!te  had  been  ntaUtshed  since  the 
reign  of  Ia>iiii  XIV.  in  ti:c  angle  made  hy  (Ik  Rue  de  Bcauliea  * 
and  the  Pbce  du  Milnci ;  it  had  been  devoted  to  its  pnaent 
purpoKt  for  a  long  time  [Mut.  The  ground  floor  consisted  of 
a  single  huge  toom,  lighlc<l  on  the  side  next  the  «rect  by  an 
old>Culiioucd  clement  and  by  a  large  sash-window  that  gave 
upon  the  yard  at  the  back.  A  paasige  at  the  side  led  to  ibe 
)>rivaie  uflice ;  but  in  the  provinces  the  procenies  of  tjrpog* 
raphy  excite  such  a  lively  interest  that  customers  usually  pre- 
ferred to  cniei  by  way  of  the  glass  door  in  the  street  front, 
though  ihey  at  once  descended  three  Me|n,  for  the  floor  of  the 
woiluhop  lay  Ixlnw  ihc  level  of  the  street.  The  gaping  new- 
comer  always  failed  to  note  the  penis  of  Ihc  passage  through 
Ihc  shop;  and  while  staring  at  the  sheeis  of  paper  strung  in 
groves  across  the  ceiling,  ran  against  the  rows  of  case^t.  or 
knocked  his  hat  against  the  tie-bars  that  seeurcd  the  presses 
in  position.  Or  Ihc  customer's  eyes  would  follow  the  agile 
movements  of  a  compositor,  picking  out  type  front  the  huu- 
drcd  ami  (if^y-lwo  com  part  men  t.t  of  his  cate,  reading  his  copy, 
verifying  the  words  in  the  com]>osing.s<iclc,  and  lending  the 
lines,  till  a  ream  of  damp  paper  weighted  with  heavy  slabs, 
and  set  dnwn  in  Ihe  middle  of  the  gangway,  tripped  op  the 
bemused  spectator,  or  he  caught  his  hip  a^ainit  the  angle  of  a 
Iwnch,  10  the  huge  delight  of  boys,  "bean."  and  "monkey*." 
No  wight  had  ever  been  known  to  rcarh  the  further  end  with- 
out accident.  A  couple  of  glass- windowed  cages  had  been 
built  out  into  the  yard  at  the  back  ;  the  foreman  sat  in  state  in 
the  one,  the  master  printer  in  tlw  other.  Out  in  the  yard  the 
walls  vrere  agreeably  decorated  by  trellised  vines,  a  templing  \ 

bit  of  color,  considering  the  owner's  rcpiiiation.  On  the  one 
side  of  the  space  stood  the  kitchen,  on  the  other  the  wood- 
shed, and  in  a  ramshackle  penthouse  against  the  hall  at  the  back 
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the  paper  wu  tritDmcd  and  damped  down.  Here,  too,  ihe 
forma,  or,  in  ordinary  langu.-ige,  the  miu»ei  or  ftci-o|i  type, 
¥rcrc  washed.  Inky  hticami  issuing  ihcnce  blended  with  the 
ooze  from  the  kitchen  sink,  and  found  their  way  into  the 
kennel  in  the  street  outside;  till  pcasaiitg  coming  into  the 
town  of  a  market  day  believed  tliat  the  devil  tra,  taking  a 
waah  iRMdc  (he  cstabii>hment. 

K\  to  the  house  above  the  priDting -office,  it  consisted  of  three 
rooms  on  the  second  floor  and  a  couple  of  attics  in  the  roof. 
The  lirsi  room  did  duty  as  dining-ioom  and  lobby ;  it  was 
exactly  the  same  length  as  the  paisage  below,  less  the  space 
taken  up  by  the  old-fashioned  wooden  staircase,  and  was 
lighted  by  a  narrow  ca>enieut  on  the  street  and  a  bull's-eye 
window  looking  into  Ihe  yard.  'I'he  chief  characteristic  of 
tbe  apartment  was  a  cynic  simplicity,  due  lo  money-making 
greed.  The  bare  walls  were  covered  with  plain  whitewash  ; 
the  dirty  brick  flour  had  tierei  been  scoured  ;  the  furniture 
consislcd  of  three  rickety  chairs,  a  round  table,  and  a  tide- 
board  statioived  between  the  two  doors  of  a  bedroom  and  a 
sitting-room.  Windows  and  doors  alike  were  dingy  with 
accumulated  grime.  Reams  of  blank  paper  or  printed  m.itter 
usually  encumbered  the  floor,  and  more  frequently  than  not 
the  remains  of  Stehard's  dinner,  empty  bottles  and  pUtcs, 
were  lying  about  on  the  i>sckages. 

The  bedroom  was  lighted  on  the  side  of  the  yard  by  a 
window  with  leaded  panes,  and  hung  with  the  old-world 
tapestry  that  decorated  house-fronts  in  provincial  towns  on 
Corpos  Chrbti  day.  For  furniture  it  boasted  a  vast  Tour-post 
bedstead  with  canopy,  valances  and  quilt  of  crimson  serge,  i 
couple  of  worm-ealen  armchairs,  two  tapestry  covered  chairs 
in  walnut  wood,  an  aged  bureau,  and  a  timepiece  on  the 
mantel.  Tbe  Seigneur  Kouican.  JcromeNicolaft'  master  tod 
predecessor,  had  furnished  the  homely  old-world  room  ;  it  was 
Just  as  he  Ivad  left  it. 

The  sitting-rootn  had  been  partially  modcrnited  by  the  late 
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Mine.  Sichsrd ;  the  walls  were  adorned  with  »  wainscot, 
fearful  to  behold,  painietl  ilie  coloi  of  powder  blue.  Tlie 
paneU  were  decorated  with  wallpaiicr— OrieiUal  scenes  in 
»epia  lint — and  for  all  furniture,  haif-a-doiei)  chairs  wilh  Ijrre- 
sliajied  backa  and  blue  leather  cushions  were  ranged  around 
the  room.  Tlic  twoclumsy  arched  windows  that  gave  upon  the 
Place  Hu  MCiricr  were  ciirtainless  ;  there  was  neither  clock  nor 
candle  sconce  nor  mirror  above  ihc  mantel,  for  Mmc.  Sichard 
had  died  before  she  carried  out  ber  scheme  of  decoration; 
and  the  "  bear,"  unable  lo  conceive  the  use  of  improve- 
mcnls  that  brought  in  no  return  in  money,  had  left  it  at 
this  ]x>int. 

Hiiher.  fede  litubante,  Jerome- Nicolas  S^chard  brought  his 
son,  and  pointed  lo  a  sheet  of  paper  lying  on  the  table — a 
valuation  of  plant  drawn  up  by  the  foreman  under  his  direc- 
tion. 

"Rc.id  that,  my  boy."  said  Jerome- Nicolas,  rolling  a 
drunken  eye  from  ihc  p>pcr  to  his  son  and  back  again  to  the 
paper.  "  You  will  see  what  a  Jewel  of  a  printing-house  I  am 
giving  you." 

"  '  Three  wooden  presses,  held  in  position  by  iron  tie-ban^ 
cast-iron  plates '  '* 

"An  improvement  of  my  own,"  put  in  Stehard  settlor. 

*' ' Together  with  all  the  implement*,  ink-laUe«,  batb, 

benches,  etceterSf  sixteen  hundred  francs  !  '  Why,  father," 
cried  David,  letting  the  sheet  fall.  "  ihese  presses  of  yours  are 
old  sabots  not  worth  a  hundred  crowns ;  they  are  only  lit  for 
firewood  1 " 

"  Sabols?  "  cried  old  S«chard.  "Sabotsi  There,  lake  the 
inventory  and  let  us  go  downstairs.  You  will  soon  »e  whether 
your  paltry  ironwork  contrivances  will  work  like  these  solid 
old  tool*,  tried  and  tnisty.  You  will  not  have  Ihc  heart  after 
that  to  slander  honest  old  presses  that  go  like  mail-coaches, 
and  are  good  lo  last  you  your  lifetime,  without  needling  re- 
pairs of  any  sort.     Sabots  1     Vcs,  Ktbois  that  are  likely  to  hold 
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sail  cixrogh  lo  cook  your  eggs  with — ubots  ihut  your  rather 
ha  plodded  on  triih  ih»c  twenty  jrc^n;  they  have  helped 
bim  lo  malce  you  what  you  arc." 

The  father,  without  coming  to  grief  on  the  way,  lurched 
down  the  worn,  knotty  uairoue  that  shook  under  hi*  tTcad. 
In  the  passage  he  opened  the  door  or  the  workshop,  flew  to 
ibe  nearest  pren  (artfully  oiled  and  cleaned  for  the  occasion) 
and  potDicd  out  the  strong  oaken  cheeks,  polished  up  by  tlte 
appreoiice. 

"  bn't  it  a  lore  or  a  press  ?  " 

A  wedtling  aiinoancemeni  lay  in  the  ]>rcst.  The  old 
"bear"  folded  down  ilie  frisket  upon  the  tympan,  and  the 
tytnpan  upon  the  form,  ran  in  the  carriage,  worked  the  lever, 
drew  out  the  caniagc,  and  HTied  the  fiitket  and  tym|Mn,  all 
with  as  much  agiliiy  as  the  youngest  of  the  Irtlte.  The  press, 
handled  in  this  sort,  creaked  aloud  in  such  line  style  that  you 
might  have  thought  that  some  bird  had  dashed  itself  agxinu 
■  window-pane  and  flown  sway  again. 

"  Where  ia  the  English  press  that  could  go  at  that  pace?" 
the  pATenI  asked  tf  his  astonished  son. 

Old  Sfehard  hurried  to  the  second,  and  then  to  the  thini  in 
order,  repeating  the  manteuvre  wilh  equal  dexterity.  The 
third  presenting  to  hi%  wine- troubled  eye  a  ]iaich  overlooked 
by  the  ai>|>rent)ce,  with  a  notable  oath  he  rvbbed  it  with  the 
skirt  of  his  overcoat,  much  as  a  horse-dealer  polishes  the  coat 
of  an  animal  thai  he  is  trying  to  sell. 

"  With  those  three  presses.  David,  you  can  make  your  nii» 
thouiand  francs  a  year  without  a  foreman.  As  your  falute 
partner,  I  am  ojkpoicd  lo  your  replacing  tlie«e  presses  by  your 
eiirscd  cast-iron  machinery,  that  vrears  out  the  type.  Yon  in 
Paris  have  been  making  such  a  to-do  over  thai  damiMd  Eng- 
lishman's invention— a  foreigner,  an  enemy  of  France,  who 
wants  to  help  the  ironfoiinders  lo  a  fortune.  Oh  I  you  wanted 
Stanhopes,  dii)  you?  Thanks  for  your  Stanhopes,  that  coat 
two  tbouund   five  hundred  francs  a  piece,  about  twice  as 
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much  as  my  tlir«  jcwcb  put  together,  and  maul  your  type  to 
pieces,  bccsuse  ilicre  is  no  give  in  ibem.  I  haven't  booli- 
learning  like  you,  but  you  keep  ihis  well  in  mind,  the  life  of 
I  ihe  Stanhope  is  the  death  of  the  type.  Those  three  pressn 
will  serve  your  lorn  well  enough,  the  priming  will  be  properly 
done,  And  lolk  here  in  AngoulCmc  won't  a&k  any  more  or  you. 
You  may  print  with  presses  made  of  wood  or  iron  or  gold  or 
■ilver,  tkey  will  never  pay  you  a  farthing  mote." 

"  'Jtem,'  "  pursued  David,  "  '  five  [housainl  pounds  weight 
of  type  from  Monsieur  Vaflar<r*  foundry '  "  Didot's  ap- 
prentice could  not  help  smiling  at  the  name. 

"  Laugh  away  1  After  twelve  years  of  wear,  that  type  ii  is 
good  as  new.  Thai  is  what  I  call  a  typefounder  I  Monsieur 
Vallard  is  an  honest  man,  who  uses  bard  metal ;  and,  to  my 
way  of  thinking,  the  be»t  lyj)efounder  is  the  one  you  go  to 
most  seldom." 

•"Taken  at  ten  thousand  francs,'"  conlimied  IXivid. 
"Ten  thousand  ftanci,  father  !  Why,  that  is  two  francs  a 
pound,  and  the  Messrs.  Didot  only  aik  ihiity-six  suns  for  their 
Cicero !  The«e  nail-heads  of  yours  will  «ly  fetch  the  price 
of  old  metal — ten  sous  a  pound." 

"Yon  rail  Monsieur  GilWs  italics,  running-hand  and 
round-hand, '  nail-heads,'  do  you  ?  Monsieur  Gillt,  tlut  used 
to  be  printer  to  the  Era|)eror.  And  type  that  cost  six  francs 
a  pound  I  masterpieces  of  engraving,  bought  only  fire  yean 
ago.  Some  of  them  arc  as  biighi  yet  as  when  they  came  from 
the  foundry.     I/>ok  here  !  " 

Old  S^hard  pounced  upon  xome  packets  of  onined  aorta 
and  held  them  out  for  David  to  see. 

"I-ajn-nm  book-learned  i  I  don't  know  how  to  read  or 
write ;  but,  all  the  same,  1  know  enough  to  sec  that  Monsictir 
Gttl£'ssto[>inK  letter*  arc  ihe  fathers  of  your  McMteurs  Didoi's 
[English  nmning-hand.  Here  is  round  hand,"  he  went  on, 
taking  up  an  unused  pica  type. 

David  saw  that  there  was  no  way  of  coming  to  terms  with 
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his  father.  It  was  a  case  of  Y«  or  No — of  taking  or  leaving 
it.  'Ilie  very  ropes  acro&s  the  ceiling  had  £Ui>e  duwii  inio 
(be  old  "  beat's"  iovetiioiy,  Jind  nut  the  imaUcst  item  ¥ms 
omitted;  jobbing  thajtn,  wi-ti!ti](- boards,  paste-ix>t»,  rtnsing- 
iroufh,  and  lyc-bniithes  had  alt  been  put  down  and  valued 
sepajllcly  with  miM.Tl)-  exactitude,  llie  total  amounted  to 
thirty  thousand  fnincs,  including  the  license  and  the  good-will. 
Djvid  asked  himselfwhether  ur  not  this  thing  were  fcauble. 

OM  Stchard  grew  unea:iy  over  his  .son's  silence  ;  he  woiiUI 
rather  have  had  s-tomny  arguineni  than  a  wor<llea  acceptance 
of  the  situation.  ChalTciing  in  Ihnc  sorts  of  bargains  means 
that  a  man  can  louk  aher  his  inlerrsts.  "  .\  m^n  wii^  is 
ready  to  pay  you  anything  you  ask  will  pay  nothing,"  old 
Stebird  was  saying  to  himself.  While  he  tried  lo  follow  his 
sou's  train  of  ihotiRhi,  he  went  through  t)ie  list  of  o<lds  and 
ends  of  plant  needed  by  a  country  busine9,  drawing  Djvid 
now  lo  a  hot-press,  now  to  a  cutting-press,  bragging  of  its  uw 
Itilncu  and  sound  condition.  -^ 

'•  Old  tools  are  alwaj-t  the  best  tools,"  said  he.  "  In  our 
line  of  Uisinctt  ihcj'  ought  to  fetch  more  than  the  new,  like 
goMbcatcrs'  tools.' 

Hideous  vignettes,  representing  Hytuen  and  Cupid,  skele- 
tons raising  the  lids  of  their  ttnnbs  to  describe  a  V  m-  nn  M, 
and  huge  borders  of  masks  fur  theatrical  posters  became  in 
turn  objects  of  tren>endous  value  through  old  Jerome-Nicole' 
vinous  eloquence.  Old  custom,  he  told  his  son,  was  so  deeply 
roMcd  in  the  disltict  llui  he  (David)  would  only  waste  his 
puns  if  he  gave  them  the  linesi  things  in  life.  He  himself 
had  tried  to  sell  them  a  better  class  of  almanac  than  the 
"Double  LUgeois"  on  grorert'  paper;  and  what  came  of 
It?  the  original  "  I>oul>le  I.i6geoit "  sold  better  than  the 
most  snmptisoiH  calendan..  David  would  soon  see  the  impor- 
tance of  these  old-fashioned  things  when  he  found  he  could 
get  ntore  for  them  tlun  for  the  nvosl  cosily  new-fangled  articles. 

"  Alia  I  my  boy,  Paris  is  Paris,  and  the  proTinccs  are  Iht 
i.1 
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provinces.  If  a  mail  came  fn  fiotn  L'Huumcau  with  an  order 
for  wedding-cards,  and  you  were  lo  print  iheni  withuui  a 
Cupid  and  garlands,  lie  would  not  bcheve  thai  he  was  [wopcrly 
married  ;  you  would  liave  ihcm  all  back  ;igain  if  you  tent 
then)  out  with  a  plain  M  on  ilicm  after  the  style  of  youi  Mes- 
sieurs Didot.  They  may  be  Adc  ptintcr^,  but  [heir  invcDtions 
won't  take  in  the  provinces  for  another  hundred  yean.  So 
there  you  ate." 

A  generous  man  is  a  bad  bargain-driver.  David's  nature 
was  of  the  sensitive  and  affectionate  type  ihat  ithrinlu  from  i 
dispute,  and  gives  way  at  once  if  an  opponent  touches  his 
feelings.  His  loftiness  of  feeling,  .ind  the  f;icl  (hat  the  old 
topvr  had  himself  well  in  hand,  put  him  slill  further  at  s  dis- 
advantage in  a  dispute  about  money  matters  with  hii  own 
father,  especially  as  he  credited  (hat  father  with  the  be&t  in- 
tentions, and  took  his  covetous  greed  for  a  printer's  attach- 
ment to  his  old  familiar  tools.  Still,  as  Jeromc-NieoUs  S^h- 
ard  had  taken  the  whole  place  over  from  Rouiean's  widow 
for  ten  thousand  francs,  paid  in  assignai^,  it  stood  to  reason 
that  thirty  thousand  francs  in  coin  at  the^resent  day  was  an 
exorbitant  dumand. 

"  Father,  you  arc  ctJtting  my  throat  1  "  exclaimed  David. 

"/,"  cried  the  old  toper,  raising  his  hand  to  the  liivcsof 
cord  across  the  ceiling.  "  I  who  gave  you  life  1  Why,  David, 
what  do  you  suppose  the  license  is  worth  ?  Do  you  know 
that  the  sheet  of  advertisements  alone,  at  &ve^nce  a  line, 
brought  in  five  hundred  francs  last  month  ?  You  turn  up  the 
books,  lad,  nnd  see  what  we  make  by  placards  and  the  regislers 
at  ilie  prefecture,  and  (he  work  fur  the  mayor's  office,  and  the 
bishop  too.  V»u  arc  a  do-nothing  that  has  no  mind  lo  get 
on.  You  are  haggling  over  (be  horse  that  will  carry  you  to 
some  pretty  bit  of  pro[)cny  like  Marsac." 

Attached  to  (he  valua[ion  of  plant  (here  was  a  deed  of  part- 
nership be(wee"  SSchard  senior  and  hii  son.  The  good 
father  was  to  let  his  house  and  premises  to  the  new  (irm  for 
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twelve  hundred  fnnct  per  atuiuin,  reserving  one  of  the  (wo 
ruoru«  in  <ti«  luof  (ur  liimicll.  bu  lung  o^  David's  inircUaac- 
raoney  was  not  ]>aid  in  full,  the  profits  were  to  be  divided 
eqoaJly ;  so  tioon  ^  he  paid  off  liia  father,  he  uas  to  be  the 
sok  pro^trictot  uf  the  busiiieu. 

Djvid  miutea  menial  calculaiion  of  ihe  value  of  the  license, 
tbc  good-will,  and  the  tiock  ol  paper,  leaving  the  plant  out 
of  accuuni.  It  was  just  poeiUc,  he  iboaghl,  lo  clear  oiT  lite 
debt.  He  accepted  the  cotidiliuns.  Old  Sichard,  accus- 
loiiied  to  ]>eaxanl>'  haggling,  knowing  nothing  of  the  wider 
btainets  views  of  Farts,  was  ainaiml  at  Mich  a  prompt  con- 
clution. 

"Can  he  have  been  putting  money  bjr ?"  h«  asked  him- 
■elt  "  Or  is  he  scheming  out,  at  this  moment,  some  way  of 
not  fuying  me? " 

With  ihi«  notion  in  his  hend,  Im  tried  to  find  out  whether 
Dmvid  liad  any  money  with  him  ;  he  wanted  to  be  [aid  MnM- 
thing  on  account.  Tl>c  old  man's  i  nq  nisi  live  n«s  roii^d  hit 
eon's  distrust ;  David  remained  close  buttoned  up  to  the  chin. 

Next  day,  old  S^lurd  made  the  apprentice  ntove  all  his 
own  household  stuff  up  into  the  attic  until  such  lime  aa  an 
empty  tnarkci  cart  could  take  it  out  on  the  return  journey 
into  the  eountry ;  and  David  entered  into  possession  of  three 
bare  unfurnished  rooms  on  the  day  that  saw  him  installed  in 
i)ie  printing-houK,  without  one  sou  wherewith  to  pay  ht^ 
iim:ii'>  w.i|;es.  WIven  he  asked  hii  father,  ai  a  partner,  to  con- 
tribute hisslure  toward  the  working  expenses,  tlie  old  inan 
peelcnded  not  lo  understand.  He  had  found  ihe  printing- 
house,  he  said,  and  he  was  not  bound  to  find  the  money  too. 
He  had  paid  his  share.  Prcs^  close  by  hi*  *on's  reasoning, 
he  answered  that  when  he  himself  had  paid  Roiizeau't  widow 
he  had  not  had  a  penny  left.  If  he,  a  poor,  ignorant  woiking- 
tnan,  hud  made  hi«  way,  Didot's  apprentice  should  d"  still 
better.  Beside,  had  not  David  been  earning  money,  thanks  to 
an  education  paid  for  by  the  sweat  of  his  old  Citbcr't  brow  ? 
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Nov  saK\j  was  tbe  tiiae  >bea  ihe  cdoratioii  wumld  come  in 

BfcfoL 

"What  hsveyoa  done  viUt  yoor  *polb?'"  be  asked,  re- 
UtrniBg  lo  tbe  durge.  He  meant  to  ha*c  light  oo  a  probkn 
which  hb  son  left  unresolfcil  the  day  befoK. 

"Why,  had  I  not  to  live?"  David  aJced  tadtgnantljr, 
•■■nd  books  to  bnj  betide  ?  " 

'■  Oh  I  you  booght  boolcs,  did  you?  Vou  will  make  a  poot 
nun  of  biainess.  A  mail  that  buys  books  it  hardJy  6t  to 
print  tbetn,"  retorted  t);e  "  bear." 

Then  David  endured  the  matt  painful  of  tiuniiliattuo»— ihe 
•eiiK  of  shame  for  a  parent ;  there  was  ooibiug  for  it  bat  lo 
be  passirc  while  his  father  poured  out  a  flood  of  rraso«i»— 
sordid,  whining,  coniempiible,  money-getting  rcamns  — in 
which  the  niggardly  old  man  wrapped  his  refusal.  David 
cmsbed  down  bis  pain  into  the  depths  of  his  soul;  be  taw 
that  be  was  alone ;  saw  that  be  luul  no  one  to  look  lo  but  him- 
tclf )  saw,  too,  that  his  father  was  trying  lo  make  money  out 
of  him ;  and,  in  a  spirit  of  philoiopUicjl  curiosity,  he  tried  to 
find  out  how  far  the  old  man  would  go.  He  called  old 
S^hard'i  attention  to  ihe  fact  that  he  had  never  as  yet  made 
any  inquiry  as  to  hts  mother's  f(>rttine  ;  if  that  fortune  would 
not  buy  the  printing-house,  it  might  go  some  way  toward 
paying  [he  working  expenses. 

"Your  mother's  fortune?"  echoed  old  Stehard;  "why, 
it  was  her  beauty  and  intelligence  I " 

David  understood  h»  father  ihorooghly  after  that  answer ; 
be  understood  that  only  ai^er  nn  interminable,  cxjicnsive,  and 
disgiaccfiil  lawsuit  could  he  obtain  any  account  of  the  ntoney 
which  by  right  was  his.  The  noble  heart  accepted  tlie  heavy 
burden  laid  upon  it,  seeing  clearly  beforehand  how  difficult 
it  would  be  lo  free  himself  from  the  engagements  into  which 
he  had  entered  with  hid  father.  It  was  a  heavy  undertaking, 
but  must  \)e  aiiempled. 

"I  will  work,"  he  said  to  himself.     "After  all,  if  I  han  i 
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rotifih  lime  of  it,  so  had  the  old  man  ;  beside,  I  shatt  be  work* 
iiig  for  myvelf,  »hatl  1  not  ?  " 

"  I  iR)  leaving  you  a  treasure,"  taid  Stehard,  uneaty  at  liis 
son's  silence. 

DAvid  ukcd  what  the  treasure  might  be. 

"  Marion  I  "  uid  his  father. 

Marlon,  a  bijj  country  girl,  was  an  indUpensable  pan  of  the 
est ibluh meat.  It  was  Marion  who  damped  the  [U(ier  and 
cut  it  to  xiie ;  Marion  did  the  cooking,  waithing,  and  market- 
ing; Marion  onloarled  the  pa|>er  carti,  collected  nccountK, 
and  cleaned  the  ink-tuilU ;  and  if  Marion  hod  but  known  how 
to  read,  old  Stchard  would  have  put  her  to  set  up  type  into 
th«  bargain. 

Old  Stehard  set  out  on  foot  for  the  country.  Delt);hicd  as 
he  was  with  hi*  -ale  of  ttie  busincw,  he  was  not  (jiiiic  easy  in 
his  mind  «  to  llic  iwymcnt.  To  the  tliroes  of  the  vendor, 
the  agony  of  uncertainly  »  to  the  completion  of  the  (wrchutc 
inevitably  sw-ceeds.  P:i.'uion  of  every  aori  is  e»eniially  Jesu- 
itical. Here  was  a  man  who  thought  thai  eilucaiiun  was  use- 1 
kaa,  forcing  himself  lo  believe  in  the  influence  of  education.  ] 
He  was  mortgaging  thirty  thousand  frann  upon  the  ideas  of 
honor  and  conduct  which  education  should  have  developed  in 
his  M>n ;  David  had  received  a  good  training,  so  David  would 
sweat  blood  and  water  to  fulfill  his  engagements;  David's 
knowledite  would  discover  new  resources;  aud  David  »eeme<t 
to  be  full  of  fine  feeling*,  so— David  would  p,iy  !  Many  a 
parent  does  in  this  way,  and  thinks  that  he  has  acted  a  father's 
IMUl ;  old  S^hard  was  quite  of  that  opinion  by  the  time  that 
he  reached  his  vineyard  M  Marssc,  a  hamlet  some  foor  leagues 
ooi  of  Aagotittme.  Tlie  prcvioui  owner  liad  built  a  nice  little 
house  on  ihc  bit  of  property,  and  from  year  to  year  had  added 
other  bits  of  land  to  it,  until  in  1809  the  old  "  beat "  bought 
the  whole,  and  went  thither,  exch-inging  the  toil  of  the  print- 
ing-pre<*  for  the  tabor  of  the  wine-press.    As  Iw  put  it  himself. 
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"he  had  been  in  that  line  so  long  that  he  oujhi  to  know 
something  about  \x." 

During  the  first  (wclvemonth  of  rural  retirement,  Stehinl 
senior  showed  a  cnteful  countenance  among  hix  vine  i>n>^; 
for  he  was  always  in  his  vinejaixJ  now,  jusl  as,  in  the  old  dajrs, 
he  haii  lived  in  iiis  shop,  day  in,  day  out.  The  prospect  of 
thirty  thousand  francs  was  even  more  intoxicating  than  sweet 
wine  ;  already  in  imagination  he  fingered  the  coin.  The  Icffi 
(he  claim  to  the  money,  the  more  eager  he  grew  to  pouch  it. 
Nol  •seldom  his  anxieties  sent  him  hurrying  from  Marsac  to 
Angoulemc  ;  he  would  climh  up  the  rockr  staircases  into  (he 
old  city  and  walk  into  his  son's  workshop  to  see  how  business 
went.  There  stood  ihc  pre^cs  in  their  places;  the  one  ap- 
prentice, in  a  paper-cap,  was  cleaning  the  ink-balls ;  there 
was  a  creaking  of  a  press  over  the  printing  of  some  trade  cir- 
cular, the  old  type  was  still  unchanged,  and  in  the  dens  at 
the  end  of  the  room  he  saw  his  son  and  the  foreman  reading 
books,  which  the  "bear"  took  for  proof-sheets.  Then  he 
would  join  David  at  dinner  and  go  back  to  Marsac,  chewing 
the  cud  of  uneasy  reflection  during  the  whole  of  the  lotig 
walk. 

Avarice,  like  love,  has  the  gift  of  sec  and -sigh  I,  inttioclivety 
guessing  at  future  contingcncie",  and  hugging  its  preeenii- 
mcnis.  Sichard  senior  living  at  a  distance,  far  from  the 
workshop  and  the  machinery  which  possessed  snch  a  fascina- 
tion for  him,  reminding  him,  as  it  did,  of  days  when  he  was 
making  his  way,  conW  ffr!  that  there  were  disquieting  symp- 
toms of  inactivity  in  his  son.  The  name  of  Cointet  Brothers 
haunted  him  like  a  dread;  he  saw  S^hard  &-  Son  dropping 
into  the  second  place.  In  short,  the  old  man  scented  misfof- 
tune  in  the  wind. 

His  presentiments  were  too  well  founded ;  disaster  was 
boyering  over  the  house  of  Richard.  But  there  is  a  tutelary 
deity  for  misers,  and  by  a  chain  of  unforeseen  circumstances 
thai  tutelary  deity  was  so  ordering  matters  that  the  purchase- 
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money  of  his  exioilionxte  bargain  «r>$  lo  be  tumbled,  aRcr  all, 
into  live  old  (oi>eT'K  [touch. 

IndiHerent  lo  the  religioiu  mction  brought  about  by  the 
Rrsloraiion,  indifferent  no  \tr»  lo  ilie  l.it>eral  movemcni, 
Divii]  picscircd  a  must  unlucky  neutrality  on  (tie  burning 
questions  of  the  day.  In  thote  times  provincial  men  of  busi- 
nesa  were  bound  lo  profess  political  opinions  of  some  sort  if 
ttiey  meant  lu  secure  custom ;  ihey  were  forced  to  clioosc  for 
IhemKlvn  between  the  patronage  of  the  l.itieraU  on  the  one 
hand  or  the  Royalists  on  the  other.  And  love,  moreover,  had 
come  to  David's  heart,  and  with  his  scientific  prcocca|Kilton 
and  finer  nature  he  had  not  room  for  the  dogged  greed  of 
which  your  nicce&ful  man  of  bu^inets  in  made;  It  choked  the 
keen  money-getting  instinct  which  would  have  led  him  to 
sttkly  the  differences  between  the  Paris  trade  and  the  busiiiesf 
of  a  provincial  prinling-houfe.  The  shades  of  opinion  so 
sharply  defined  in  the  country  are  blurred  aivd  lost  in  the 
great  mtrcnts  of  pjristan  business  life-  Cointet  brothers  set 
thenuclvei  delitierately  to  auiniiUlc  all  shndcs  of  monarchkat 
opinion.  They  let  every  one  know  that  they  fasted  of  a 
Friday  and  kept  Lent ;  they  haunted  the  Cathedral ;  they  cul- 
tivated the  society  of  the  clergy ;  and  in  ronseqoence,  when 
books  of  devotion  were  once  more  in  demand,  Cointet  Brothers 
were  the  first  in  ihi«  hieraiive  field.  They  slandered  Divid, 
accusing  him  of  liberalism,  atheism,  and  whatnot.  How, 
asked  Ibcy,  could  any  one  employ  a  man  whose  father  had 
been  a  Sepicmbrist,  a  Bonapartist,  and  a  drunkard  to  boot  ^ 
TV  old  nuin  was  sure  to  leave  plenty  of  gold-pieces  behind 
him.  They  themselves  were  {wor  men  wiih  families  to  nip- 
port,  while  IXivid  was  a  bachelor  and  cotild  do  as  he  pleased; 
he  would  have  plenty  one  of  these  days;  he  could  afford  to 
take  things  easily;  wlicrcas,  and  so  forth  ar«l  so  forth. 

Such  (ales  again?:  David,  once  put  into  circulation,  produced 
their  effect.  The  monopoly  of  the  prtfcctorial  and  diocesan 
work  paused  gradually  into  the  hands  of  Cointet  Brothers; 
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and  before  long  David's  keen  compcliton,  emboldened 
inaclion,  started  a  second  local  sheet  of  advcrtueinetits 
annoanccments.  Tlte  older  establiahnieDl  was  left  at  lenflh 
with  ihe  )ob-printing  orders  frDtn  the  towii,  and  ihc  circulation 
of  the  ■•  Charenic  Chronklc  "  fell  off  by  one-half.  Mcinwhilf 
the  Cointcts  grew  richer ;  (bey  bad  made  handK>R>c  profits  on 
Iheir  devotional  books ;  and  now  ihey  offered  to  buy  Stcbard't 
paper,  lo  have  all  Ihe  trade  and  jtidicial  announceiaenis  of 
the  deparimeiii  in  their  own  hands. 

Tfie  news  of  this  proposal  sent  by  David  to  hi«  (alher 
broaghl  the  old  viite-grower  from  Maniac  into  ilie  I'lace  ita 
HOricr  with  tbe  swiftness  of  tbe  raren  that  scents  the  corpces 
on  a  battlefield. 

"  l.eave  me  to  manage  the  Cotnlets,"  said  he  to  his  son ; 
"don't  you  meddle  in  this  business." 

Tlve  old  man  saw  what  the  Cointcts  meant,  and  ttiey  took 
alarm  at  hb  clear-sighted  sagacity.  Hb  son  w»  making  a 
blunder,  he  said,  and  he,  S6chard,  had  come  to  put  a  stop 
lo  it. 

"  What  was  to  become  of  the  connection  if  David  gave  ap 
the  paper  }  It  all  depended  npon  the  paper.  AH  the  attorneys 
and  soliciiore  and  men  of  btninesi  in  L'Houmeau  were  Lib- 
erak  lo  a  man.  Tbe  Cointets  had  tried  lo  ruin  the  S(<-hardi 
by  accusing  them  of  l-ibcrati*m,  and  by  so  doing  gave  them  a 
plank  to  cling  to — the  Stchard*  shotild  keep  the  l.ilieral  bnsi- 
ness.  Sell  the  paper  indeed !  Why,  yoa  might  as  well  sell 
tbe  stock-in-trade  and  the  Iicci«e !  " 

Old  S6chard  atked  the  Cointets  sixty  thousand  francs  for  the 
printing  business,  so  as  not  to  ruin  his  son  ;  he  was  fond  of 
his  son ;  he  was  taking  his  son's  part.  The  vine-grower 
brought  his  son  lo  Ibe  front  to  gain  his  point,  n  a  peasant 
brings  in  his  wife. 

His  son  was  unwilling  to  do  thi»,  that,  or  ihe  other;  it 
varied  according  to  tbe  olTent  which  he  wrung  one  alter  an- 
other from  the  Cointets,  until,  not  wiihoul  an  effort,  he  drew 
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them  on  to  give  twenty-two  ihouund  fiancs  foi  the  "  Chuente 
Chrvniiie."  But,  M  the  same  time,  Lkivid  miist  pledge  him- 
self t hence foi ward  to  print  no  news|>a|icr  whatsoever,  under  a 
iwnalty  of  ihiriy  thouund  ftaitcs  for  damages. 

Th4t  transaction  dealt  the  deaih-blow  to  the  S«chard  estab- 
Itihmenl ;  but  the  old  vine-grower  did  not  iroubte  hiiniclf 
iiiucli  on  that  head.  Murder  luually  Tollowt  robbery.  Our 
worthy  friend  intended  to  |>ay  hinuclf  with  the  ready  money. 
To  have  the  ca-sh  in  his  own  hands  he  would  have  given  in 
David  himxlf  over  and  above  the  bargain,  and  so  much  the 
ntore  willingly  since  that  this  nuisance  of  a  son  could  claim 
one-half  of  the  un^rxpected  windfall.  Taking  lbi«.  fact  into 
consideration,  therefore,  the  generous  parent  cuiuented  to 
abandoo  his  sliare  of  the  business,  but  not  the  business  prem- 
ises; and  the  rental  was  still  maintained  at  the  bmout  sum 
of  twelve  hundred  francs  i>eT  annum. 

The  old  man  came  into  town  \'cry  seldom  after  the  paper 
wassold  to  tlte  Cointets.  He  pleaded  his  advanced  age,  but  the 
tnilh  was  that  he  took  tittle  interest  in  the  eMablishmenI  now 
that  it  was  hi«  no  longer.  Still,  he  could  not  quite  shake  off  his 
old  kindness  for  his  stock-in-trade;  and  when  business  brought 
him  into  Aogoultme,  it  would  have  been  hard  touy  whi4:h 
was  tlie  stronger  attraction  to  the  old  house — his  wooden 
prenes  or  the  son  whom  (as  a  matter  of  form)  he  asked  for 
rent.  The  old  foreman,  who  had  gone  over  to  the  rival  estab- 
lishment, knew  exactly  how  much  this  fatherly  generosity  was 
worth ;  the  old  fox  meant  to  reserve  a  right  to  interfere  in  his 
son's  affairs,  and  had  taken  care  to  appear  in  the  bankruptcy 
oa  a  |>rivileged  creditor  for  arrears  of  rent. 

The  eatutesof  Davkl's  heedleuneu  throw  a  light  on  tlte 
character  of  that  yoimg  roan.  Only  a  few  days  after  his  estab- 
lishment in  the  paternal  printing^Ske,  he  came  across  an  oM 
school  friend  in  the  direst  poverty.  Lucien  Chardon,  a  young 
lellow  of  onc-and-twcnty  or  thcrcabouls,  was  the  son  of  a  sur- 
f  eun-niajor  who  had  retired  with  a  woui>d  from  (he  Repub- 


I 


Ac  hmmtf^ 

wad  tat  tim  mieo  tfae< 
hk  praUm.  Ritfmy  betvcea  ibe  wb  of  ^ 
MKiideaad  the  dnriatta  oo  tte  oifaer.  he  ov  |]ni  tW  adm- 
dfc  Method  n*  Ihe  oee  road  lo  aavcd  aetca^  w4  ^ 
■Mttcd  (he  CHnei  of  the  cocapiaidi,  and  baaed  his  rascrij  as 
a  fleftsn  general  theory  of  neatnent,  «ith  landifcwioM  to 
praciice  br  varyias  lentpoiaems.  Then,  oa  a  vint  la  taA 
andertaken  to  tolicit  the  approval  of  the  "  Acad£nie  des 
Science*,"  he  died,  and  loM  all  the  fhnts  of  hs  bbon. 

It  ouy  have  hem  that  aotDe  prcteoiiiBeni  of  the  end  had 
led  the  oxtairy  dnif^siat  to  do  all  that  ia  htm  lay  to  five  bis 
boy  and  girl  a  good  edncauion ;  the  Gufly  had  bees  living  np 
to  the  income  brought  in  by  the  biisiDe«;  tad  now  when 
Ibcy  were  left  aloMMt  destitute,  it  wax  aa  afj^ramion  at  their 
niiforlune  that  ihcy  had  been  brought  up  in  the  vxpeclatiaas 
of  a  brilliant  faturc;  for  these  hopes  were  extingaisfaed  by 
their  father'*  death.  The  great  Desptein,  who  attended  Char- 
don  in  hii  last  illnev,  saw  him  die  in  ci>nrulsjons  of  rage. 

The  lecret  vf  the  army  surgeon's  ambition  lay  In  hit  pas- 
uonate  low  for  his  wife,  the  1ai.t  sorviror  of  the  family  of 
Rubempri,  saved  as  by  miracle  from  the  guillotine  in  1793. 
He  had  gained  time  by  declaring  that  she  was  pregnant,  a  lie 
totd  without  the  girl'i  knowledge  or  consent.  I'hen.  when 
ll  a  manner  he  liaU  created  a  claim  to  call  her  his  wife,  he 
hail  married  her  in  «pile  of  their  common  imverty.  The 
children  of  this  martiace,  like  all  children  of  luve,  inlKTiied 
the  ntothet's  wonderful  beauty,  that  gift  so  often  tital  when 
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compuiled  by  ixMrerfjr.  TTie  life  of  hope  and  hard  woilc 
ml  dojxiir,  in  all  of  which  MiiK.  Chjtrdon  had  shared  wiili 
•uch  keen  sympathy,  had  left  deep  traces  in  her  beautiful  face, 
just  as  the  sluw  do  line  of  a  scanty  income  had  changetl  het 
ways  and  habits;  but  both  she  and  the  children  confronicd 
evil  days  bravely  cnougli.  She  sold  the  druggist's  store  in 
the  Grand'  Rue  de  L'HoumL-au,  ihc  principal  suburb  of 
Angoultine;  but  it  was  itnpossible  for  even  one  woman  to 
cxi>t  on  the  three  hundred  francs  of  income  brought  in  by  the 
inveMment  of  the  purchase-money,  so  llic  toutlier  and  daughter 
accepted  the  position,  and  worked  to  earn  a  living.  ITie 
mollver  went  out  as  a  monthly  nune,  :ind  for  her  gintte  man- 
ners w:ui  preferred  to  any  other  among  the  wealthy  houses, 
wlicre  site  lived  without  exjiense  to  her  children,  and  earned 
stmie  seven  francs  a  week.  To  save  her  son  the  embamasmcnt 
of  seeing  hb  mother  reduced  to  this  humble  position,  she  as- 
Mimcd  the  name  of  Madame  Oiarlolte ;  and  penoni  requir- 
ing her  services  were  requested  to  apply  to  M.  Postcl,  M. 
Chardon's  succeisor  in  the  business.  Lucien's  sister  worked 
fi>r  a  laundrcs,  a  decent  woman  much  respected  in  l.'Hou- 
meati.  and  carried  Gneen  daily  sous.  As  Mine.  Prteur's  fore- 
woRun  the  had  a  certain  position  in  the  workroom,  which 
rabed  her  slightly  abo>-e  the  class  of  working-girls. 

The  two  women's  slender  earnings,  together  with  Mme. 
Chardon's  three  hundred  francs  of  rmttt,  amounted  to  about 
eight  hundred  franco  a  year,  and  on  this  sum  three  persons 
roust  be  fed,  clothed,  and  lodged.  Yet,  with  all  their  frugal 
thrifi,  the  pittance  was  scarcely  sufficient ;  nearly  Ihc  whole 
of  it  was  needed  for  Lucicn.  Mme.  Chardon  and  her  daughter 
Eve  believed  in  Lucien  as  Mahomet's  wife  believed  in  her 
husband  i  their  devotion  for  his  future  knew  no  bounds. 
Their  present  landlord  vras  the  successor  to  tl»c  business,  for 
M.  Pottel  let  them  have  rooms  at  the  further  end  of  a  yard  at 
the  back  of  the  laboratory  for  a  very  low  rent,  and  Lucien 
slept  ID  the  poor  garret  above,    A  father's  passion  for  natural 
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ecicticc  bad  stimulated  the  boy,  and  at  first  jiiduccrd  him  to 
follow  in  the  same  [Kith.  Lucien  was  one  of  ihc  most  bril- 
liant pupils  at  the  high  school  of  Angoulfriuc,  aud  when  David 
Sechard  left  his  fuluce  friend  was  in  the  third  form. 

When  chance  brought  the  school-fellows  logeiher  again, 
Lucieii  was  weary  of  drinking  from  the  rude  cup  of  penury, 
and  ready  for  any  of  the  rash  decisive  slept  that  youth  Ukca 
at  the  age  of  twenty.  David's  generous  offer  of  forty  fnnci 
a  month  if  Luclcn  would  come  to  him  and  learo  the  work  of 
a  primer's  reader  came  in  time  ;  David  had  no  need  whatever 
of  a  printer's  reader,  but  he  saved  Lucien  from  denpair.  The 
ties  of  a  school  friendship  thus  renewed  were  soon  drawn 
closer  than  ever  by  the  similaniy  of  their  lot  in  life  and  the 
dissimilarity  of  their  characters.  Both  felt  high  swelling 
hopes  of  manifold  success ;  both  consciously  possessed  the 
high  order  of  intelligence  which  sets  a  man  on  a  level  with 
lufly  heights,  consigned  though  they  were  socially  to  the 
lowest  level.  Fate's  injustice  was  a  strong  bond  bctwceo 
them.  And  then,  by  different  ways,  following  each  his  own 
bent  of  mind,  they  had  attained  to  poesy.  Lucien,  destined 
for  the  highest  speculative  fields  of  natural  science,  was  aim- 
ing with  hot  enthusiasm  at  fame  through  literature;  while 
Ilavid.  with  that  meditative  temperament  which  inclines  to 
poetry,  was  drawn  by  liis  tastes  toward  natural  science. 

TTie  exchange  of  r6!es  was  the  beginning  of  an  intellectual 
comradeship.  Before  long,  Lucien  told  David  of  his  own 
father's  farxighted  views  of  the  application  of  science  to  man- 
ufacture, while  David  pointed  out  the  new  ways  in  literature 
that  Lricien  must  follow  if  he  meant  to  succeed.  Not  many 
days  had  passed  before  the  yotmg  men'«  friendship  became  ft 
passion  such  as  is  only  known  in  early  manhood.  Tlien  il 
was  that  David  caught  a  glimpse  of  Eve's  fair  face,  and  loved 
as  grave  and  meditative  natures  can  love.  The  tt  nuiu  et 
semper  et  iit  seeitla  uevhrum  of  the  liturgy  is  llie  device  taken 
by  many  a  sublime  unknown  poet,  whoie  work*  consist  in 
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magnificent  epics  conceived  and  lost  between  heart  and  heart. 
Wiih  4  lover's  insight.  D.ivid  read  (be  secret  hopes  mtc  by  the 
mother  and  sister  on  I.ocicn's  poct*s  brow;  and,  knowing 
their  blind  devotion,  it  was  very  sweet  to  him  to  draw  iwarer 
to  hit  love  by  sharing  her  hopes  and  her  sclf-sacrilice.  And 
ID  this  way  Lucien  came  to  be  David's  chosen  brother.  As 
there  are  ultras  who  would  fain  be  more  royaliii  than  the 
King,  so  David  outdid  the  mother  and  sister  in  his  belief  io 
Lucien't  genius:  he  sjioilcd  Lucien  as  a  mother  spoils  her 
child. 

Once,  ander  prcssare  of  the  lack  of  money  which  tied  their 
hands,  the  two  were  niminating  after  the  manner  of  yoang 
men  over  wayi  of  promptly  realizing  a  large  fortune;  and, 
after  fruitless  shakings  of  all  the  irees  already  stripped  by 
previous  comers,  I^ucicn  bethought  hitmelf  of  two  of  his 
father's  ideas.  M.  Chardon  h:id  talked  of  «  method  of  refin- 
ing sugar  by  a  clKmicat  piocess,  which  would  reduce  the  cost 
of  production  by  one-half;  aivd  he  had  another  pbn  for 
employing  an  American  vegetable  fibre  for  making  paper, 
something  after  the  Chii>ese  fashion,  ai>d  elTcrling  an  cnor- 
moui  saving  in  the  cost  of  raw  nuterial.  David,  knowing 
the  importance  of  a  question  raised  already  by  the  Didois. 
cai^ht  at  this  latter  notion,  saw  a  fortune  in  it,  and  looked 
upon  Lucien  as  a  henefanor  whom  he  rotild  never  repay. 

Any  one  may  guess  how  the  ruling  thoughts  and  innet 
life  of  this  pair  of  friends  unfitted  them  for  carrying  on  the 
I>ir<inei5  of  a  printing- house.  So  far  from  making  fifteen  to 
twenty  ihoinand  francs — like  Cointel  Brothers,  ptintert  and 
[wiblishera  to  the  diocese  and  proprietors  of  the  "Charente 
Chronicle"  'now  the  only  newspaper  in  the  depanmeni)^ 
S^cliard  fi  Son  made  a  hare  three  hundred  frsnrs  per  month, 
out  of  which  the  foreman's  salary  mu»  be  paid,  as  well  as 
Marion's  wages  and  the  rent  and  taxes ;  so  that  David 
himself  was  scarcely  making  twelve  huivdrcd  francs  per  an- 
num.     Active  and  industrious  men  of  business  would  have 
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bought  new  type  and  new  machinery,  and  made  ao  effort 
lo  secure  otdere  for  thcap  priming  from  the  Paris  book- 
ttadtr ;  but  master  and  foreman,  deep  in  absorbing;  iniel- 
leclual  interests,  were  quite  content  with  such  orden  as  came 
to  (hem  from  their  remaining  customers. 

In  the  long  length  the  Cointets  had  come  to  undersund 
David's  character  and  habits.  They  did  not  slander  him 
now ;  on  ihe  contrary,  wise  policy  required  thai  ihey  should 
allow  the  business  to  Sicker  on  \  it  waa  lo  their  interest  in- 
deed lo  maintain  it  in  a  small  way.  test  it  should  fall  into  the 
hands  of  some  more  formidable  comiwtitor ;  they  made  a 
practice  of  sending  prospectuses  and  circulars — job-priming, 
as  il  is  called — to  the  Sichards'  establishment.  So  it  canw 
about  that,  all  unwittingly,  David  owed  his  existence,  com- 
mercially sjieaking,  lo  the  cunning  shemes  of  his  competitors. 
The  Comiets,  well  pleased  with  his  "craie,"  as  they  called 
it,  behaved  lo  all  appearance  both  fairly  and  handsomely; 
but,  OS  a  matter  of  fact,  they  were  adopting  the  tactics  of  the 
mail-coach  owners  who  set  up  a  sham  opposition  CMch  to 
keep  l^nA-fidt  rivals  out  of  the  field. 

Inside  and  outside  the  condition  of  Ihe  S^hard  printing 
eslablishmcni  bore  testimony  to  the  sordid  avarice  of  the 
old  "  bear."  who  never  s|>ent  a  penny  on  repairs.  The  old 
house  had  stood  in  sun  and  rain,  and  borne  the  brunt  of  Ihe 
weather,  till  it  looked  like  some  venerable  tree-trttnk  set  down 
at  the  entrance  of  the  alley,  so  riven  it  was  with  seams  and 
cracks  of  all  sorts  and  siies.  The  house-front,  built  of  brick 
and  stone,  with  no  pretensions  to  symmetry,  seemed  lo  be 
Ixmding  beneath  the  weight  of  a  worm-eaten  roof  covered 
with  the  ciin-cd  pantiles  in  common  use  in  the  south  of 
France.  The  decrepit  casements  were  fitted  with  the  hea»y» 
on* ieldly  shutters  necessary  in  that  cliinate.  and  held  in  place 
by  massive  iron  cross-bars.  It  would  have  puizled  you  to  find 
a  more  dilapidated  house  in  Aiigoulime ;  nothing  but  sheer 
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teniciljr  of  mortar  kept  It  together.  I'rjr  to  picture  the 
wofksbop,  light  at  ciilier  eml  ami  dark  iu  the  middle;  the 
walls  covered  with  handbills  and  bcgnmcd  by  friction  of 
All  thu  workmen  who  had  nit>bcd  past  them  for  thirl)-  ye«n; 
the  cobweb  of  cordage  across  the  ceiling,  the  stacks  of  inper. 
tiK  old -fashioned  presses,  the  pile  of  eUIk  for  weighting  tlic 
damp  sheets,  the  tuws  of  cases,  and  the  two  dent  in  ihc  far 
comers  where  the  matter  printer  Bi>d  foreman  sat — and  you 
will  have  some  idea  of  the  life  led  t>y  ihe  two  friends. 

One  day  early  tn  M;iy,  iSai,  David  and  L»cien  were 
standing  together  by  the  window  thai  looked  into  (he  yard. 
It  was  aearly  two  o'clock,  and  ihe  four  or  five  men  were 
going  odi  to  dinner.  D.ivid  wailed  until  the  apprentice  had 
shut  (he  street  door  with  the  bell  fastened  to  it;  then  he 
drew  Lticien  out  into  the  yard  as  if  t)te  sntell  of  paper,  ink, 
and  presses  and  old  woodwork  had  grown  intolerable  to  him, 
and  together  (hey  sat  down  tinder  the  vines,  keeping  iIk 
office  and  the  door  in  view.  The  sunbeams,  playing  among 
the  trellise<l  vltK-slu>ots,  hovered  over  the  two  poets,  making, 
as  it  were,  an  aureota  nliout  their  heads,  bringing  the  rontratl 
between  tltcir  faces  and  (heir  charar(en  into  a  vigorous  relief 
thai  would  liave  tempted  the  brush  of  some  great  painter, 

David's  physi<]tie  was  of  the  kind  that  nature  gives  to  the 
fi;;htrr,  the  man  l>oni  to  struggle  in  obscnritv,  or  wiih  (he 
eyes  of  all  n>en  turned  on  him.  The  strong  slionlders,  rising 
above  lh«  t>roa<l  chest,  were  in  keeping  with  the  full  develop- 
ment of  his  whole  frame.  With  h»  thick  crop  of  Ulick  hair, 
hi*  ftcshy.  high-colored,  swarthy  face,  sopported  by  a  ihidt 
neck,  he  looked  .H  first  sight  like  one  of  Boiieau's  canons; 
bill  on  3  second  glance  there  was  that  \r\  the  lines  about  ihe 
thick  li|is,  in  Hie  dimple  of  the  chin,  in  the  turn  of  ilw 
itquare  nostrils,  with  the  broad  irregular  line  of  central 
cleav.ige,  and.  above  all,  in  the  eyes,  wiih  the  steady  light  of 
an  all-ahtorbing  Im-e  that  bumrrt  in  ilKm,  whkh  revealed  tlie 
ml  chanc(eT  of  the  man — the  wisdom  of  the  thinker,  the 
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sttenuoos  melancholy  of  a  spirit  thai  discen»  the  horizon 
on  eitlwr  ude  aod  »ees  clearly  to  the  end  of  winding  ways, 
turning  the  clear  tight  of  analyst!  upon  the  jojt.  of  fruition, 
known  as  yet  in  idea  alone,  and  quick  to  turn  froni  them  in 
disgust.  You  might  look  for  ihe  fla^h  of  genios  from  <4ich  a 
face ;  you  could  not  miss  the  ashes  of  the  volcano ;  hopes  ex- 
lingaished  beneath  a  profound  sense  of  the  social  annihilation 
to  which  lowly  birih  and  lack  of  fortune  condemn!  so  nany  a 
loftier  mind.  And  by  the  side  of  the  poor  printer,  who 
loathed  a  handicraft  so  closely  allied  to  ioiellecttul  work, 
close  to  this  Silenus,  joyless,  self-sustained,  itrinking  devp 
draughts  from  the  cup  of  knowledge  and  of  poetry  that  he 
might  forget  the  raret  of  his  narrow  lot  in  the  intoxication  of 
soul  and  brain,  stood  Lucien,  gracefnl  as  some  sculptured 
Indian  Bacchus. 

For  in  Lucien's  face  there  was  the  distinction  of  line  which 
stamps  the  beauty  of  the  antique ;  the  Greek  profile,  with  the 
velvet  whiteness  of  women's  faces,  and  eyes  ftill  of  love,  eyes 
so  blue  that  ihcy  looked  dark  against  a  pearly  setting,  and 
dewey  and  fresh  as  those  of  a  child.  Those  beantifiil  eyes 
looked  out  from  under  iheir  loiig  chestnut  lashes,  beneath  eye- 
brows that  might  have  been  traced  by  a  Cltincse  pencil.  The 
silken  down  on  his  cheeks,  like  his  bright  curling  hair,  shone 
golden  in  ihc  sunlight.  A  divine  gntciousness  transfused  the 
white  temples  that  caught  that  golden  gleam ;  a  maichlen 
nobleness  had  set  ils  seal  in  the  short  chin  raised,  hut  not 
abruptly.  The  smile  that  hovered  about  the  coral  lips,  yet 
redder  as  they  seemed  by  force  of  contrast  with  the  even  teeth, 
was  the  smile  of  some  sorrowing  angel,  l.nclen's  hands  de- 
noted race  ;  they  were  shapely  hands,  hands  that  men  obey  at 
«  sign,  and  women  love  to  kiss.  I.iicien  was  slender  and  of 
middle  height.  From  a  gl.ince  at  hi«  feet  he  might  have  been 
liikcii  for  a  girl  in  disguise,  and  this  so  much  the  more  easily 
from  the  femininecontour  of  the  hips,  a  characteristic  of  keen- 
witted, not  to  say  astute,  men.     This  is  a  trait  which  seldom 
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midcJda,  and  In  Lucien  it  w»  a  irwe  iiidtoilion  of  chancier  ;| 
fcr  when  he  aiialyiect  the  society  of  to-day,  his  restless  miixf 
ms  apt  to  take  its  iiantt  on  the  lower  ground  of  those  diplo- 
matists who  hold  thai  success  justifies  (he  use  of  any  means, 
however  base.  It  is  one  of  the  misfortunes  attendant  uponj 
great  intellects  that  perforce  they  comprehend  all  things,  both  I 
good  and  evil.  I 

The  two  young  men  judged  society  by  the  more  lofty 
ftUndard  be<:ause  their  social  position  was  at  the  lowest  end 
of  the  scale,  for  unrecogniietl  power  is  apt  lo  avenge  iiieir\ 
for  lowly  station  by  viewing  the  world  ftom  a  loHy  stand*  I 
pojnt.  Yet  it  is,  nevertheless,  tree  that  they  grew  but  the  I 
nore  bitter  and  hopeless  after  these  swift  soaring  flights  to  the 
npfier  regions  of  thought,  their  world  by  right.  Lucien  h^d 
read  much  and  compared ;  David  had  thought  much  and 
deeply.  In  spite  of  tlie  young  printer's  look  of  ro&iist, 
eolintry-bred  health,  his  tnrn  of  mind  was  melancholy  and 
somewhat  morbid — he  lacked  confidence  in  himKlf;  but 
I.itcten,  on  the  other  hand,  with  an  cntcriKising  bnt  change- 
able nature,  was  gifted  with  a  boldness  little  to  be  expetieri 
from  his  frminine,  almost  cfTeminate,  figtire,  graceful  though 
it  was.  I.orien  pos»c«sed  the  Gascon  temperament  to  the 
highest  degree — rash,  brave,  and  adventurous,  prone  to  make 
the  most  of  the  bright  side,  and  as  little  as  possible  of  the 
dark ;  his  was  the  nature  that  sticks  at  no  crime  if  tl>cre  (i 
anything  to  be  gained  by  it,  and  laughs  at  the  vice  which 
serves  as  a  stepi>ing-sione.  Just  now  these  tendencies  of 
ambition  were  held  in  check,  partly  by  the  fair  illusions  of 
youth,  partly  by  the  enthtBiiasm  which  led  him  to  prefer  the 
nobler  methods,  which  every  man  in  lore  with  glory  tries  first 
of  all.  Lucien  was  st  niggling  ns  yet  with  himself  and  his  own 
desires  and  not  with  the  difficulties  of  life ;  it  strife  with  his 
own  power  and  not  with  the  basenets  of  other  men,  that  fatal 
exemplar  for  impressionable  minds.  The  brilliancy  of  hi<t 
intellect  had  a  keen  attraction  for  David.     David  admired  his 
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frici>d,  white  he  kept  htm  out  of  the  tcnpes  into  vhicRDe 
wss  led  by  the  fiirie  franfoiit  (French  tpiriij. 

David,  with  bis  wcll-balioccd  miixl  ami  tiniid  oatim  <t 
variance  with  a  strong  conslitmion,  was  by  no  means  wantlos 

tn  the  penitttence  of  the  Nonlvern  temper ;  and  if  be  saw  »I1 
he  difficoliies  befora  bim,  nooe  the  leaa  he  vowed  to  hunaeli 
O  conqDcr,  never  to  give  way.     In  him  the  uniwervinjc  vinoe 
of  an  apoule  was  softened  by  pity  that  sprang  from  incxhaiW- 
iUe  indulgence.     In  the  friendship  grown  old  already,  one 
wss  the  worshiper,  and  thai  one  was  David;  Lucicn  ruled 
I  him  like  a  woman  sure  of  love,  and  Davtd  loved  to  give  way. 
I  He  felt  that  hb  friend's  physical  beauty  implied  a  real  snperi- 
fority,  which  he  accepted,  looking  upon  himself  as  one  nude 
of  coarser  and  commoner  human  clay. 

"Ilie  ox  for  patient  labor  in  the  fidds,  the  free  life  for  the 
bird,"  he  thought  to  himself.  "  I  will  be  the  ox,  and  Lociea 
shall  be  the  eagle." 

So  fur  three  years  these  friends  had  mingled  the  destinies 
bright  with  stich  glorioiK  promise.  Tt>gctncr  ihey  read  the 
great  works  that  appeared  above  the  horizon  of  literatnre  and 
science  since  the  peace — the  poem*  of  Sclitller,  Goethe,  and 
Byron,  the  prose  writings  of  Scott,  Jean-Paul,  Benelim,  Davy, 
Cuvier,  Lamaiiine,  and  many  more.  They  warmed  them- 
selves beside  these  great  Itcartliliret ;  they  tried  their  powers  in 
abortive  creations,  in  work  laid  aside  and  taken  up  a^ain  with 
new  glow  of  enthimasm.  Inces&anlly  they  worked  with  the 
unwearied  vitality  of  youlh  ;  comrades  in  poverty,  comrades 
in  the  consuming  love  of  art  and  science,  till  they  forgot  iIk 
hard  life  of  ihe  prcMrni,  for  their  minds  were  wholly  bent  on 
laying  the  foundaiiom  of  future  fame. 

"Lucien,"  said  David,  "do  you  know  what  I  have  just 
received  ftora  Paris? ' '  He  drew  a  tiny  volume  from  his  pocket. 
"  Listen  f 

And  David  read,  ua  poet  can  read,  first  Andri  dc  Chtnier's 
Idyll  "  NMrc."  then  "Le  Malade,"  following  on  with  the 


"  Elegy  on  a  Suicide,"  another  clesy  in  (be  classic  taste,  and 
the  two  last  "  lambes." 

"So  that  i.1  Ai)dr£  de  Oiinier  t "  Lucien  exctairoed  again 
and  again.  "It  lilU  one  with  despair  I  "  he  cried  Tor  the 
third  time,  when  David  surrendered  the  book  to  him,  unable 
to  read  funhcr  Tor  emotion.  "A  ]>oei  rc-discovercd  by  a 
pod  I  "  said  Lucicii,  reading  the  signature  of  the  preface. 

"After  Ch6ntei  had  written  those  poemt,  he  thought  ihal 
he  had  written  nothing  worth  pLihli.ihing,"  added  David. 

Then  Luden  in  his  turn  read  aloud  the  fragment  of  an  cpjc 
called  "  L'Aveugle"  and  two  or  three  of  the  Elegies,  till, 
when  he  came  upon  the  line— 

"  If  i\tty  know  nM  UiM.  i*  there  hapf<ntn  on  nrih  t " 

He  prcued  the  book  to  hii  lijw,  and  tears  came  to  the  eyes  ofu 
either,  for  the  two  friends  were  lovers  and  fellow- worshipers.  1 

The  vine-stems  were  changing  color  with  the  spring,  cover- 
ing the  rifted,  battered  walls  of  the  old  hoii«e  where  «|tialid 
cracks  were  spfcadini;  in  every  direction,  wiih  fluted  columns 
and  knots  and  bas-reliefs  and  uncounted  nucterpieccs  of  I 
know-not -what  order  of  architecture,  erected  by  fairy  hands. 
Fancy  had  scattered  flowerj^  and  crimson  gems  over  the  gloomy 
little  yard,  and  Cti^nicr's<'Camille"  became  for  David  (h« 
F.ve  wtioni  he  worshiped,  (ot  Lucien  a  great  lady  lo  witont  lie 
paid  his  homage.  Poetry  l\ad  shaken  out  her  starry  rolw 
above  the  workshop  where  the  "monkeys"  and  "heart*' 
were  groteH]ue)y  busy  among  types  and  pretiea.  Five  o'clock 
struck,  Uil  the  friends  (ell  neither  hunger  nor  ihtrst ;  life  had 
inrne<l  |oa  golden  dream  and  all  the  treasures  of  the  world 
lay  at  tlveir  feet.  Far  away  on  the  horiton  lay  the  blue  streak 
tri  which  Hope  points  a  finger  in  storm  and  stress ;  and  a  siren 
voice  fioundc«l  in  ihcir  cars,  calling,  "Come,  spread  your 
wiiig^ ;  through  that  streak  of  gold  or  silver  or  aiure  ties  the 
TOie  way  of  escape  from  evil  fortune  I  " 

Just  at  that  moment  the  low,  glass  doof  of  the  workshop 


was  opened,  ind  out  came  Ciriiet,  an  apprentice  (Dsvid  hiA 
brought  the  urchin  from  Paris).  This  youth  introduced  i 
stranger,  who  saluted  the  friend'' politely,  and  spoke  lo  Dairid. 

"This,  sir,  is  ;»  monograph  which  I  am  desirous  of  prim- 
ing," he  said,  drawing  a  huge  packet  of  manuscript  from  hh 
pocket.     "Will  you  oblige  me  with  an  ettimate?" 

"  We  do  not  undertake  work  on  Hich  a  scale,  sir,"  David 
answered,  without  looking  .it  the  manuscript.  "You  lud 
better  see  the  Messieurs  Coinict  about  it." 

"Still  we  have  a  very  pretty  type  which  might  suit  it," 
put  in  Lucien,  taking  up  the  roll.  '*  We  must  »k  you  lo  be 
kind  enough,  sir,  to  leave  your  commission  with  us  and  to 
call  again  to-morrow,  And  we  will  give  you  an  etiinute?" 

"  Have  I  the  ])1easure  of  addressing  Monsieur  Lucien  Char- 
don?" 

"Ye*,  sir,"  said  the  foreman. 

"  I  am  fonunace  in  this  opportunity  of  meeting  with  a 
young  poet  destined  lo  such  greatness,"  returned  the  author. 
".Madame  de  Bargelon  sent  me  here." 

I^ieh  flushed  "riSS  at  the  name,  .ind  stammered  out  some- 
thing about  gratitude  for  the  interest  which  Mme.  dc  Bargelon 
took  in  him.  David  noticed  his  friend's  erab.irrasscd  flush, 
and  lefl  him  in  conversation  with  the  country  gentleman,  the 
author  of  a  monograph  on  silkworm  cultivation,  prompted  by 
vanity  to  print  the  effort  for  ihe  benefit  of  fellow -members  of 
the  local  agricultural  nociely. 

When  ihe  author  had  gone,  David  spoke: 

"  Lucien,  are  yon  in  love  with  Madame  dc  Bargcton?" 

"  pAs^ionatcly." 

■■  But  social  prejudices  set  you  as  far  apart  a.<i  if  she  were 
living  at  Pekin  and  you  in  Greenland." 

"  The  will  of  two  lovers  can  rise  victorious  over  all  ihinp," 
said  Lucien,  lowering  his  eye*. 

"  Yon  will  forget  us,"  returned  the  alarmed  lover,  as  Eve's 
lair  &ce  row  before  his  mind. 
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"  On  ttic  contrary,  1  have  perhaps  sacriftced  my  love  to 
you,"  ciitd  Lucicn. 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"  Id  spite  of  my  luve,  in  spite  of  the  diUcrcnt  moiivct 
which  bid  me  obtain  a  lecure  footing  in  her  house,  I  have 
told  bei  that  I  will  nev^t  go  (hither  again  unless  another  is 
nude  welcome  too,  a  man  whoK  gifts  arc  greater  tlian  mine, 
a  nun  destined  for  a  brilliant  future — Djivid  Stehiid,  my 
brother,  my  friend.  1  sh^ll  6nd  an  answer  waiting  when  1 
get  home.  All  (he  ariiiocrats  may  have  been  asked  (o  hear 
me  read  my  verws  thit  evening,  but  1  shall  not  go  if  the 
answer  is  negative,  and  I  will  never  »e(  foot  in  Madame  de 
Bargcton's  home  again." 

IXivid  bmshed  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  and  wrung  Lucien's 
band.     The  clock  G(n]ck  six. 

"  Eve  must  be  anxious;  good-by,"  Lucien  added  abruptly. 

He  hurried  away.  David  stood  overcome  by  the  emotion 
that  is  only  fctt  to  the  full  at  his  age,  and  mure  C3pe«:iaHy  in 
such  a  position  as  his — the  friend-t  were  like  two  young  swans 
with  wings  undipped  as  yet  by  the  experiences  of  provincial 
life. 

"  Heart  of  gold  !  "  David  cxcUinKd  to  himself,  as  his  eyes 
followed  Lucien  across  the  workshop. 


I.ucien  went  down  to  L'Houmeau  along  the  broad  Pronw-I 
nade  de  Qcaiilicu.  the  Rue  du  Minage,  and  Saint-Peter's  Gate. 
It  was  the  longest  way  round,  so  you  may  be  sure  that  Mme. 
de  Bargelon's  house  lay  on  the  way.  So  delicious  it  was  to 
pa^  under  her  windovrs,  thougli  slie  knew  nothing  of  his  pres* 
ence.  that  for  tlic  past  two  months  Ik  had  goiw  round  daily 
by  the  Palel  Gate  into  L'Houmeau. 

Under  the  trees  of  Beaulieu  he  saw  how  far  the  suburb  Lay 
from  the  city.  The  ctMtom  of  the  country,  moreorer,  had 
raised  other  barriers  harder  to  sumiount  than  the  mere  physi- 
cal difficulty  of  the  steep  flights  of  steps  which  Lucien  was 
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descending.  Youth  and  ambilion  had  thrown  the  flying* 
bridge  of  glory  across  the  gulf  between  the  ciiy  and  the  suburb, 
yet  LucicD  was  as  uiica&y  in  liis  uiiiid  over  his  lady's  answer 
as  any  king's  favorite  who  has  tried  to  climb  yet  higher,  and 
fears  that  being  overbold  he  is  likely  to  fall.  This  must  seem  a 
dark  saying  to  those  who  have  never  studied  the  rtianncrs  and 
customs  of  cities  divided  into  the  upjwr  and  lower  town; 
wherefore  it  a  necessary  lo  enter  here  \i\x>v\  some  topographical 
details,  and  [his  so  much  the  more  if  the  reader  is  to  compre- 
hend the  position  of  one  of  Ihc  principal  characters  ia  the 
story — Mme.  de  Bargeton. 

The  old  city  of  Angoultme  it  |>erchcd  aloft  on  i  crag  like 
a  sugar-loaf,  overlooking  the  plain  where  the  Cliarentc  winds 
away  through  the  meadows.  The  crag  is  an  outlying  spur  on 
llie  Pirigord  side  of  a  long,  low  ridge  of  hili,  which  (ermin- 
ales  abruptly  just  above  the  road  from  Paris  to  Bordeaux,  so 
that  the  Rock  of  AngouISme  is  a  sort  of  promontory  maiking 
out  the  lines  of  three  picturesque  valle)^.  The  ramparts  and 
great  gateways  and  mined  fortress  on  the  summit  of  the  crag 
still  rem.iin  to  bear  witness  to  the  importance  of  this  strong- 
hold during  the  Religious  Wars,  wlicn  AngouI*mc  was  a  mili- 
tary position  coveted  alike  of  Catholics  and  Calvinins,  but 
its  old-world  strength  is  a  source  of  weakness  in  modem  days ; 
Angoultme  could  not  spread  down  to  the  Cliarentc,  and,  shut 
in  between  its  ramparu  and  the  steep  sides  of  the  crag,  the 
old  town  is  condemned  to  stagnation  of  Ihc  inosi  fatal  kind. 
The  government  made  an  attempt  about  this  very  time  to 
extend  the  town  Inward  P^rrgord,  building  a  prefecture,  a 
naval  school,  and  barracks  along  the  hilkidc,  and  opening  up 
roads.  Rut  private  enterprise  had  been  beforehand  elsewhere. 
For  some  time  past  the  suburb  of  L'Houmcau  had  sprting  up, 
a  mushroom  growth  at  the  foot  of  the  crag  attd  along  the  river- 
side, where  the  direct  road  runs  from  P&ris  to  Bordeaux. 
Everybody  has  heard  of  the  great  paper-mills  of  AngouUme. 
establisbed  perforce  three  hundred  yean  ago  on  the  Charenie 
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and  iis  branch  streams,  where  (here  was  a  suRicIeni  fall  of 
water.  The  liirgcst  Suie  fACtoiy  of  marine  oriirijute  in  Ftance 
was  csial>liihed  at  Ruellc,  tome  six  miles  away.  CaiHets, 
wheelwrighUi  |>o«t-huuic»,  4ii(l  inns,  evecy  ag;ency  for  public 
conveyance,  every  iuduury  thai  lives  by  rvNKi  or  river,  were 
crowded  together  in  Lower  Angou!*me,  lo  avoid  the  difficulty 
of  the  ascent  of  the  hill.  Naturally,  too,  tanneries,  Uuridhcs, 
and  aJI  luclt  waierude  iradei  stood  within  reach  of  the  Oiar- 
ente ;  and  along  the  banks  of  the  river  lay  the  stores  of  braudy 
tnd  great  warehouses  full  of  the  waicr-bome  raw  material ;  alt 
the  carrying  trade  of  the  ChaicDtc,  in  short,  had  lined  t)i« 
quays  with  buildingv 

So  ttie  mliurb  of  L'EIoumeau  grew  Into  a  busy  and  pros- 
perous city,  a  second  Angoultnic,  rivaling  the  upper  town,  the 
residence  of  the  powers  Itut  be,  the  lords  spiritual  and  tcnv- 
poral  of  Angoiilime ;  though  L' Hounicau,  with  all  its  busi- 
Be»  and  increasing  greainctt,  was  still  a  mere  apixndage  of 
the  city  above.  The  noblesse  and  officialdom  dwelt  on  the 
crag,  trade  and  wealth  remained  below.  No  love  is  lost 
between  these  two  sections  of  the  community  all  the  vrorld 
over,  and  in  Angoultnie  it  would  have  been  hard  to  say  which 
of  the  two  camps  detested  the  other  the  more  cordially. 
Under  the  Empire  the  machinery  worked  fairly  smoothly,  but 
the  Restoration  wrought  both  sides  to  ilte  highest  pitch  of 
exasperation. 

Nearly  every  house  In  the  upper  town  of  AngouKme  b  in- 
habited by  noble,  or  at  any  rate  by  old  burgher,  families,  who 
lire  independently  on  their  incomes — a  sort  of  autochthoDOtu 
nation  who  suffer  no  aliens  to  come  among  them.  PuniUyj 
after  two  hundred  years  of  unbroken  residence,  and  it  may  be 
an  intcrmaniage  or  two  with  one  of  the  primordial  houses,  a 
family  fron^  some  neighl)OTiti);  district  may  be  adopted,  but  In 
the  eyes  of  the  aboriginal  race  they  are  still  new-comeraof 
yesterday. 

Prefects,  receivers-general,  and  vaiious  ndminislrationi  that 
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have  come  and  gone  during  the  last  forty  yon  have  tried  to 
tame  the  ancient  families  perched  alo^  like  waiy  ravens  on 
their  crag ;  the  said  families  were  always  willing  to  accept 
invitations  tu  dinners  and  dances;  but  a&  to  admitting  tbe 
strangers  to  their  owrn  houses  they  were  inexutablc.  Ready 
to  scoff  and  disparage,  jealous  and  niggardly,  nnarrying  only 
among  themselves,  the  families  formed  a  serried  phaluui  to 
keep  out  intruders  Of  modem  luxury  Ihcy  had  tio  notion; 
and  as  for  sending  a  boy  to  Paris,  it  was  sending  him,  tbc)' 
thought,  to  certain  ruin.  Such  sagacity  will  give  a  sufficienl 
idea  of  the  old-world  manners  and  customs  of  this  society, 
suffering  from  thick-headed  royalism,  infected  with  bigotry 
lather  than  zeal,  all  stagnating  together,  iiiotiunlcts  as  their 
town  founded  upon  [he  lock.  Vet  Angoulimc  enjoyed  a  great 
reputation  in  the  provinces  round  about  for  its  educational 
advantages  and  neighboring  lown^  sent  their  daughters  lo  its 
boarding 'Schools  ami  convents. 

It  is  easy  to  imagine  the  influence  of  the  class  sentiment 
which  held  Anguultme  aloof  from  L'Houmcau.  The  merchant 
claSKs  arc  rich,  the  nobUiSf  aie  usually  (xwr.  Each  side 
takes  its  revenge  in  scorn  of  the  other.  The  tradespeople  in 
Angoulfime  espouse  the  quarrel,  "  He  is  a  man  of  L'Hoq- 
meau !  "  ashopkceper  of  the  upper  town  will  tell  you.spetktng 
of  a  merchant  in  the  lower  suburb,  throwing  an  accent  into 
the  speech  which  no  words  can  describe.  Wlicn  the  Reilora- 
tion  deRned  the  position  of  the  French  Hoblent,  hotding  out 
ho|)es  to  them  which  could  only  be  lealiied  by  a  complete 
and  general  topsyturvydom  \  the  distance  between  Aogou- 
Wme  and  l.'Houmcau,  already  more  strongly  marked  than 
the  distance  bciween  the  hill  and  plain,  was  widened  yet  furiher. 
The  better  families,  all  devoted  as  one  man  to  the  govent- 
ment,  grew  more  exclusive  here  than  in  any  other  |ttrt  of 
France.  "The  roan  of  I.'Houmeau"  became  little  better 
than  a  pariah.  Hence  the  deep,  smothered  hatred  which 
broke  out  everywhere  wiih  such  ugly  unanimity  in  the  tosur- 
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KClion  or  1830  and  dcstroye<l  \\\<  elements  of  a  durable 
social  system  in  Fnncc.  As  the  overweening  baughtineu  of 
the  court  nobles  detached  the  provincial  noiltste  from  tl>e 
throne,  «o  did  these  la>i  alienate  (lie  fvurgtit'tie  from  ihe  royal 
cause  by  behavior  that  galled  their  vanity  in  every  ponible 
way. 

So  "  a  man  of  L'Houmeau,"  a  druggist's  son,  i»  Madame 
de  Bargeton's  hou!«  was  nothing  le»  than  a  little  revatiition. 
Who  was  responsible  for  it  ?  [^marline  and  Victor  Hago, 
Casimir  Df  lavigne  and  Canalis,  IWnnger  and  Chaiwubriand, 
Villemain  and  M.  Aignan,  Soumei  and  Ti»oi,  iCticnnc  and 
Davrigny,  Benjamin  Constant  and  Lamennais,  Cousin  and 
Michaud — alt  the  old  and  young  itliii.iriotis  names  in  literature 
in  short.  Liberals  and  Koy.i1t«t;.  alike  must  divide  (he  blame 
among  Ihem.  Ma<lame  dc  Bargeton  loved  ah  and  letters, 
eccentric  taste  on  her  part,  a  craze  deeply  deplored  in  Angon- 
Kme.  In  Jusike  to  the  lady  il  is  necetury  to  give  a  sketch 
of  Ihe  previous  history  of  a  woman  born  to  thine,  and  left 
by  unlucky  circumstances  in  the  shade,  a  woman  whose  influ- 
ence decided  Liicicn's  career. 

MoiKieur  de  Bargetnn  was  the  great-grandson  of  an  alder- 
man of  Bordeaux  named  Miranll,  ennobled  under  Louis  XllL 
foe  long  tenure  of  office.  His  son,  bearing  the  name  of 
Mirault  dp  Btrgcton,  t>ccame  an  officer  in  the  hoinelwld 
troops  of  I>niis  XIV.,  and  married  w  great  a  fortuiK  that  In 
the  reign  of  \jaixa  XV.  his  son  dropped  the  Mirault  and  wa* 
called  simply  Monsieur  de  Bargeton.  This  Monsieur  dc  Barge- 
ton,  Ihe  alderman's  gT.-iudson,  lived  up  (o  his  quality  so  stren- 
uously that  he  ran  through  tl>e  family  property  and  checked 
the  course  of  its  fortune^.  Two  of  his  brother*  indeed,  great- 
uncles  of  the  pTe«en(  B.irgeton,  went  into  bnsinets  again,  for 
which  reason  you  will  find  the  name  of  Mirauli  among  Bor- 
de:iux  merchants  to  this  day.  The  laivds  of  Bargeton.  U) 
Angoumois  in  the  baionyof  Rochefoucauld,  being  entailed, 
and  the  home  in  Angouttme,  called  the   H6tel    Bargeton. 
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likenriie,  lh«  grandson  of  Monsieur  de  BugetOD  the  Wuier, 
came  in  lor  these  herediianicnts;  though  tbe  jrvar  1789  de- 
prived him  or  all  scignorial  rights  suve  to  the  rents  paid  bjr 
his  teoants,  which  amounted  to  some  ten  thouand  francs  per 
annum.  If  his  grandsire  had  but  walked  in  the  wajraof  his 
illustrious  progenitors,  Bargcton  1.  and  Bargeton  11.,  Barge- 
ton  V.  (who  may  be  dubbed  Bargclon  the  Mute  by  way  of 
disiliiclion)  should  by  rights  have  been  bom  to  the  title  of 
Maiquis  of  Bargclon  ;  he  would  have  been  connected  with 
some  great  family  or  other,  and  in  due  time  he  had  been  a 
duke  and  a  peer  of  France,  like  many  another ;  whereas,  in 
i8oS>  he  thought  himself  uncommonly  lucky  when  he  married 
Mademoiselle  M.iria-Loui^-AnaTs  de  N^grepelisK,  the  daugh- 
ter of  a  noble  long  relegated  to  the  obscurity  of  his  manor- 
house,  scion  though  he  was  of  the  younger  branch  of  one  of 
the  oldest  families  in  the  south  of  France.  There  liad  been 
a  Nigtepelisse  among  the  hostages  of  St.  Louis.  The  head 
of  the  elder  branch,  however,  had  borne  the  illustrious  lume 
of  d'Espard  since  the  reign  of  Hcnti  Quatrc,  when  the  N*- 
grepelisse  of  that  day  married  an  heiress  of  the  d'Eftpatxl 
family.  As  for  Monsieur  de  Ncgrcjieliiwe,  the  younger  son  of 
a  younger  son,  he  lived  'i|>on  his  wife's  property,  a  small 
estate  in  the  neighborhood  of  Barbexieux,  Arming  the  land 
to  admiration,  selling  his  corn  In  the  market  himself  and  dis- 
tilling his  own  brandy,  laughing  at  those  who  ndicnicd  him, 
so  long  as  he  could  pile  up  silver  crowns,  and  D0«  and  again 
round  out  his  estate  with  another  bit  of  land. 

CircumslBnre^  unusual  enough  in  out-of-the-way  places  in 
the  country  had  inspired  Mme.  de  Bargeton  with  a  ta«e  for 
music  and  reading.  During  the  revolution  one  Abbi  NiolUnt. 
the  .AbW  Row's  bwi  pupil,  found  a  hiding-place  in  the  old 
manor-house  of  Rtcarbas,  and  brought  with  him  his  baggage 
of  musical  composition*.  The  old  country  gentleman's  hos- 
pitality was  handsomely  repaid,  for  the  abb<  undertook  his 
daughter's  education.     Anafs,  or  NaTs,  as  she  was  called,  musi 
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othenriMr  have  be«n  left  to  herself,  or,  iroree  slMI,  to  some 
coarse -tniniJed  tcrviini-maid.  The  abb^  was  not  only  a  mmi- 
ctan.  he  was  well  ;ind  widely  read,  and  knew  both  Italian  aud 
Cennan ;  so  Mlie.  dc  N^gre[>clisie  re<:eivcd  instruction  Jn 
those  tongues,  aj  wet)  aa  in  countctpoini.  He  explained  ilic 
grcM  nuiKier pieces  of  the  French,  OcrroaD.  and  Italian  liiera- 
tares,  and  deciphered  with  her  the  mime  of  the  great  com- 
{xacrs.  Finally,  at  time  hung  heavy  on  his  hands  in  the 
seclusion  enforced  by  political  storms,  he  Uught  his  jnipil 
l.itin  and  Greek  and  K>me  smatierings  of  natural  science.  A 
mother  might  have  modified  the  effeils  of  a  man's  education 
opoD  a  young  girl,  whose  independent  spirit  had  been  festered 
in  the  first  place  by  a  country  life.  The  Kbhk  Niollant,  an 
enthusiast  and  a  poet,  jxMseued  the  artistic  len)]>cramenl  in  a 
peculiarly  high  degree,  a  lempcnunent  compatible  with  many 
estimable  qualities,  but  prone  to  raise  iuelf  above  middte-iilass 
|)rejtidices  by  the  liberty  of  its  jadgmenK  and  breadth  of  view. 
In  society  an  intellect  of  this  order  wins  ]nrdon  for  its  l>utd- 
T>e»  by  its  depth  and  originnlily ;  Init  in  private  life  it  would 
)«e]n  to  do  positive  mischief,  by  suggesting  wanderings  from 
the  beaten  track.  The  abb^  was  by  no  means  wanting  in 
goodness  of  heart,  and  his  ideas  weie  therefore  the  more  con- 
tagions for  this  high.«ptriled  girl,  in  whom  they  were  confirmed 
by  a  lonely  life.  The  Abb6  Niollant's  pupil  learned  to  be 
fearlest  in  criticism  and  ready  in  judgroent ;  it  never  occurred 
lo  her  tutor  that  qualities  so  necessary  in  a  nun  are  disadvan- 
tages in  a  woman  destined  for  the  homely  life  of  a  houKwife. 
And  though  Ihe  abbi  constantly  impressed  it  upon  his  pupil 
that  it  behooved  tier  lo  be  the  nvore  modest  and  gracious  with 
the  extent  of  her  attainments.  Mile,  de  Nigrepelisxe  conceived 
an  excdlcnl  opinion  of  herself  and  a  robutt  contempt  for 
ordiiMiy  humanity.  All  those  about  her  were  her  inferiore, 
or  persons  who  hastened  to  do  her  bidding,  until  she  grew  to 
be  as  haughty  as  a  great  lady,  with  none  of  the  charming 
blandness  and  urbanity  of  a  great  lady.    The  instiucts  of 
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vanity  were  flattered  by  ihe  pride  that  <hc  poor  abM  took  tn 
his  ptipil,  the  pride  of  an  authur  who  sees  himself  ia  hi:i  woik, 
and  fur  her  misfortune  she  met  no  one  with  whom  she  could 
measure  herself.  .Isolation  is  one  of  the  (p^atest  c|rawlittck< 
of  a  country  life.  We  lose  the  habit  of  putting  oarsclvec  to 
any  inconvenience  for  the  sake  o(  others  when  there  is  no  one 
for  whom  to  make  the  trifling  sacrifices  of  personal  effort  K- 
<^uired  by  dms  and  manner.  And  everything  in  us  sharex  in 
the  change  for  the  worse ;  the  form  and  the  spirit  deteriorate 
together. 

With  no  social  intercourse  to  compel  self- repression,  Mile, 
de  Nigre pelisse's  bold  ideas  passed  into  her  manner  and  the 
expression  of  her  face.  There  was  a  cavalier  air  about  her.  a 
something  that  seems  at  first  original  but  only  suited  to  women 
of  adventurous  life.  So  thii  education,  and  the  conieqtient 
asperities  of  charncier,  which  would  have  been  softened  down 
in  a  higher  social  sphere,  coatd  only  serve  to  make  her  ridicu- 
lous at  Angoul^me  so  soon  as  her  adorers  should  cease  to 
worship  eccenirieiiies  that  chami  only  in  youth. 

A»  for  M.  de  Negrepelisse,  he  would  have  given  all  his 
daughter's  books  to  save  the  life  of  a  sick  bullock;  and  so 
miserly  was  he  that  he  wonld  not  have  given  her  two  farthings 
over  and  above  the  allowance  to  which  she  had  a  right,  even 
if  it  had  been  a  question  of  some  indispensable  trifle  for  her 
education. 

In  1801  Ihe  abb^  died,  before  Ihe  roarrisge  of  his  dear 
child,  a  marriage  which  he,  douhilerts,  would  never  have  ad- 
vised. The  old  father  found  hi*  danghcer  a  great  care  now 
that  the  abW  wa.%  gone.  The  high-spirited  girl,  with  nothing 
else  to  do,  was  sure  to  break  into  rebellion  a^tnsi  his  niggard* 
linest,  and  he  felt  quite  unequal  to  the  struggle.  Like  all 
yonng  women  who  leave  the  appointed  track  of  woman's  life, 
Nals  had  her  own  opinions  about  marriage,  and  h.^d  no  crest 
inclination  thereto.  She  shrank  from  submitting  herself,  body 
and  soni,  10  the  feeble,  undignified  specimens  of  mankind 


whom  she  had  chanced  to  meet.  She  wished  to  nile,  mar- 
TtAgc  meant  obedience;  and  between  obedience  to  coarae 
caprices  and  a  mind  without  indulgence  for  her  lasted,  and 
flight  with  a  lover  who  should  pleaic  her,  she  would  not  lure 
hesitated  for  a  moment. 

M.  de  N^ie|ie1iMe  maintiiine<l  sufficient  of  the  tradition  of 
binh  to  dread  a  mii-UUitH<t.  Like  many  another  parent,  Ik 
resolved  to  marry  his  daughter,  not  so  much  on  her  accotint 
aa  for  his  own  peace  of  mind.  A  noble  or  a  country  gentle* 
■nan  wai  the  man  for  liiin,  tomebody  not  too  clever,  inca|>able 
of  haj[gling  over  the  account  of  the  tru.tt  ;  xtupid  enough  and 
easy  enough  to  allow  Nafs  to  have  her  own  way,  and  disin- 
terested enough  to  lake  her  without  a  dowry.  But  wiiere  to 
look  for  a  son-in-law  to  suit  Tathcr  and  daughter  equally  well 
wa:i  the  problem.  Such  a  man  would  he  t)ie  |>lioBDia  of  wds* 
in-law. 

To  M.  dc  N^prcpelisse  pondering  over  the  eligible  bach- 
elors of  the  province  with  ihe>e  double  re<]uiremeni»  In  his 
mind,  M.  de  Bargeion  teemett  to  be  the  only  one  who  an- 
swered to  this  dcicripiion.  M.  de  Bargeton,  aged  forty,  con- 
siderably shattered  by  the  amorous  db&ipilions  of  his  youth, 
was  generally  held  to  be  a  man  of  remarkably  feeble  intellect, 
but  Ik  had  just  (he  exact  amount  of  coitimonKnte  required  for 
the  nunagemeni  of  his  fortune,  and  breeding  siiflit  lent  to  en- 
able him  to  avoid  blunders  or  blatant  follies  in  the  society  of 
Angouleroe.  In  the  bluntest  manner  M.  de  Ndgrepelisw 
{winled  out  the  negatirc  viriues  of  the  model  husband  de- 
signed for  his  daaghtcr,  and  made  her  see  the  way  to  ntanage 
hira  so  as  to  seaire  her  own  happiness.  So  Nais  marned  ihe 
bearer  of  arms,  two  hundred  years  old  already,  for  the  Bar. 
gcton's  arms  ate  blaioned  thus:  Ihe  firtt or,thrte  attirft  i^Ui: 
the  tuenJ,  fhree  ax's  heads  {at«sieii,  two  anJ  cut,  lahlt ;  tit 
Mr,/,  iarry  ef  tix,  aturt  and  ar^tnt,  in  tht  first,  six  sM/t  or, 
thret,  tW9,  and  ene  Pnnidcd  with  a  chaperon,  Nats  coald 
•leer  her  fortunes  as  sIk  chose  under  the  style  of  the  firm,  and 
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with  the  h«tp  of  such  connections  as  her  wit  sik]  bexuif 
would  obtain  for  her  in  Paris.  NaTs  was  enchanted  hy  the 
prospect  of  such  liberty.  M.  de  B.iigc;on  was  of  ihe  opinioa 
that  he  was  making  i  brilllani  mairijge,  for  he  expected  ilut 
in  no  long  lime  M.  dc  N^repeltsse  would  leave  him  (he 
cstatet  which  he  wat  rounding  out  so  lovingly ;  but  to  an  on- 
prejudiced  t{)ectator  it  certainly  seemed  as  though  the  dutjrof 
writing  the  bridi-giuoin's  epiuph  might  devolve  upon  his 
lathcr-in-law. 

By  Ibis  time  Mmc.  de  Bargeion  was  thirty-six  years  old  and 
hk-r  UusUind  fifty-eight.  The  disparity  in  age  was  the  toore 
startling  sirxc  M,  de  Bargeton  looked  like  a  man  of  seventy, 
whereas  his  wife  looked  si:arccty  half  her  age.  SIve  cotdd  still 
wear  ro<e-color  and  her  hair  hanging  loose  ujton  her  shoulders. 
Although  their  income  did  not  exceed  twelve  thoosa.td  francs, 
they  ranked  among  the  half-doien  largest  fortunes  in  ihc  old 
city,  merchants  and  officials  excepted  ;  for  M.  and  Mine,  de 
Bargelon  were  obliged  to  live  in  Angotildne  until  siKh  lime 
13  Mme.  de  Bargclon's  tnhctilance  should  fall  in  and  ihcy 
could  go  10  Paris.  Meanwhile  they  were  bound  to  be  atten- 
tive to  old  M.  de  N^grepelii^e  (who  kept  them  wailing  so 
long  that  his  son<in-Iuw  in  fact  predece.tsed  him),  and  NaV 
brilliant  intellectual  gift*,  and  the  wealth  that  lay  like  undis- 
covered ore  in  her  nature,  profited  her  nothing,  underwent  ihe 
transforming  operation  of  lime,  and  changed  to  alxtunlities. 
For  our  absuidilies  spring,  in  fact,  for  the  most  part,  from  the 
good  in  us,  from  some  faculty  or  qtinliiy  abnormally  devel- 
oped. Pride,  uiilcrnpercd  by  inicrcouric  with  the  great  world, 
becomes  Mill  and  starched  by  coiitat^t  with  petty  things ;  in  a 
loftier  moral  atmosphere  it  would  have  grown  to  noble  mag- 
nanimity. Enthusiasm,  that  virtue  within  a  virtue,  forming 
the  saint,  inspiring  the  devotion  hidden  from  all  eyes  and 
glowing  out  upon  the  world  in  verse,  turns  lo  exaggeration, 
with  the  trifles  of  a  narrow  existence  for  its  object.  Fw  away 
I   from  Ihe  centres  of  light  shed  by  great  minds,  where  the  air  b 
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for  i-vcry  trifle,  and  pubtfsbing  tier  cnrations  indisciiminaicly 
to  her  circle.  At  a  matter  of  fact,  when  sentuuioiu  ap{)cal  lo 
an  audience  of  otic,  it  is  better  to  keep  tticm  to  ourselves.  A 
sunset  cciiainly  is  a  glorious  jKKni ;  but  if  a  woman  dctcribca 
it,  ID  tiigh^iunding  wordi,  for  the  benefit  of  tDaiter-Jif-lact 
penple,  it  the  not  ridiculous  ?  There  aie  pleaauret  which  can 
only  be  felt  to  the  foil  wh«n  two  souls  tne«i,  poet  and  |x>et, 
bean  and  heart.  She  had  a  trick  of  using  high-sounding 
phrases,  interlarded  with  cuggeraied  expresions,  the  kind  of 
stuff  ingeniously  nicknamed  tarfines  by  the  French  journalist, 
who  farnitiiet  a  daily  supply  of  the  commodiiy  for  a  jniblic 
that  daily  i>erfonnt  the  difficult  feat  of  swallowing  it.  She 
squandered  Buperlalivcs  recklessly  in  her  talk,  and  tlic  smallest 
things  look  giant  proportions.  It  was  at  this  period  of  Iter 
career  that  she  began  to  ty|>c-izc,  individualize,  synihnite, 
dramatiae,  superioiiie,  anatyie,  ]>oeti2e,  angeliie,  iMologiw, 
tragedify,  prosify,  and  colocwify — one  must  violate  the  laws 
of  language  to  find  words  to  express  the  new-fangled  whim- 
sies in  which  even  women  here  and  there  indulge.  The 
heat  of  her  language  commanicated  itself  to  iIk  brain, 
attd  tl>e  dithyrambs  on  her  li|ia  were  s|x)ken  out  of  the 
abundance  of  her  heart.  She  palpitated,  swooned,  and  went 
into  ecstasies  over  anything  and  everything,  over  the  dero- 
tion  of  a  sister  of  charity  and  the  execution  of  the  brotl>ers 
I'atKhet,  over  M.  d'Arlincourt's  "Ipsilwt,"  Lewis*  "Ana- 


LOST  ULUSIOAS. 


conda,"  or  tht  cscjipc  of  l,a  Vallcttc,  or  ihc  presence  of  mind 
of  a  lady  friend  who  pul  burglars  to  fiiglil  by  imiuunj;  a 
man's  voice.  Everytbiiig  was  heroic,  exi»uKlitury,  xtnnge, 
wonderful,  and  divine.  She  wuuld  work  lienelf  into  a  state 
of  excitement,  indignation,  or  depression ;  »hc  soared  to 
heaven,  and  sank  again,  gazed  at  the  sky,  or  looked  to  «anh ; 
her  eyes  were  always  filling  with  tears.  She  wore  hcncif  out 
with  chronic  admiration,  and  wasted  her  strength  ou  ctirioas 
dislikes.  Her  mind  ran  on  the  Pasha  of  Janina ;  she  woukl 
have  liked  to  try  (onctiisions  with  him  in  hiii  «eraglio, and  had 
3  great  notion  of  being  xcwn  in  a  sack  anit  thrown  into  (he 
water.  She  envied  that  blue-stocking  of  the  desert,  LmJ/ 
Hester  Stanho]>e  ;  she  longed  to  be  a  sister  of  Stint  Camilla 
artd  tend  the  sick  and  die  of  yellow  fever  iu  a  hospital  at  Bar- 
celona; 'twas  a  high,  a  noble  dcMiny.  In  ihort,  site  thirtted 
for  any  draught  but  the  clear  spring  water  of  her  own  life, 
flowing  hidden  among  green  pastures.  She  adored  Byron  and 
Jcan-Jacqucs  Rousicau,  or  anybo<ly  el^  with  a  picturesque  or 
dramatic  career.  Her  lean  were  ready  to  flow  for  every  mi» 
fortune;  she  sang  p;eans  for  every  victory.  She  3ym|>ath>icd 
with  the  fallen  Napoleon,  and  with  Meheniet  .\li,  nuuacring 
the  foreign  usur|)ers  of  Egypt.  In  short,  any  kind  of  genitn 
was  accommodated  with  an  aureob,  and  she  wai  fully  per* 
suaded  that  gifted  immortals  lived  on  incense  and  light. 

A  good  many  people  looked  upon  her  as  a  harmless  lunatk, 
but  in  these  extravagances  of  hers  a  keener  observer  Hircly 
would  have  seen  the  broken  fragments  of  a  magnificent  edi6ce 
Ihat  had  cnnnlited  into  ruin  before  it  was  completed,  the 
■tones  of  a  heavenly  Jerusalem — love,  in  short,  wJtboat  a 
lover.     And  thi»  was,  indeed,  the  farl. 

The  story  of  the  first  eighteen  years  of  Mme.  dc  Bargeton's 
married  life  can  l>e  summed  up  in  a  few  wonls.  For  a  long 
while  the  lived  upon  herself  and  distant  hopes.  Then,  when 
she  began  to  see  thai  their  narrow  income  put  the  longed-for 
life  in  Paris  quite  out  of  the  question,  she  looked  about  Iter  ai 


losr  fiLusiojifs. 


45 


h 


the  people  with  whom  her  life  mutt  be  spent  and  shuddcicd 
ai  her  lonclinesa.  There  was  not  i  Bin|le  man  who  co«ld  in- 
spire the  madncu  to  which  women  are  prone  when  tt:«y 
despair  of  s  life  become  tUle  and  unprofitaMe  in  the  jwcMnt, 
and  with  no  outlook  for  the  future.  She  had  nothing  to  look 
for,  nothing  to  expect  from  chance — for  there  arc  lives  in 
which  chance  plaj^  no  part.  But  when  the  Empire  was  in  the 
full  noonday  of  glory,  and  Nipoleon  wu  sending  the  flower 
of  his  troops  to  the  Peninsula,  her  diupiMitited  lK>pcx  revived. 
Natural  cariosity  |>rompted  her  to  make  an  effort  lo  tee  tl» 
heroes  who  were  conquering  Europe  in  obedieuce  to  a  word 
from  the  Emperor  in  the  order  of  the  day ;  the  heroes  of  a 
modern  time  who  outdid  the  mythical  fcaisof  paUdinsof  old. 
The  cities  of  France,  however  avaricious  or  refractory,  miutl 
perforce  do  honor  to  the  Imperial  Guard,  and  mayors  and  | 
prefects  went  out  lo  meet  them  with  set  speeches  as  if  the 
conepierors  had  been  crowned  king%.  Mme.  de  Bargelon  went 
to  ■  riii»th  given  to  the  town  by  a  rrgimeot.  and  fell  in  tovc 
with  an  oflicer  of  good  family,  a  sub- lieu  tenant,  to  whom  the 
crafty  Napoleon  had  given  a  glimpM  of  the  blton  of  a  marshal 
of  France.  Love,  rewrained,  greater  and  nobler  than  ihe  ties] 
that  were  m.idc  and  unmade  to  easily  in  thnv  d.iy«.  wat  con-l 
tecratcd  coldly  by  the  hand*  of  death.  On  tlx-  hjttleficld  of  I 
Wagram  a  shell  i-hattcred  the  only  record  of  Mme.  de  Barge- 
ton't  yoang  lieaiiiy,  a  portait  worn  on  the  heart  of  the  Marquis 
of  Cantc-Croix.  For  long  afterward  she  we|)!  for  the  yotmg 
soldier,  the  colonel  in  his  serond  campaign,  for  the  heart  hot 
with  love  and  glory  that  set  a  letter  from  Na^a  above  imperial 
favor.  The  pain  of  those  days  cast  a  veil  of  sadness  over  her 
6ee,  a  shadow  that  only  vanished  at  the  terrible  age  when 
a  woman  fir«i  dit^orera  with  dismay  that  the  best  years  of 
her  life  are  over,  and  she  has  had  no  joy  of  them ;  witcn  she 
sees  her  roses  wlher,  and  the  longing  for  love  is  rcvivrd  i 
spin  with  the  desire  to  linger  yet  for  a  little  on  the  last  wnilca 
of  youth.     Her  nobler  qualities  dealt  so  many  wounds  lo  her 
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toul  at  the  moment  when  the  cold  of  the  provinces  scitcd 
HIHiij  her.  She  would  have  died  of  grief  like  the  cnnioe  if 
by  chance  she  had  been  siillied  by  contact  witli  those  inen 
whose  thoughts  were  bent  on  winning  a  few  sous  nightly  at 
caids  after  a  good  dinner ;  pride  saved  her  from  (he  Khabbjr 
love  intrigues  of  the  provinces.  A  woman  so  much  above  the 
level  of  those  about  her,  forced  lo  decide  beiwcen  ihe  empti- 
ness of  the  men  whom  she  meecs  and  the  empliness  of  her  own 
life,  can  but  make  the  one  choice ;  marriage  and  socictj 
became  a  cloister  for  Ana^.  She  lived  by  poetry  as  the  cai- 
melite  lives  by  religion.  All  the  famous  foreign  books  pub- 
lished in  France  for  the  first  time  between  1S15  and  tSai,  the 
great  e^aytsts,  M.  de  Bonald  and  M.  de  Maistre  (those  two 
eagles  of  thought) — all  the  lighter  French  literature,  in  short, 
that  appeared  during  that  sudden  outburst  of  first  vigorous 
growth  might  bring  delight  into  her  solitary  life,  but  not 
flexibility  of  mind  or  body.  She  stood  strong  and  straight 
like  some  forest  tree,  lightning-blasted  but  still  erect.  Her 
dignity  became  a  stilted  manner,  her  social  supremacy  led  her 
into  affectation  and  sentimental  over-refinements ;  she  queened 
It  with  her  foibles  after  the  usual  fashion  of  those  who  allow 
their  courtiers  to  adore  them. 

This  was  Mme.  dc  Batgcion's  post  life,  a  dreary  chronicle 
which  must  be  given  if  Lucien's  position  with  regard  lo  the 
Udy  is  to  be  comprehensible,  Lucien's  introduciion  cum 
about  oddly  enough,  In  the  previous  winter  a  ncw-cooer 
had  brought  some  interest  into  Mme.  de  Bargeton's  roonoto- 
noiM  life.  The  place  of  comptroller  of  excise  fell  vacant,  and 
M.  de  Baranic  appointed  a  man  whose  adventurous  life  was  a 
suHicietit  passjion  to  the  house  of  the  sovereign  lady  who  had 
her  share  of  feminine  curiosity. 

M.  du  ChAtelet— he  began  life  as  plain  Sixte  Ch&ielei,  bat 
since  1806  had  the  wit  to  adopt  the  particle — M.  du  Chitelet 
was  one  of  the  agreeable  yuung  men  who  escaped  conscriptioa 
after  consctiiition  by  keeping  very  close  to  the  Imperial  sod. 
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He  had  begun  hit  career  as  private  secretary  to  an  imperial 
bighoets,  a  po&t  for  which  he  possessed  every  (lualificaiion. 
Personable  and  of  a  good  figure,  a  clever  billiard-player,  a  past- 
able  awaicur  actor,  he  danced  well,  and  excelled  in  most 
physical  exercises;  he  could,  moreover,  sing  a  ballad  and  ap- 
plaud a  witticism.  Supple,  envious,  never  at  a  lo»,  there  was 
nothing  that  he  did  not  know — nothing  that  he  really  knew. 
He  knew  nothing,  for  instance,  of  mmic,  but  he  could  sit  down 
to  the  piano  and  accompany,  after  a  fashion,  a  woman  who 
consented  after  much  piesstng  to  sing  a  ballad  learned  by  heart 
in  a  raonth  of  hard  practice.  Incapable  though  he  was  of  any 
feeling  for  poetry,  he  would  boMly  ask  permission  to  retire 
for  ten  minutes  to  compose  an  impromptu,  and  return  with  a 
quatrain.  Sat  as  a  pancake,  wherein  rhyme  did  duty  for  reason. 
M.  du  Chitelet  had  beside  a  very  pretty  talent  for  filling  in 
(he  ground  of  the  Princets'  worsted  work  after  the  flowers 
had  been  begun ;  he  held  her  skeins  of  silk  with  Infinite  grace, 
entertaining  her  with  dubious  nothings  more  or  less  Irans- 
pdienily  veiled.  He  was  ignorant  of  painting,  but  he  could 
copy  a  Undsca|>e,  sketch  a  head  in  profile,  or  design  a  cos- 
tniae  and  color  it.  He  had,  in  short,  all  the  little  talents 
that  a  nun  could  turn  to  such  tnefitl  account  in  times  when 
women  exercised  more  influence  in  public  life  than  most 
people  imagine.  Diplomacy  he  claimed  to  be  his  strong 
point;  it  usually  is  with  those  wlio  have  no  knowledge  and 
are  profound  by  reason  of  tlicir  emptiness;  and,  indeed,  Ibis 
kind  of  skill  jiossesses  one  signal  advantage,  for  it  can  only 
be  displayed  in  the  conduct  of  the  affairs  of  the  great,  and, 
when  disciclion  is  the  quality  required,  a  man  who  kn<»ws 
nothing  can  safely  say  nothing,  and  take  lefuge  in  a  mysteri- 
ous shake  of  the  head ;  in  fact,  the  cleverest  practitioner  is  he 
who  can  swim  willi  the  current  and  keep  his  head  well  above 
the  stream  of  erentt  which  he  appears  to  control,  a  man's  At- 
ncu  for  this  business  varying  inversely  as  his  specific  gravity. 
Bui  in  ihia  particular  an  or  craft,  as  in  all  oihets,  you  will  find 
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n  ihoiittnd  mediocriti«  for  one  man  of  genius;  and,  in  fpite 
of  Chaielci's  services,  ordinary  and  extraoTdinaiy,  her  imperial 
highness  could  not  procure  a  scat  in  the  Privy  Council  for  l»et 
private  secretary  ;  not  that  lie  would  not  have  made  a  dclighl- 
(ul  master  of  requests,  like  many  another,  bui  the  Priiicot  w» 
of  the  opinion  that  her  secretary  was  better  ])laced  with  ber 
ihati  anywhere  else  in  the  world.  He  wa«  tn.ndc  a  Baron, 
however,  and  went  lo  Casse)  as  ein'oy-cxtiaordinary,  no  empty 
form  of  words,  for  he  cut  a  very  extraordinary  ligurc  there — 
Napoleon  used  hira  as  a  diplomatic  courier  in  the  thick  of  a 
European  crisis.  Just  as  he  iiad  been  promised  the  ]>ost  of 
minister  to  Jerome  in  Westphalia,  the  Empire  fell  lo  piecn; 
and  balked  of  his  amttuiade  dt  familt,  as  he  railed  it,  he 
went  off  in  despair  lo  Egypt  with  General  de  Montrivcaa. 
A  strange  chapter  of  accidents  separated  him  from  his  travel- 
ing com|iaiiion.  and  for  two  long  years  Sixie  du  Cn&tclet  led 
a  wandering  life  among  the  Arab  tribes  of  the  desert,  who 
sold  and  resold  their  captive — his  talents  belnj  not  of  the 
ilighicst  use  to  the  nomad  tribes.  At  length,  about  the  lime 
that  Montriveau  reached  Tangier,  Chitelet  foiind  himself  in 
the  territory  of  (he  Imam  of  Muscat,  had  the  luck  to  find  an 
English  vcs&c!  just  about  lo  set  sail,  and  so  came  hack  to  Paris 
a  year  sooner  than  his  sometime  companion.  Once  in  Paris, 
his  recent  misfortunes  and  certain  connections  of  long  stand- 
ing, together  with  services  rendered  to  great  persons  now  in 
power,  recommended  him  to  the  president  of  the  Council, 
who  put  him  in  M.  dc  Barante's  department  until  such  time 
as  a  comptrollership  should  fall  vacant.  So  the  |>arl  ihaiJi, 
du  Chtlelet  once  had  played  in  the  history  of  an  imperial 
princcsB,  Tiis  reputation  for  success  with  women,  the  strange 
story  of  his  travels  and  suSerings,  all  awakened  the  inleiest 
of  the  ladies  of  Angoulfime. 

M.  Ic  Baron  Sixic  du  ChAtclet  informed  himtelf  as  lo  the 
manners  and  customs  of  the  upper  town,  and  look  his  rue 
accordingly.     He  apixarcd  on  the  scene  as  a  jaded  man  of 
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the  wofld,  broken  in  health  and  weary  in  spirit.  He  would 
nac  his  h^nd  lo  hii  forehead  at  all  xeaaons,  as  if  pain  never 
gave  hini  a  nwoKni's  resi>ile,  a  liabil  thai  recalled  h»  travels 
and  nude  him  inlercsiing.  He  was  on  visiting  terms  with 
Ihe  authorities^  I  he  general  in  command,  the  prcrccl,  ihc 
receiver-general,  and  the  bishop;  but  in  ever?  house  he 
was  frigid,  polite,  aiid  slightly  supercilious,  like  a  man  otit  of 
his  proper  pbce  awaiting  the  £ivors  of  power.  Hb  social 
talents  l)e  left  to  conjecture,  nor  did  they  lose  anything  in 
repatation  on  that  account ;  then  when  people  began  to  talk 
about  him  and  wish  to  know  him,  and  curiosity  was  stilt  lively; 
wl>cii  be  had  reconnoitred  ihc  n>cn  and  found  ihcm  nanght, 
and  studied  the  wotnen  with  the  eyes  of  eaperieivce  lu  the 
cathedral  for  several  Sundays,  he  saw  that  Mme.  de  Bargeton 
was  the  pcrieon  with  whom  it  wouUI  be  best  to  be  on  intimate 
termi.  MuMr,  he  thought,  should  open  the  doors  of  a  home 
where  strangers  were  never  received.  Surreptitiously  be  pro- 
cured one  iii  Miroir':i  masHes.  Inrned  it  upon  the  piano;  and 
oite  line  Sunday  when  all  Angoulhne  went  lo  the  cathedral,  he 
plaj-cd  the  organ,  sent  those  wtio  knew  no  better  into  ecsnsiea 
over  (be  pctfornMnce.  and  slimubled  the  interest  felt  in  him  by 
allowing  his  name  lo  slip  out  ilirough  Ihc  attendants.  As  Iw 
came  out  after  mass,  Mme-  dc  Bargeton  complimented  hira, 
regretting  that  she  had  had  no  opportunity  of  playing  duets 
with  such  a  musician  ;  and  naturally,  during  an  interview  of 
her  own  seeking,  he  received  the  inssport,  which  he  could  not 
have  obtained  if  he  had  asked  for  it. 

So  the  adroit  Baron  w.-is  admitted  lo  Ihe  circle  of  the  queen 
of  Arigoulime,  and  pai<t  her  marked  aitcntion.  The  elderly 
beau— Im:  was  forij-five  years  old — saw  thul  all  her  youth  lay 
dormant  and  ready  to  revive,  saw  treasures  lo  be  turned  to 
accotint,  and  possibly  a  rich  widow  to  wed,  lo  say  nothing 
of  expectations;  it  would  he  a  martisKe  .into  the  family  of 
N^repetisse,  and  for  him  lhi$  meant  a  family  connection  with 
Ihc  Marquise  d'Espard  and  a  political  career  in  Paris.     Here 
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was  a  fair  tree  to  cultivate  in  .ipite  of  the  ill*omened,  nnsighlljr 
mistletoe  that  gtew  ibick  upon  it ;  he  would  hang  bis  fortunes 
upon  it,  and  prune  it,  and  wail  till  he  could  gather  its  golden 
fruit. 

High-born  Angouieine  shrieked  against  the  intTX>ductton  of 
a  Giaour  into  the  sanctuary,  fur  Mtiic.  dc  Bargelon's  salon 
was  a  kind  of  holy  of  holies  in  a  society  that  kepi  itself  un- 
spotted fix>m  the  world.  The  only  outsider  intimate  there 
was  the  bishop  ;  the  prefect  was  admiiied  twice  or  thrice  in 
the  year,  the  receiver-general  was  never  received  at  all ;  Mine, 
de  Bargeton  would  go  to  concerts  and  "at  homes"  at  hi* 
house,  but  she  never  accepted  invitations  to  dinner.  And 
DOW  she,  who  had  declined  to  open  her  doors  to  the  receiver- 
general,  welcomed  a  mere  comptroller  of  excise  !  Here  was  a 
novel  order  of  precedence  for  snubbed  authority ;  such  a  thing 
it  had  never  entered  their  minds  to  conceive. 

Those  who  by  dint  of  mental  effort  can  underhand  a  kind 
of  pettiness  which,  for  that  matter,  can  be  found  on  any  and 
every  social  level,  will  realiie  the  awe  with  which  the  bamr- 
gemsit  of  AngoulCme  regarded  the  H6tel  de  Bargeton.  The 
inhabitant  of  L'Houtneau  beheld  the  grandeur  of  thai  minia* 
ture  Louvre,  the  glory  of  the  Angoumoisin  HAtel  de  Rambouil- 
let,  shining  at  a  solar  distance ;  and  yet  within  it  there  wxt 
gathered  together  all  the  direst  intellectual  poverty,  all  the 
decayed  gentility  from  twenty  leagues  round  about. 

Political  opinion  expanded  ittelf  in  wordy  commonpUces 
vociferated  with  emph.isis ;  the  '■  Quotidienne"  waa  com- 
paratively Laodicean  in  its  loyalty,  and  \jo\th  XVIIL  a  Jaco- 
bin. The  women,  for  the  most  part,  were  awkward,  silly, 
insipid,  and  ill-dressed  ;  there  was  always  something  amiaa 
that  spoiled  the  whole  ;  nothing  in  them  was  complete,  toilet 
or  talk,  flesh  or  spirit.  But  for  his  de«gns  on  Mme.  de  Barge- 
ion,  Ch&telet  i:oul4  not  have  endured  the  sociely.  AihI  yet 
the  manners  and  «pirit  of  caste,  the  something  that  tells  of 
birth,  the  proud  spirit  of  the  noble  in  his  ruined  manor-houaej 
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the  knowledge  of  the  traditions  of  good  breeding — ihoe  things  i 
covered  a  multiiude  of  deficiencies.     Nobility  of  feeling  wail 
far   more  ml  here  than  in  the  lolly  world  of  I>>rit.     Yoii| 
might  compare  the*e  countrjr  Royilist»,  if  the  metaphor  imtjr 
be  allowed,  to  old-fashioned  xilver-platc,  antiquated  and  tarn- 
niihed,  but  weighty ;  their  aiiachmcni  to  the  House  of  BL>ur- 
bon  as  the  House  of  Bourbon  did  them  honor.     The  very 
fixity  of  their  political  opinions  was  a  sort  of  falthfulnns. 
Tlie  distance  that  tliey  set  between  themselves  and  the  ^wr- 
gfpisie,  their  very  exclusiveness,  gave  them  a  certain  elevation, 
and  enhanced  their  value.     Each  noble  represented  a  certain 
price  for  the  townsmen,  as  Bambata  negroes,  wc  are  toldr 
attach  a  money  value  to  cowrie  shells. 

Some  of  the  women,  Aaiteied  by  M.  du  Cliltelet,  discerned 
in  him  the  superior  qualities  lacking  in  the  men  of  their  own 
set,  and  the  insurrection  of  self-love  was  pacified.  These 
ladies  all  hoped  to  succeed  to  the  imperial  highness.  Purists 
were  of  (he  opinion  rhat  yoa  might  see  the  intruder  in  Mme. 
de  Bargeton's  bouse,  but  not  eUcwIwrc.  Du  Chfttelet  was 
bin  (o  put  up  with  a  good  deal  of  insolence,  but  he  held  hb 
ground  by  cultivating  the  clergy.  He  encouraged  the  queen 
of  Angouleme  in  foibles  bred  of  the  soil ;  he  beoughi  her  all 
the  newest  books ;  he  read  aloud  the  poetry  that  ajipearcd. 
Together  they  went  into  ecstasies  over  these  poets,  she  in  all 
sincerity,  he  with  suppressed  yawns ;  but  he  bore  wiih  the 
Romantics  with  t  patience  hardly  to  be  expected  of  a  nun  of 
the  Imperial  school,  who  scarcely  could  make  out  what  tive 
young  wriierv  meant.  Not  to  Mme.  de  Bargeton  ;  she  waxed 
eoihusiaslic  over  the  renaissance,  due  to  the  return  of  the 
Bourbon  lilies;  she  loved  M.  de  Chateaubriand  for  calling 
Victor  Hugo  "a  sublime  child."  It  depressed  her  that  slw 
could  only  know  genius  from  afar,  she  sighed  for  Paris,  where 
great  men  live.  For  these  reason*  M.  du  ChAtclct  thought  he 
had  done  a  wonderfully  clever  thing  when  he  told  the  lady 
that  there,  at  that  moment,  in  AngooKme  there  was  "  another 
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sublime  child,"  a  young  poet,  a  rising  star  whose  islory  nir- 
paiocd  the  whole  Parisian  galaxy,  though  h«  knew  it  no4.  A 
great  man  of  the  future  had  beeu  born  in  L'HomneBii  I  The 
headmaster  of  the  Hchool  had  shown  the  Baton  vxat  adinirabk 
verses.  The  poor  and  humbie  lad  was  a  Kcond  Chatierton. 
with  none  of  the  political  baseness  and  ferocious  hatred  of  tlie 
great  ones  of  earth  that  led  his  Englisli  prototype  to  torn 
paiuphlctccT  and  revile  his  benefactors.  Mme.  de  Bargcton 
in  her  httle  circle  of  five  ur  six  (lersons,  who  wctc  wppOMd 
to  share  her  tastes  for  ait  and  letters,  because  this  one  scraped 
a  fiddle,  and  that  splashed  sheets  of  white  paper,  mort  or  leu, 
with  sepia,  and  the  other  was  presideri  of  a  local  agricultural 
society,  or  was  gifted  with  a  hast  voice  that  rendered  StfiaU 
M  corps  like  a  war  whix>p— Mme.  dc  Bargeton  itmid  these 
grotesque  figures  was  like  a  famislied  actor  set  down  lo  a 
stage  dinner  of  pasteboard.  No  words,  therefore,  can  de- 
scribe her  joy  at  these  tidings.  She  must  see  this  poet,  this 
angel  I  She  raved  about  him,  went  into  raptures,  talked  of 
him  for  whole  hoiire  together.  Before  two  days  were  out  the 
sometime  diplomatic  courier  had  negotiated  (ihroagli  the  high* 
school  headmaster)  for  Lucien's  appearance  in  the  Hfitel  de 
Bargeton. 

Poor  helots  of  the  provinces,  for  whom  the  distances  be- 
■  tween  class  and  claw  arc  so  far  greater  than  for  the  Parisian 
(for  whom,  indeed,  these  distances  visibly  les^nday  by  day); 
KMila  so  grievously  oppressed  by  the  social  barriers  behind 
which  all  sorts  and  conditions  of  men  sit  crying  Rata!  with 
mutual  anathemas — you,  and  you  alone,  will  fully  comprehend 
the  ferment  in  Lucien's  heart  and  brain,  when  his  awe-in(|Hr- 
ing  headmaster  (old  him  that  the  great  gates  of  the  Hdtet  de 
Bargeton  would  shortly  open  and  turn  upon  their  hinges  at 
his  fame!  I.ucien  and  David,  walking  together  of  an  even- 
ing in  the  Promenade  de  Pcaulieu,  had  looked  up  at  the 
house  with  the  old-fashioned  gables,  and  wondered  wheilKr 
ihcir  names  would  ever  so  much  as  reach  ears  inexorably  deaf 
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to  Icoowledgc  that  came  rrora  a  lowly  origin ;  &iid  now  ba 
(Lucicn)  ms  to  be  made  welcome  there ! 

No  one  except  \iw  sbtcr  wu  in  ihc  secret.  Eve,  like  lb* 
thrifljr  housekeeper  and  divine  magician  that  the  w;u,  cod* 
jured  Dp  a  few  louis  d'or  from  her  savings  to  buy  thin  shoes 
for  Lwcien  of  the  best  shoemaker  in  AngoulciDC,  and  an  en- 
tirely new  suit  of  clotlies  from  the  moat  renowned  tailor. 
Slie  mack  a  frill  fur  hi«  be»i  shirt,  and  woalied  awl  pleated  it 
with  her  owti  handv  And  how  pleated  the  wat  to  *ce  him  to 
dressed  t  How  proud  she  felt  of  her  brother,  and  what  qiMo- 
tiliec  of  advice  she  gave  him  I  Her  intuition  foresaw  couDtktt 
foolish  fears.  Luctcn  had  a  habit  of  mting  his  elbowa  on 
the  table  wl>en  he  was  deep  in  thought ;  he  would  even  go  so 
far  a«  to  draw  a  table  nearer  to  lean  upon  it ;  Eve  told  htm 
that  he  mmt  not  forget  himself  so  far  in  tl>ot«  aristocratic  pre> 
cine  IS. 

She  went  with  him  as  lar  as  St.  Peter's  Gate,  and  when 
they  were  almost  opposite  the  cathedral  she  stopped,  and 
watched  him  pass  down  the  Rue  de  Bcaulicu  to  the  pron>e> 
nade,  where  M.  du  Chitclet  was  wailing  for  him.  And  after 
he  was  out  of  sight  she  still  stood  there,  poor  girl  1  in  % 
great  tremor  of  emotion,  as  though  some  great  thing  had 
happened  to  them.  Lticien  in  Mme.  de  B-orgcton's  house! 
— for  Eve  it  meant  the  dawn  of  success.  The  innocent  crea- 
ture did  not  suspect  that  where  ambition  begins  ingenaooa 
feeling  ends. 

Bxiemals  in  the  Rue  dii  Minage  gave  Ijucien  no  sense  of 
surprise.  This  palace,  that  loomed  so  Urge  in  his  imagina- 
tion, WIS  a  bouse  built  of  a  soft  sionc  of  the  country,  mellowed 
bjr  time.  It  looked  dismal  enough  from  the  urcct,  axtd  inside 
h  was  extremely  plain ;  there  was  the  usual  provincial  court- 
janl — chilly,  prim,  and  neat ;  and  the  house  itself  was  sober, 
almost  convent-like,  but  in  good  repair. 

Lucien  went  up  the  old  staircase  with  the  balustrade  of 
chestnut-wood  (,tbe  stone  steps  ceased  after  the  teoond  floor), 
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crossed  a,  sb&bby  aniectuiinber,  and  came  into  ilie  pmence  Is 
a  little  wainscoted  drawing 'room,  beyond  a  dimlj  lit  salon. 
The  carved  wooilwork,  in  the  taste  o(  the  eighteenth  century, 
had  been  painted  gray>  There  were  monochiocne  paiatiitgi 
on  the  frieze  panels,  and  the  walls  were  adorned  with  crimsoa 
damask  with  a  meagre  border.  The  old-fashioned  fumitnrt 
shrank  piteously  from  sight  under  covers  of  a  red -and -white 
check  pattern.  On  a  sofa,  covered  with  thin  maitressed 
cushions,  fM  Mme.  de  Bargelon  ;  the  poet  beheld  her  bjr  the 
light  of  two  wax  candles  on  a  sconce  with  a  screen  fitted  lo  it 
that  stood  before  her  on  a  round  ublc  with  an  erobrcMdeTed 
green  cloth. 

The  <)ueen  did  not  attempt  to  rise,  but  she  twisted  very 
gracefully  on  her  seat,  smiling  on  the  poet,  who  was  not  a 
little  fluttered  by  the  serpentine  quiverings;  her  manner  was 
distinguished,  be  thought'  For  Mme.  de  Bargelon,  &he  was 
impressed  with  Lucien's  extreme  beauty,  with  his  diffidence, 
with  everything  about  him ;  for  her  the  poet  already  was 
poetry  incarnate.  Lucien  scrutinized  his  hostess  with  discreet 
side-glances ;  she  disap|x>inted  none  of  his  expectations  of  a 
great  lady. 

Mme.  de  Bargeton,  following  a  new  fashion,  wore  a  coif  of 
slashed  black  velvet,  a  head-dress  that  recalls  memories  of 
mcdixv^il  legend  to  a  young  imagination,  to  amplify,  as  it 
were,  the  dignity  of  wotnanhood.  Her  red-gold  hair,  escaping 
from  unilcr  her  cap,  hung  loose;  bright  golden  color  in  the 
light,  rett  in  the  rounded  shadow  of  the  curls  that  only  par> 
tially  hid  her  neck.  Beneath  a  roaisivc,  white  brow,  clean  cut 
and  strongly  outlined,  shone  a  pair  of  bright  gray  eyes  encir. 
clcd  by  a  margin  of  mother-of-pearl,  two  blue  veins  on  eitlier 
side  of  the  nose  bringing  out  the  whitenesi  of  that  delicate 
setting.  The  Bourbon  curve  of  the  nose  added  to  the  ardent 
exprcision  of  an  oval  face  ;  it  was  as  if  the  royal  temper  of  Ibe 
House  of  Cond6  shone  conspicuous  in  this  feature.  The  carc- 
leM  cross-folds  of  the  bodice  left  a  white  throat  bare  and  half 
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revealed  the  outlines  of  a  stilt  youthful  figure  aMl  nhapely, 
veil -placed  contours  beneath. 

With  fingers  tapering  and  well-kept,  though  «onewhat  too 
thin,  Mine,  de  Bargeton  amiably  pointed  to  a  «eat  by  her 
side,  M.  du  ChAtelet  ensconced  himself  in  an  easy-chair,  and 
Locien  then  became  aware  that  there  was  uo  one  else  in  the 
room. 

Mme.  de  Bargeton 's  words  intoxicated  the  young  poet  from, 
L'Houmeau.  For  Lucien  th<»e  three  hours  sj>eni  in  heil 
presence  went  by  like  a  dream  that  we  would  U\n  luve  laAl 
for  ever.  She  was  not  thin,  he  thought ;  she  was  slender^  hi/ 
love  with  love,  and  toverlcfs ;  and  delicite  in  spite  of  Kei 
strength.  Her  foibles,  exaggerated  by  her  manner,  took  his 
bucy;  for  youth  sets  out  with  a  tuve  of  hyperbole,  that  in- 
firmity of  noble  souls.  He  did  noi  so  mudi  as  see  that  her 
cheeki  were  faded,  that  the  patchcsof  color  un  the  cheek-bone 
were  &ded  and  hardened  to  a  Inkk-red  by  lisiles  days  and  a 
certain  amount  of  ailing  health.  Hit  imagination  fastened  at 
once  on  the  glowing  eyes,  on  the  dainty  curl  rippling  with 
light,  on  the  dauling  fairness  of  her  &kin,  and  hovered  about 
tlvose  bright  points  as  the  moth  hovers  about  the  candle-flame. 
For  her  spirit  made  such  appeal  to  his  that  he  could  no  longer 
see  the  woman  *t  she  wat..  Her  feminine  exaltation  Ivsd  car* 
ricd  him  away,  the  energy  of  her  expressions,  a  little  staled 
in  truth  by  pretty  hard  and  constant  wear,  but  new  to  Ijucien, 
fascinated  him  so  moch  the  more  easily  because  he  was  deier- 
mined  to  be  pleased.  He  had  brought  none  of  hisown  venes 
lo  read,  but  nothing  was  said  of  them  ;  he  had  purposely  left 
them  behind  because  he  meant  to  return  ;  and  Mme.  de  Baige- 
ton  did  not  ask  for  ihcm,  because  she  meant  that  he  shouM 
come  bock  some  future  day  to  read  them  to  her.  Was  not 
this  a  beginning  of  an  understanding? 

As  for  M.  Sixie  da  ChStelet,  he  was  not  over  well  pleased 
with  all  this.  He  perceived  rather  too  late  in  the  day  ihit  he 
had  a  rival  in  this  handsome  young  fellow.     He  went  with 
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him  as  far  as  ibe  Gnt  Sight  of  itepB  below  Beaulim  to  I17  the 
effect  of  a  Utile  diplonucf ;  xaA  Locien  was  not  a  Itttle  aaton- 
bhed  when  be  beud  the  comptrolleT  of  excise  plutuing  bitu- 
kIT  on  having  effected  the  introdudiOD,  and  |>roceediiig  in 
this  chaiacter  to  gii-c  bim  (Lucien)  the  benefit  of  hit  advice 

"  Heaven  send  that  Lucicn  might  meet  with  better  treat- 
ment than  he  had  done,"  such  was  the  nutter  of  M.  du 
Chftielei's  discourae.  "  The  court  was  less  insolent  than  this 
pack  of  dolts  in  AngoulCiue.  You  were  expected  to  eiuliiTe 
deadly  innlts;  ihesaperciliotKnessyoa  had  10  put  op  with  was 
something  abominable.  If  this  kindoffolkdid  not  altertheir 
behavior,  there  would  be  another  revolution  of  '89,  As  for 
hiiDKlf,  if  he  continued  to  go  to  the  hoese,  it  was  because  he 
found  MnK.  de  Baigcton  10  his  taste ;  she  was  the  only  woman 
worth  troubling  about  in  Angoaleme ;  he  had  been  paying 
court  to  her  for  want  of  anything  better  to  do,  and  now  he 
was  desperately  in  love  with  her.  She  would  be  his  before 
very  long,  she  loved  him,  everything  pointed  that  way.  The 
conquest  of  this  hau;;hty  (lueeu  of  the  society  would  be  his 
one  revenge  on  the  whole  houieful  of  booby  dodpates." 

Cbttelet  talked  of  his  passion  in  the  tone  of  a  man  who 
would  have  a  rival's  life  if  he  rrowed  his  path.  The  elderly 
butterfly  of  the  Empire  came  down  with  his  whole  weight  on 
the  jxior  poet,  and  tried  lo  frighten  and  crush  him  by  his  self- 
importance.  He  grew  the  taller  as  he  j;av«  an  embellished  ic. 
count  of  his  perilous  wanderings;  but  white  he  impressed  the 
poet's  imagination,  the  lover  was  by  no  means  afraid  of  him. 

In  spile  of  the  elderly  coxcomb,  and  regardless  of  his 
threats  and  airs  of  a  iourgtas  htavo,  Lucien  went  back  again 
and  again  to  the  house — not  too  often  at  fini,  as  became  a 
man  of  l.'Honmeati;  hut  before  very  long  he  grew  accui- 
tomcd  10  the  vast  condescension,  at  it  had  seemed  to  him  at 
the  outset,  and  came  more  and  more  frequently.  The  dr^ig- 
gist'i  son  was  a  completely  insignificanl  bring.  If  any  of  the 
noiUssi,  men  or  women,  calling  upon  NaTs,  found  Lucien  in 


the  roofD,  Ihcy  met  him  with  itie  overwhrlming  grariouMiox 
tint  ircU-bred  people  use  toward  ihcir  inferiors.  Lucicn 
thought  ihetn  very  kind  Tor  a  time,  btit  later  found  out  the 
real  reaion  for  ihetr  specwits  amiability.  It  was  not  long 
before  he  detected  a  patronizing  tone  that  stirred  hi»  gall  and 
confirmed  him  in  his  bittei  republicanism,  a  ]>h3<e  of  opinion 
throqgh  which  many  a  would-be  ]Utrician  pattes  by  way  of 
prelude  to  his  inlrodnciion  to  ]>olite  tocieXy.  ( 

But  was  there  anyibing  that  lie  would  not  havcendorcd  for 
Na'is? — for  so  he  heard  her  named  by  the  clan.  Like  Sjianish 
gramleet  and  the  old  Austrian  nobility  at  Vienns,  these  folk, 
men  and  women  alike,  called  each  other  by  their  Christian 
names,  a  final  shade  of  distioclion  in  the  inmoit  ring  of  A»- 
goamoisiii  aristocracy. 

Lucien  loved  NaTs  as  a  young  man  loves  the  first  woman 
who  Hatters  him,  for  Nais  prophesied  great  things  and  Itouod- 
tess  fame  for  LtKien.  She  used  all  her  skill  to  secttre  her  hold 
nponthe  poet;  not  merely  did  she  exalt  him  beyond  measure, 
but  dtc  reprewntcd  him  to  him^lf  k  a  child  without  fortune 
whom  she  meant  to  start  in  life  ;  site  treated  him  like  a  childf 
to  keep  him  near  her ;  she  made  him  her  reader,  her  secre- 
tary, and  cared  more  for  him  than  she  would  have  thought 
poniUe  alter  the  dceadful  calamity  thai  had  befallen  her. 

She  was  very  cruel  to  herself  in  those  days,  telling  herself 
that  it  would  be  folly  to  lore  a  young  man  of  twenty,  so  far 
apart  from  her  socially  in  the  first  place;  and  her  behavior 
to  him  was  a  bewildering  mixture  of  familiarity  and  capriciom 
fits  of  pride  arising  from  her  fears  and  scruples.  She  was 
sometimes  a  lofty  patroness,  sometimes  »he  was  tender  and 
flattered  him.  At  first,  while  he  was  overavred  by  her  tank, 
LtKien  experienced  the  extremes  of  dread,  hope,  and  desjnir, 
the  torture  of  a  first  love,  that  is  beaten  deep  into  the  heart 
with  hammer-"; I rokes  of  alternate  bliss  and  anguish.  For  two 
months  Mme.  dc  Bargeion  was  for  him  a  benefactress  who 
would  lake  a  mother's  interest  in  biro ;  btti  con6dcDces  came 
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x\ex\.  Mme,  de  Bargelon  began  to  wWrew  her  pod  u  "Ac»t 
Luclen."  iniJ  iben  as  *'  dear  "  wiilioul  inore  ado.  The  poci 
grew  bolder,  and  xddrcsacd  the  great  lady  as  Naiis,  and  Ihere 
followed  a  (Lish  of  the  anger  that  captivates  a  boy ;  she  re- 
proaclied  him  for  calling  her  by  a  name  in  ererybody's  mouth. 
The  haughty  and  highborn  Nigrepelisse  offered  the  fair  angel 
youth  that  one  of  her  appellations  which  was  tinsoiled  by  use; 
for  him  she  would  be  "  Louise."  I.iiden  was  i»  \\\e  third 
heaven. 

One  evening  when  Luden  came  in  he  found  Mme.  de 
Bargcton  looking  al  a  portrait,  which  she  promptly  put  awajr. 
He  wished  to  see  it,  and  to  quiet  the  despair  of  a  first  fit  of 
jealousy  1.ouise  showed  him  Cantc-Croix's  picture,  and  told 
with  tears  the  piteous  story  of  a  love  so  stainlca,  so  cruelty 
cut  short.  Was  she  experimenting  with  herself?  Was  she 
trying  a  first  unfaithfulness  to  the  memory  of  the  dead?  Or 
had  she  taken  it  into  her  head  to  raise  up  a  rival  to  Laden 
in  the  ]X>rtrait?  Lucien  was  too  much  of  a  boy  to  analyze 
his  lady-love ;  he  gave  way  lo  unfeigned  despair  wVn  she 
opened  the  campaign  by  intrenching  herself  behind  the  more 
or  less  skillfully  devised  scruples  which  women  raise  lo  have 
them  battered  down.  When  a  woman  begins  to  talk  about 
her  duty,  regard  for  appearances  or  religion,  the  objecliotw 
she  raises  are  so  many  redoubts  which  she  loves  to  have  car- 
ried by  storm.  But  on  the  guileless  Lucieo  these  coquetries 
were  thrown  away;  he  would  have  advanced  of  his  own 
accord. 

"  /  shall  not  die  for  you,  I  will  live  for  you,"  he  cried 
audaciously  one  evening  ;  he  meant  to  have  no  more  of  M. 
de  Cante-Croix,  and  gave  Louise  a  glance  which  told  plainly 
that  a  crisis  was  at  hand. 

Startled  at  the  progress  of  thb  Itew  love  in  her^lf  and  her 
poet,  Louise  demanded  some  verses  promised  for  the  first  page 
of  her  album,  looking  for  a  pretext  for  a  quarrel  in  his  tardi- 
nesa.     But  what  became  of  her  when  the  rea<l  the  following 
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ftUnus,  which,  nuuralljr,  she  considered  finer  than  the  finest 
work  of  Canali*.  the  poet  of  the  aristocracy? — 

■*  Tb«  naglc  liTiuh,  liehl  lyine  tliehu  of  tong — 
To  tb«*e,  bui  Del  (9  (hew  mloiie,  txlgng 

Mjr  pag«i  (ui  \ 
Often  lo  me.  my  mliircu'  giciicil  u««li 
To  lell  the  ytaK\  glidncii  ilial  siie  (eeli, 
Tbc  hidden  cue. 

"  And  when  her  linijeti.  ilowliei  u  the  lut, 
Of  ■  lick  Futiue,  now  btcumc  Ihc  t^M, 

Seek  eoani  of  nie. 
Oh  Love,  when  mift  thick  cuming  owraoriM  riM, 

I  pTky  of  tbec, 
Hiy  ihey  bring  i-Aioni  fair  v  cloudlrM  tkir* 
0(  hftpp)'  lojigc  o'ei  m  tununcr  sea  I " 


"Was  it  really  I  who  insfHred  (hose  lines?"  ghe  ukcd. 

The  dooht  saggested  by  coquetr)-  to  a  woman  who  amused 
herself  by  playing  with  fire  brought  tears  to  I.ucicn's  eyes ; 
but  her  first  kiss  upon  his  forehead  calmed  the  storm.  Decid- 
edly Lucien  was  .-i  great  man,  and  she  meant  to  form  him ; 
•he  thought  of  teaching  him  Italian  and  Gcrnvan  and  perfect- 
ing  his  manners.  That  would  t)e  pretext  sufficient  for  having 
him  constantly  with  her  under  the  very  eyes  of  her  tiresome 
courtien.  What  an  intcrert  in  her  life  I  She  took  up  music 
again  for  her  poet's  sake,  and  revealed  the  world  of  sound  to 
him,  playing  grand  fragments  of  Beethoven  till  sl>e  sent  him 
into  ealssy ;  and,  happy  id  his  delight,  turned  to  the  hall^ 
swooning  poet. 

"  b  not  such  happiness  as  this  enough  ?  "  she  askeil  h 
critically ;   and  poor  l-ucien  wu  stupid  enoagh  to  answer, 
"Yes." 

In  the  previous  week  things  hod  reached  snch  a  point  that 
l.onise  had  judfrd  it  expedient  to  ask  Lucien  to  dinr  with 
M.  dc  Bargeton  as  a  third.     But  in  spite  of  this  precaution. 


wer,\ 
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the  whole  town  knew  ihe  tute  of  affairs ;  and  M>  extntordirurjr 
did  it  a)>|>e3r  thai  no  one  could  believe  llietniili.  The  ooierj 
was  terrific.  Some  wcic  of  the  opinion  (hat  society  waa  on 
the  eve  of  a  cataclysm.  "See  what  comes  of  Liberal  doc- 
trines!" cried  others. 

Then  it  was  that  the  jealous  du  Chltclct  discovered  that 
Madame  Charlotte,  the  monthly  nurse,  wm  no  olher  this 
Mme.  Chardoti,  "  the  mother  of  the  Chateaubriand  of 
L'Houmeau,"  as  he  put  it.  The  remark  passed  muster  as  a 
joke.  Mmc.  de  Chandour  was  the  first  to  hurry  to  Mn»e.  de 
Bargeton. 

"  NaTs,  dear,"  she  said,  "do  yon  know  what  everybody  is 
talking  about  in  Angoiiltmc?  ThU  little  rhymciter's  mother 
is  the  Mad.ime  Charlotte  who  nursed  my  ttster-in-law  through 
her  confinement  two  months  ago." 

"lAliat  is  there  extraordinary  in  that,  my  dear?"  nsked 
Mme,  dc  Bargeton  with  her  most  regal  air.  "She  is  a  drug- 
gist's widow,  is  she  not?  A  poor  fate  for  a  Rubempri. 
SuppOK  that  yon  or  I  had  not  a  penny  in  the  world,  what 
■hould  wc  either  of  iis  do  for  a  living  t  How  would  yon  sup- 
port your  children?" 

Mme.  de  Bargeton's  presence  of  mind  put  an  end  (o  the 
jeremiadit  of  the  nMesse.  Great  naiurei  are  prone  to  make 
a  virtue  of  misfortune;  and  there  it  somethinjr  irresistibly 
attractive  about  well-doing  when  persisted  in  through  evil 
report ;  innocence  has  the  piquancy  of  the  forbidden, 

Mme.  de  Bitrgeton's  rooms  were  crowded  that  erening  with 
friends  who  came  to  remonttrate  with  her.  She  brought  her 
most  caustic  wit  ioto  play.  She  said  that  as  noble  families 
could  not  produce  a  Moli^e.  a  Racine,  a  Rousseau,  a  Vol- 
taire, a  Massillon,  a  Beaumarchais,  or  a  Diderot,  people  must 
make  up  their  minds  to  it,  and  accept  the  fact  that  great  men 
had  upholsterers  nnd  clockmaken  and  nillert  for  their  fathers. 
She  said  that  genitis  wa^  always  noble.  She  railed  at  boorish 
•quires  for  understanding  Ihcir  real  interests  so  imperfectly. 


In  short,  sh«  talked  a  good  d«a1  of  nonwme,  which  would 
hnvc  let  lh«  light  into  heads  las  dense,  but  leQ  her  audience 
agape  at  her  eccentricity.  And  in  these  myx  the  conjured 
away  the  storm  with  her  heavy  artiltery, 

When  I^icien,  obedient  to  her  reciuest,  appeared  for  the  fit« 
ttne  In  the  faded  great  drawing-room,  where  the  whiit-iablcs 
weie  ECt  out.  ihe  welcomed  him  graciously,  and  brought  him 
foTwaid,  like  a  queen  who  means  to  be  obeyed.  She  addressed 
ihe  comptroller  of  exciw  as  "Moniieur  Chfctetet,"  and  left 
that  gentleman  thiindentrark  by  the  discovery  thai  riw  knew 
■bout  the  illegal  Mipcrfelaiion  of  the  jurticle.  Liicien  was 
forced  upon  her  circle,  and  was  received  as  a  poisonous  ele- 
ment, which  erery  person  in  it  vowed  to  expel  with  the  anii- 
doie  of  insolence. 

Nar*  had  won  a  victory,  but  »bc  had  loct  her  supremacy  of 
empire.  There  was  a  rumor  of  inmrreciion.  Am^lic,  other- 
wise Mme.  de  Chandour,  hearkening  to  "  M.  Oiilelti'a" 
counaela,  determined  to  ererl  a  rival  altar  by  receiving  on 
Wednesdays.  Now  Mme.  <Ie  Uargeion's  salon  was  open  every 
evening;  and  those  who  frequented  it  were  so  wedded  to 
Ihejr  ways,  so  acaiaioincd  lo  meet  abooi  the  same  tables,  to 
play  the  familiar  game  of  bat^kgammon,  to  see  the  mhk  facta 
and  the  same  candle  sconces  night  after  night ;  and  afterward 
to  cloak  and  sliawt,  and  put  on  overshoes  and  hats  in  the  old. 
well-trodden  corridor,  thai  ihcy  were  quite  as  much  attached 
to  Ihe  steps  of  the  staircase  as  to  the  mtstrcsa  of  the  house 
herself. 

"  All  resigned  them»elve:t  to  endure  the  songster "  (tliar- 
d^mref)  "of  the  tacred  grore."  said  Alexandre  de  Itrtbian, 
which  was  witticism  number  two.  finally,  the  president  of 
the  agriculinral  society  put  an  end  lo  the  sedition  by  remark- 
ing judicially  that  "  before  tl»e  revolution  the  greatest  nobles 
■dmilted  men  like  Duclo«  and  Grimm  and  Crdbillon  to  their 
society — men  who  were  nobodies,  like  th»  tittle  poel  of 
L'Hoameau ;  bat  one  thing  tl>ey  never  did,  ihey  never  te- 


LOST  /ILVS/OJfS. 

c«ived  Ux-cottectots,  and.  after  alt,  ChUelet  is  only  «  ux- 
collector." 

Du  CMUelet  suflered  for  Chardon.  Every  odc  lorned  ihe 
cold  shoulder  npon  liim ;  and  Chfttelet  was  conscious  ihitl  he 
wax  attacked.  Wlten  Mine,  de  Bargeton  called  him  "  Mon- 
sieur Chfttelet,"  he  swore  to  htroielf  that  he  would  pOKCss  her; 
and  now  he  entered  into  the  views  of  the  mistress  of  the  bouK. 
came  to  the  support  of  the  young  poet,  and  declared  hinuelf 
Lucien'fi  friend.  The  great  diplomatist,  overlooked  l)y  the 
shortsighted  Emperor,  made  much  of  Lucien,  and  declared 
himself  his  friend  !  To  launch  the  poet  into  society,  he  gave 
a  dinner,  and  asked  alt  the  authorities  to  meet  him — the  pre- 
fect, the  receiver-general,  the  colonel  in  command  of  the  gar- 
rison, the  head  of  the  naval  school,  the  president  of  the  conn, 
and  so  forth.  The  poet,  poor  fellow,  was  ftted  so  magnifi- 
cently, and  90  belauded,  that  anybody  but  a  young  man  ot 
two-and- twenty  would  have  shrewdly  suspected  a  hoax.  After 
dinner,  Clifttelet  drew  bit  rival  on  to  recite  "  The  Dying  Sar- 
daaapalDs,"  Uk  masterpiece  of  the  hour ;  and  the  headmaster 
of  ibe  school,  a  nun  of  a  phlegmatic  temperament,  applauded  i 
with  both  hands,  and  vowed  that  Jcan-Baplis'e  Rousseau  had^ 
done  nothing  finer.  Sixte,  Baron  du  Cbfttelet,  thought  in 
his  heart  that  this  slip  of  a  rhymester  would  wither  inconti- 
nently in  a  hot-house  of  adulation  ;  perhaps  he  hoped  that, 
when  the  poet's  bead  was  turned  with  briUi.int  dreamt,  he 
would  indulge  in  some  impertinence  that  would  promptly  _ 
consign  him  to  the  obKuriiy  from  which  he  had  eoMrged.  H 
Pending  the  decease  of  genius,  OiJltelet  appeared  to  offer  up 
his  hopes  as  a  sacrifice  at  >lme.  de  B>rgetun's  feet ;  but  with 
tlie  ingenuity  of  a  rake,  be  kept  his  own  plan  tn  abeyance, 
watching  the  lovers'  movements  with  keenly  critical  eyes,  and 
waiting  for  the  opportunity  of  ruining  Lucien. 

From  this  time  forward  vague  rumora  reponed  the  eaiat- 

ence  of  a  great  man  in  Angoutnois.     Mmc.  de  Bargeion  was 

'  praiaed  on  all  sides  for  tlic  intcreat  which  she  took  io  ihii 
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No  Mwncr  was  bcr  conduct  approved  than  »)i«  ) 
tried  tfTVin  a  general  sanction.  She  annouDccd  a  watt, 
with  ices,  tea,  aiid  cakes,  a  great  innovation  in  a  city  where 
(ca,  as  yet.  was  only  sold  by  druggists  as  a  remedy  for  in* 
digntiofl.  The  flower  of  Anguumoi.stn  aristocracy  was  sum- 
moned 10  hear  Lucien  read  his  great  work.  Louise  had  hidden 
All  the  difliculties  from  her  friend,  but  she  let  fall  a  few  wordi 
touching  the  social  cabal  formed  against  him  ;  she  would  not 
have  him  ignorant  of  the  peril*  bevelling  his  career  as  a  man 
of  genius,  nor  of  the  oteiacles  insurmoiin table  to  weaklings. 
She  drew  a  lesson  from  the  recent  victory.  Her  white  hands 
pointed  him  to  glory  that  lay  beyond  a  prolonged  martyrdom ; 
she  spoke  of  stakes  and  flaming  pyres  ;  she  st>'^ad  the  ad)cr- 
tivcs  thickly  on  her  finest  lartinti,  and  decorated  them  with  a 
rariety  of  her  most  pompous  epithets.  It  was  an  infringement 
of  the  copyright  of  the  pasrtages  of  declamation  that  disfigure 
"Corinoe;"  but  I^uise  grew  so  much  the  greater  in  her  own 
eyes  as  she  talked  that  she  loved  the  Benjamin  who  inspired 
her  elo()aence  the  more  for  it.  She  counseled  him  to  take  a 
bold  step  and  renounce  his  patronymic  for  the  noble  name  of 
Rabempri;  he  need  not  mind  the  tiltle-Uttle  over  a  change 
which  the  King,  for  that  matter,  woald  authonxe.  Mme.  de 
Bargetoo  andertook  to  procure  this  favor  ;  she  was  related  to 
the  Marquise  d'£s]xird,  who  was  a  Blamont-Chauvry  before 
her  marriage,  and  a  penona  strata  at  Coarl.  The  words 
"  King,"  ••  Marquise  d'Espard,"  and  "  the  Court  "  daiiled 
Lucien  like  a  Uaze  of  fireworks,  and  the  necessity  of  the  bap- 
tism was  plain  to  him. 

"  Dear  child,"  said  Ixiuise,  with  tender  mockery  in  her 
toaec,  "the  sooner  it  it  done,  the  sooner  it  will  be  sanc- 
tioDed." 

She  went  through  social  strata  and  showed  the  poet  that 
this  step  would  n»i«  him  many  rungs  higher  tn  the  ladder. 
Selling  the  moment  she  persnaded  Lacien  to  forswear  the 
chimerical  notions  of  '89  as  to  equality ;  she  aroused  a  thirst 
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for  sociil   diitinctioD    allayed    b)-  David's  cool   com 
mdm;  she  pOTRlcd  out  CashioiiaUe  society  as  the  goal 

I  the  only  Btftgc  for  such  a  talent  as  his.  llic  rab>d  Li 
became  a  Moiiarcliiii  in  fft/a:  Litcien  »et  hi*  teclli  m 
apple  of  dnire  of  rank,  luxury,  aitd  fame.  He  swore  to 
win  a  crown  to  lay  at  his  lady's  (ret,  even  if  Ihcrc  ahooU 
be  blood-staios  on  the  bays.  He  would  conquer  at  any  OM^ 
^ibusatm^e  viit.  To  pfore  his  courage,  he  told  her 
hit  present  way  of  life ;  Louise  had  known  nothing  of 
hardthipt,  for  there  is  an  indefinabk  pudency  inseparable 
fixtm  strong  feeling  in  youth,  a  delicacy  which  shrinks  from  a 
display  of  great  qualities ;  and  a  young  man  loves  to  have  lfe| 
real  (luatily  of  his  natare  di.wemed  through  the  inco!gni|| 
He  described  that  life,  the  shackle*  of  poverty  borne  whli 
pride,  his  days  of  work  for  David,  hu  nights  uf  study.  HJL 
young  ardor  recalled  memories  of  the  colonel  of  six^tifl 
twenty;  Mme.  de  Birgelon's  eyes  grew  toft;  and  I.ucien, 
seeing  this  weakness  in  hb  awe-inspiring  mistress,  seiicd 
hand  that  she  abandoned  lo  him,  and  kined  it  with  the  fi 
of  a  Im-er  and  a  poet  in  his  youth.  I.ouise  even  allowed 
lo  set  his  eager,  quivering  lips  upon  her  forehead. 

"Oh,  child!  child  I  if  any  one  should  see  ni,  I 
look  very  ridiculous,"  she  said,  shaking  off  the  erstaiic  to 

In    the  cowrec  of  that  evening   Mme.    dc    Baigeton's  «i( 
made  havoc  of  l,iKten*»  prejudices,  as  she  siylcd  them. 
of  genius,  ncrording  to  her  doctrine,  had  neittter  brotbera 
sifters  nor  father  nor  mother;  the  great  tasks  laid  upon  t 
i  required  that  they  ^oiild  sacrifice  everything  that  they  might 
I  grow  tn  their  full  stature.     Perhaps  their  famihts  might  su: 
'  It  first  from  the  all-absorbing  exaictionsofa  giant  brain,  bni 
a  later  day  they  were  repaid  a  hundredrolil  for  self-denial 
every  kind  during  the  early  alniggles  of  the  kingly  intell< 
with  adverse  fate ;  they  shaicd  the  apoib  of  vktory. 
wa.1  an-arefablc  lo  no  man.     Genius  atone  oonid  )u*lge  of 
means  used  to  an  end  which  no  one  else  could  know.     It 
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the  dul)-  of  &  man  o(  genitB,  tberefoM,  to  set  himtclf  above 
law ;  it  was  his  mttston  to  reconstruct  law ;  the  maii  who  ii 
moMCT  of  hii  age  tnay  take  all  that  liv  needs,  ruti  any  risks, 
for  all  is  his.  Si)c  quoted  initan^u.  BcruanI  I'.ilitsy,  Louis 
XI. ,  Fox,  Napoleon,  Clirisiuplier  Coluntlius,  and  Julius  Cnar, 
all  tliesc  world-famous  gambkn  bad  begun  life  lumpered  with 
debt,  or  as  poor  men  ;  all  of  them  had  been  nmundetslood, 
taken  for  madmen,  reviled  for  bad  sons,  bad  brothers,  bad 
fiitbcn;  and  jrel  in  after-life  each  one  had  come  to  be  the 
pdde  of  hb  family,  of  his  country,  of  the  civilised  world. 

Her  arguments  fell  upon  fertile  soil  in  the  wont  of  Lucien'i 
nature,  and  spread  conuptioii  in  his  heart ;  for  him,  wlien  his 
d«irei  were  hot,  all  means  were  udmisiiblc.  Hut  failure  is 
high-treason  against  society;  and  when  (he  fallen  conqueror 
has  run  amuck  through  iaurgtMi  ririues.  And  pulled  down  the 
pillars  of  society,  small  wonder  that  society,  finding  Marius 
sealed  among  the  rains,  should  drive  him  forth  in  abhoirence. 
All  nnconsciously  Lucien  stood  with  the  palm  of  geniin  on 
the  one  hand  and  a  shameful  ending  in  Ihc  hulks  on  tlie  other; 
and,  on  high  upon  tlie  Sinai  of  the  prop)>eis,  beheld  no  Dead 
Sea  covering  the  cities  of  the  plain — the  hideous  winding- 
dieet  of  Gomorrha. 

So  well  did  Lotiise  loosen  the  swaddling-bands  of  proviiKial 
life  that  confined  the  heart  and  brain  of  her  poet  that  the 
«id  poet  determined  to  try  an  experiment  on  her.  HewUhcd 
to  feel  certnin  that  this  proud  conquest  was  his  without  laying 
UmMlf  open  to  the  mortifi'alion  of  a  rebuff.  TIk  forlh- 
eontng  soiree  gave  him  his  opportunity.  Ambition  blended 
with  his  love.  He  loved,  and  he  meant  to  rise,  a  double  de- 
sifc.  not  unnatural  in  young  men  with  a  heart  (o  satisfy  and 
the  battleof  life  to  fight.  Society,  summoning  all  her  children 
loone  banquet,  arouses  ambition  in  the  very  moroing  of  life. 
Youth  is  robbed  of  its  charm  and  generous  thoughts  arc  cor- 
rupted by  mercenary  scheming.  The  idealist  would  bin  have 
it  otbcrwtte,  but  intrusive  fact  too  often  gives  the  lie  to  Ibe 
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fiction  which  we  should  like  to  believe,  nuking  it  impossible 
to  paint  the  young  man  of  the  nineteenth  century  other  than 
be  is.  Lucien  imagined  that  his  scheming  wu  eiilitely 
prompted  by  good  feeling,  and  persuaded  himtelf  that  it  wat 
done  solely  for  his  friend  David's  sake. 

He  wrote  a  long  letter  to  his  Louise ;  he  fell  bolder,  pen  in 
hand,  tlian  face  to  face.  In  a  dozen  sheets,  copied  out  three 
several  times,  he  toid  her  of  his  father's  genius  and  blighted 
hopes  and  of  his  grinding  poverty.  He  dcscribe<)  hi*  beloved 
sister  as  an  angel,  and  David  as  another  Cuvier,  a  great  man 
of  the  future,  and  a  father,  friend,  and  brother  to  him  in  the 
present.  He  should  feel  himself  unworthy  of  his  Louise's  love 
(his  proudest  distinction)  if  he  did  not  ask  her  to  do  for 
David  all  that  she  had  done  for  him.  He  would  give  up 
everything  rather  than  desert  David  Stchard ;  David  muu 
witness  his  success.  It  was  one  of  those  wild  letters  in  which 
a  young  man  points  a  pistol  at  a  refusal,  letters  full  of  boyish 
casuistry  and  the  incoherent  reasoning  of  an  idealist ;  a  deli- 
cious tissue  of  words  embroidered  here  and  tltere  by  the  naive 
utterances  that  women  love  so  well — unrontcious  revelation* 
of  the  writer's  heart. 

Lucien  lel^  the  letter  with  the  housemaid,  went  to  the 
office  and  spent  the  day  in  reading  proofs,  superintending  the 
execution  of  orders,  and  looking  after  the  affairs  of  the 
printing-house.  He  said  not  a  word  to  David.  Wtule^touih 
bears  a  ctiild^s  heart,  it  is  capable  of  sublime  reticeiK*.  Per- 
haps, too,  Lucien  liegan  to  dread  the  Phocion's  axe  which 
David  could  wield  when  he  chose,  perha;is  he  was  afraid  to 
meet  those  clear-sighted  eyes  that  read  the  depths  of  his  soul. 
But  when  he  read  Chtfnier's  poems  with  David,  his  secret  rose 
from  his  heart  to  his  lips  at  the  sting  of  a  reproach  tliai  he 
felt  as  the  patient  feels  the  probing  of  a  wound. 


And   now  try  to  undertunt]  the  thoughts  that   troubled 
Lucien's  mind  as  he  went  down  from  AngoulCme.     Wa«  tbe 
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great  lady  angry  with  him  ?  Would  she  receive  David  ?  Hitd 
he,  LucicQ,  in  his  ambition,  flung  hiraseir  headlong  back  into 
llic  depthsorL'Houraeau?  Before  he  let  that  ki»ofi  Louise's 
forehead  he  had  had  time  to  meauure  the  distance  between  a 
qneen  and  her  favorite,  so  far  had  he  come  in  five  months, 
and  he  did  not  tell  himself  (hat  David  coutd  ciou  over  the 
same  ground  in  a  moment.  Yet  he  did  not  know  how  com- 
pteiely  the  lower  oriiers  were  excluded  from  thi*  upper  world  \ 
he  did  not  m  much  a.->  suxj«ct  that  a  second  experiment  of  this 
kind  meant  ruin  for  Mme.  dc  Bargeton.  Once  accused  and 
birly  convicted  of  a  liking  for  famaiUe,  Louise  would  be  driven 
from  the  place,  her  caste  would  shun  her  as  men  shunned  a 
leper  in  the  Middle  Ages.  NaTs  might  have  broken  the  moral 
law,  and  her  whole  circle,  the  clergy,  and  the  flower  of  the 
aiistocrocy  would  have  defended  her  against  the  world  Ihroagh 
thick  and  (bin;  but  a  breach  of  another  law,  the  offense  of 
admitting  all  sorts  of  people  to  Iter  hoiiM — this  was  lin  wiih- 
oui  remission ;  the  sins  of  those  in  power  art  always  over- 
tooked^-once  let  Ihcm  abdicate  and  ihey  shall  pay  the  pen* 
ally.     And  what  was  it  but  aMication  to  receive  David? 

Bat  if  Lucien  did  not  see  these  asjiects  of  the  qnettion,  hb 
aristocratic  ini.linct  discerned  plenty  of  difficnitie*  of  another 
kind,  and  he  look  alarm.  A  fine  manner  is  not  the  invariable 
outcome  of  noble  feeling ;  and  while  no  man  at  court  had  a 
nobler  air  than  Racine,  Corneille  looked  very  much  like  a 
cattle-dealer,  and  Descartes  might  have  been  taken  for  an 
honest  Dutch  merchant ;  and  vi«iton  to  l.a  BrMe,  meeting 
Montesquieu  in  a  cotton  nightcap,  carrying  a  rake  over  hit 
shoulder,  mistook  him  for  a  gardener.  A  knowledge  of  the 
world,  when  il  is  not  sucked  in  with  mother's  milk  and  pan 
of  the  inheritance  of  descent,  is  only  acquired  by  education, 
•upptememed  by  certain  gifts  of  chance— a  graceful  figu^> 
distinction  of  feature,  a  certain  ring  in  the  voice.  All  these, 
so  important  trifles,  David  larked,  while  nature  had  bestowed 
tbem  upon  his  friend.     Of  gentle  blood  on  lh«  mother's  side, 
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Lucien  was  a  Fnnk,  even  down  to  the  high-arched  Instep. 
David  had  inhcriied  the  physique  of  his  father  the  prcssniBn 
and  the  Hat  foot  of  the  Gael.  Lucien  could  hear  the  shower 
of  jokes  at  David's  expense  ;  he  could  see  Mme.  de  Baigelon's 
leptessed  smile  ;  and  at  leugtli,  without  bein^  exactljr  ashamed 
of  his  lirolhei,  he  made  up  his  mind  to  disregard  his  first  im- 
pulse and  to  think  twice  before  yielding  to  it  in  fulnie. 

So,  after  the  hour  of  poetry  and  self-«acrilice,  after  the 
reading  of  verse  that  opened  out  before  the  friends  the  fields 
of  literature  in  the  light  of  a  newly  risen  sun,  the  hour  of 
worldly  wisdom  and  of  scheming  struck  for  LuciCD. 

Down  once  more  in  L'  Houmeaii  he  wiihed  that  he  had  not 
wiiltei)  that  letter  ;  he  wished  he  could  have  it  back  again  ; 
for  down  the  vista  of  the  future  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the 
ineiorable  laws  of  the  world.  He  guessed  ihat  nothing  suc- 
ceeds like  success,  and  it  cost  him  something  to  step  down 
from  the  first  rung  of  the  scaling  ladder  by  which  he  meant 
to  reach  and  storm  the  heights  above.  Pictures  of  his  quiet 
and  simple  life  rose  before  him,  pictures  fair  with  the  brightest 
colors  of  blossoming  love,  There  was  David ;  what  a  genius 
David  had — David  who  had  helped  him  so  gcnerottsly  and 
would  die  for  him  at  need  ;  he  thought  of  his  mother,  of  bow 
great  a  lady  she  was  in  her  lowly  lot,  and  how  she  ihotight  tlut 
he  was  as  good  as  hew.is  clever;  then  of  his  sister  so  gracious 
in  submission  to  her  fate,  of  his  own  innocent  childhood  and 
conscience  as  yet  unstained,  of  budding  hopes  tii>de<poiled 
by  rough  winds,  and  at  these  thoughts  the  past  broke  into 
flowers  once  more  for  his  memory. 

Then  he  told  himself  that  it  was  a  far  finer  thing  to  hew 
hi»  own  way  through  serried  hostile  mobs  of  aristocrats  or 
fhilistinet  by  repealed  successful  strokes,  than  to  reach  th« 
goal  through  a  woman's  favor.  Sooner  or  later  his  genius 
should  shine  out ;  it  had  been  so  with  the  others,  his  prede- 
cessors; they  had  tamed  society.  Women  would  love  hint 
when  that  day  came !     The  example  of  Napoleon,  which,  on- 
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luckily  for  this  oiMtccnih  ccatury  of  oars,  hu  filled  a  irrrAt  i 
roaoy  ofdiQiiry  persons  with  aspirations  after  cxti^otdinttry  I 
deslinict  —  ihc  example  of  Napolcoa  occurred  to  Luctcn'i ' 
mind.     Me  dung  his  tchemn  to  the  winds  and  blamed  hiin> 
Klf  for  thinking  ufibeto.     l-'or  Lucieii  wnt  m  made  that  be 
went  from  evil  to  good,  or  from  good  to  evil,  with  iho  same 
faid\'Ay. 

Lucien  had  none  of  the  scholar's  hire  for  his  rctrcai ;  for 
the  pAst  montli,  iudeed,  he  had  felt  iiomethiDg  like  shane  at 
the  sight  of  the  etorvfroot,  where  you  could  read— 
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in  yellow  letters  on  a  green  ground.  It  was  an  offeitse  to  him 
that  his  fjither's  name  should  be  thus  posted  up  in  a  place  where 
every  c:iniagc  puscd. 

Every  evening,  when  he  closed  the  ugly  iron  gate  and  went 
np  to  Beaulkn  to  give  his  arm  to  Mine,  dc  Uargeton  ainong 
the  dandies  of  the  upper  town,  he  chafed  l)eyond  all  reaaon  at 
the  dispttrity  between  his  lodging  and  his  fortune. 

"  I  love  Uidante  de  Bargeton  ;  perhjips  in  a  few  days  the 
will  Ik  mine,  yel  here  I  live  in  this  rat-hole!"  he  wid  lo 
himself  this  evening  as  he  went  down  the  narrow  pamige  into 
the  little  yard  behind  the  shop.  This  evening  bundles  of 
boiled  l>crbs  were  spread  out  alon^  the  wall,  ihe  st'pfcnitce 
was  scouring  a  caldron,  and  M.  Posiel  himself,  girded  about 
with  his  laboratory  apron,  was  standing  wiih  a  retort  in  hi* 
hand,  iivpecting  some  chemical  product  while  keeping  an  eye 
upon  the  store  door,  or  if  the  eye  happened  lo  be  engaged,  he 
bad  at  any  rate  an  ear  for  the  bell. 

A  strong  smell  of  chamomile  and  pep|)ermini  pervaded  the 
yard  and  the  poor  little  dwelling  at  the  smIc.  which  you 
roched  by  a  short  ladder,  with  a  rope  on  cither  side,  by 
way  of  haod-rail.  Locien's  room  was  an  altk  joM  nodes  tiM 
tool* 
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"Good-day, sonny,"  said  M.  Posiel,  that  typickl,  provincial 
Iradesinan,  "Aie  yau  pretty  miildliii^  ?  1  have  ju>[  been 
experimenting  on  treacle,  but  It  would  take  a  man  like  your 
father  to  find  whst  1  am  looking  for.  Ah !  he  was  a  famooi 
chemist,  lie  was !  If  I  had  only  knowD  his  gout  specific,  you 
and  I  would  be  rolling  along  in  our  paneled  carriage  lh» 
day." 

The  little  druggist,  whose  head  was  as  thick  as  his  heart  was 
kind,  never  let  a  week  pass  without  some  allusion  to  Chardon 
senior's  unlucky  secretiveness  as  to  that  discovery,  words  that 
I.ucien  fell  like  a  stab. 

"  It  is  a  great  pity,"  Lucien  answered  curtly.  He  was  be- 
ginning to  think  his  father's  apprentice  prodigiously  vulgar, 
though  he  had  blessed  the  man  for  his  kindness,  for  honest 
Postcl  had  helped  his  master's  widow  and  children  more  than 
once. 

"  Why,  what  is  the  matter  with  you  !  "  M.  Poatet  inquired, 
putting  down  hts  tnt-tube  on  the  laboratory  table. 

"  Is  there  a  letter  for  me  ?  " 

"  Yes,  a  letter  that  smells  like  balm  I  it  is  lying  on  the 
counter  near  my  desk." 

Mme.  de  Bargeton's  letter  lying  among  the  physic  bottles 
in  a  druggist's  shop  I     Lucien  sprang  in  to  rescue  it. 

"  Be  quick,  Lucien  I  your  dinner  has  been  waiting  an  hotir 
for  you,  it  will  be  cold  1  "  a  sweet  voice  called  gently  through 
a  half-opened  window  ;  but  Lucien  did  not  hear. 

"That  brother  of  yours  has  gone  crazy,  mademoiselle," 
said  Postel,  lifting  his  bee. 

The  old  bachelor  looked  rather  like  a  miniature  brandy 
cuk,  eml>ellished  by  a  painter's  fancy  with  a  fat,  ruddy  coun* 
Icnance  much  pitted  with  the  smaltpos  ;  at  the  sight  of  Gvr 
his  face  look  a  ceremonious  and  amiable  expreision,  which 
said  plainly  that  he  had  thoughts  of  espousing  the  dnughter 
of  his  predecessor,  but  could  not  put  an  end  to  tiK  strife  lie- 
iween  love  and  interest  in  his  heart.    He  often  taid  to  Lucien, 
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with  a  smile,  "Your  sitlcr  is  uncommonly  pretty,  and  you 
Jtre  nut  so  bud-looking,  either.  Yout  father  did  everything 
well." 

t!ve  was  mil,  cUik-haired,  d;iTk  or  complexion,  and  blue- 
eyed  ;  but  notwithstanding  these  signs  of  virile  character, 
»l»e  wu  gentle,  tender-hearted,  and  devoted  to  those  she 
loved.  Her  frank  innocence,  her  simplicity,  her  quiet  ac- 
ceptance of  a  hard-working  life,  her  character — for  her  life 
was  above  reproach — could  not  fail  to  win  David  Stehard's 
heart.  So,  since  the  lir^t  time  that  these  two  had  mett 
a  rej>re«ed  aii<l  single-hearted  love  had  grown  up  between 
them  in  the  German  fmhion,  quietly,  with  no  fcnid  protesta- 
tions. In  their  secret  sotils  they  thought  of  each  other  as  if 
there  were  a  bar  between  that  kept  them  ajurt ;  as  if  tlie 
thought  were  an  olfense  againu  ftome  jealous  husband ;  and 
hid  ilteir  feelings  from  Lncien  a«  though  their  tovc  in  some 
way  did  him  a  wrong.  David,  moreover,  hB<l  no  confidence 
in  himself,  and  could  not  believe  that  Eve  could  care  for 
him;  Eve  waa  a  penniless  girl,  and  therefore  shy.  A  real 
workgirl  would  have  l>een  bolder;  but  Eve,  gently  bred  and 
fallen  into  poverty,  resigned  herself  to  her  dreary  lot.  Diffi- 
dent 3&  she  seemed,  she  was  in  reality  proud,  and  would  not 
make  a  single  advance  toward  the  son  of  a  bther  said  to  be 
rich.  People  who  knew  the  value  of  a  growing  property 
said  that  the  vineyard  at  Hanac  was  worth  more  than  eighty 
ihoustnd  francs,  to  say  nothing  of  the  additional  bits  of  land 
which  old  Sichard  used  to  buy  as  they  came  into  the  market, 
for  old  S^hard  had  savings — he  was  lacky  with  his  vintages, 
and  a  clever  salej.nun.  Perhaps  David  was  the  only  man  in 
Angoultme  who  knew  nothing  of  hb  father's  wealth.  In 
David's  eyes  Manac  was  a  hnvel  bought  in  iSio  for  fifteen  or 
sixteen  thousand  fratirt,  a  place  that  he  saw  once  a  year  at 
vintage-time  when  his  father  walked  him  up  and  down  among 
the  vines  and  boasted  of  an  output  of  wine  which  the  yoong 
printer  never  saw,  and  he  carad  nothing  about  it. 
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David  was  a  student  leading  a  solitary  life ;  and  th«  love 
that  gained  even  greater  lorcc  in  solitude,  as  he  d«relt  upon 
the  difhctiltics  in  the  way,  was  timid,  and  looked  for  encoor- 
agetnent ;  for  David  stood  more  in  awe  of  Kvc  than  a  nrapte 
clerk  of  some  high-born  lady,  Me  was  awkward  and  ill  at 
ease  in  the  presence  of  his  idol,  and  as  eager  to  hurry  away 
as  he  had  l>een  lo  come.  He  repressed  hii  iiasion,  and  wus 
silent.  Often  of  an  evening,  on  some  pretext  of  coniuilting 
Lucien,  he  would  leave  the  Place  du  Mdrier  and  go  down 
thioitjfh  the  Palel  Gale  as  far  as  L'Houincau,  but  at  the  sight 
of  the  gieen  iron  railings  his  heart  failed  him.  Perhaps  he 
had  come  too  late,  Eve  might  think  him  a  nuisance ;  she 
would  be  in  bed  by  this  time  no  doubt ;  and  so  l>c  turned 
back.  But  though  his  great  love  had  only  aii|>cared  in  trifles. 
Eve  read  it  clearly ;  she  was  proud,  without  a  touch  of  vanity 
in  her  pride,  of  the  deep  reverence  in  David's  looks  and 
words  and  manner  toward  her,  but  it  was  the  young  priater's 
enthusiastic  belief  in  Lucien  that  drew  her  to  him  most  of 
all.  He  had  divined  the  way  lowin  Eve.  The  aiuic  delights 
of  this  love  of  theirs  differed  from  ibe  transpofis  of  stormy 
poaion,  as  wildflowers  in  the  fields  from  the  bcilliant  Aowen 
in  garden  bedv.  Interchange  of  glances,  delicate  and  tweet 
as  blue  waier-Rowere  on  the  surface  of  the  stream  ;  a  look  in 
either  face,  vanishing  3s  swiftly  .-is  the  scent  of  briar-roec ; 
melancholy,  tender,  as  the  velvet  of  moss — thc«  were  the 
blossoms  of  two  rare  natures,  springing  up  oiil  of  a  rich  and 
fruitful  soil  on  found.ilinns  of  rock.  Many  a  time  Eve  had 
seen  rcvclaiiom  of  the  strength  that  lay  below  the  ap{)eaTaBre 
of  weakness,  and  made  such  full  allow.mce  for  all  (hat  David 
left  undone,  that  the  slightest  word  now  might  bring  about  a 
closer  union  of  soul  and  soul.  She  read  his  innate  force  of 
character. 

Eve  opened  the  door,  and  Lucien  mc  down  without  a  w«id 
at  the  little  tabic  on  an  X-shapcd  trestle.  There  was  no  table- 
cloth ;   the  poor  little  household  boasted   but   three  silver 
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spoons  and  forks,  and  Eve  had  laid  (hem  all  for  the  dearly 
loved  bfoiher. 

"Wlut  have  jou  there?"  she  asked  when  ihe  had  tcE « 
dish  on  the  table  and  put  the  extinguHher  on  the  portable 
slove,  where  it  had  been  kept  hot  for  him. 

LiKicn  did  not  an«wcr.  Eve  took  up  a  little  pUte,  daintily 
garnished  with  vine-leaves,  and  set  it  on  the  tabic  with  a 
pitcher  full  of  cream. 

"  There,  Lucien,  I've  had  strawberries  for  you." 

Bui  1.>iicien  was  so  absorbed  in  hi.t  letter  that  he  did  not 
hear  a  wurd.  Eve  came  to  sit  beside  him  without  a  nmrmur; 
for  in  a  sister's  love  for  a  brother  it  is  an  clement  of  g;reat 
pleasure  to  be  treated  without  ceremony. 

"Oh  I  what  b  il?"  she  crie*)  as  she  saw  tears  shining  in 
her  broiher'x  eyes. 

"  Nothing,  nothing.  Eve,"  he  said,  ami.  ptitling  his  arm 
about  her  iraist,  he  drew  her  toward  him  and  khsed  her  fore- 
heax).  her  hair,  her  throat,  and  cheeks  with  a  warmth  that  kit- 
prise<t  her. 

"  Vou  are  keeping  something  from  me." 

"Well,  then— she  loves  me." 

"I  knew  very  well  that  you  knsed  me  for  somebody  else," 
the  poor  sister  pouted,  flmhing  red. 

"We  shall  all  be  happy,"  cried  LtKien,  swallowing  great 
qtoonfuls  of  fionp. 

"»V/"  echoed  Eve.  The  same  presentiment  that  bad 
crossed  IXivid's  mind  prompted  her  to  add,  "Yon  will  not 
care  so  much  about  us  now." 

"  How  can  you  think  that,  if  you  know  me  ?  " 

Eve  put  out  ber  hand  and  gras]>ed  his  tightly ;  then  she 
carried  off  the  empty  plate  and  the  brown  earthen  sotip-tnrcen, 
and  ttroughi  the  dish  that  she  hul  made  for  him.  Bui  iimcad  of 
eating  hit  dinner,  I^cien  read  his  letter  over  again ;  and  Eve, 
discreet  maiden,  did  not  ask  another  questiod,  respecting  her 
brother's  «leoc«.    |f  he  wished  to  tell  her  about  it,  she 
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could  wait ;  if  he  did  not,  how  could  the  ask  him  to  tell  her? 
She  watted-     Mere  is  the  letter : 

"My  Friend: — Why  should  I  refiise  to  your  brother  ia 
science  the  help  that  I  have  lent  you?  All  merits  have  equal 
rights  in  myeyei;  but  you  do  not  know  the  ]>iejudiccsof 
those  among  whom  I  live.  We  shall  never  make  au  aristoc- 
racy of  ignorance  understand  that  intcllecl  ennobles.  If  I 
have  not  suRicieni  influence  to  compel  them  to  accept  M. 
David  Stchard,  I  am  quite  willing  to  sacrifice  the  wonhlea 
creatures  to  you.  It  would  be  a  perfect  hecatomb  in  the 
antique  manner.  But,  dear  friend,  you  would  not,  of  course, 
ask  me  to  leave  ihem  all  in  exchange  for  the  society  of  a  per- 
son whose  character  and  mannen  might  not  please  me.  I 
know  from  your  flaiicries  how  easily  friendship  can  be  blinded. 
Will  you  think  the  worse  of  me  if  I  attach  a  condition  to  my 
consent  ?  In  the  interests  of  your  future  I  should  like  to  see 
your  friend,  and  know  and  decide  for  myself  whether  you  are 
not  mistaken.  Wh:it  is  this  but  the  mother's  anxious  care  of 
my  dear  ]>oet,  which  I  aro  in  duty  bound  to  take? 

"L0i;iSB   DF.  N£clt£PBLlS3S." 

Lucicn  had  no  suspicion  of  the  art  with  which  polite  so- 
ciety puis  forward  a  "Yes"  on  the  way  to  a  "No,"  and  a 
"  No  "  that  leads  to  a  "  Yes."  He  took  this  note  for  a  vic- 
tory. David  should  go  to  Mme.  de  Bargeton's  house !  David 
would  thine  there  in  all  the  majesty  of  his  genius  t  He  raised 
his  head  so  proudly  in  tlie  intoxication  of  a  victory  which 
increased  hi*  belief  in  himself  and  his  ascendency  over  others, 
his  face  was  so  radiant  with  the  brighlnessof  many  hopes,  that 
his  sister  could  not  help  telling  him  that  he  looked  handsome. 

"  If  that  woman  has  any  sense,  she  must  love  you  I  And 
if  so,  to-night  ahc  will  bo  vexed,  for  all  the  ladies  will  try  all 
sorts  of  coquetries  on  you.  How  handtome  you 
when  you   read  your  '  Saint  John  in  Paimos ! ' 
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were  s  mouse,  and  could  jusi  slip  in  and  see  it !  Cotoe,  I 
have  put  yout  clotlics  out  ia  mother's  room." 

The  mother's  room  bore  witness  to  Milf- respecting  povertjr. 
There  were  white  curtains  to  the  walnut- wood  bedstead, 
and  a  strip  of  cheap  green  carpet  at  the  foot.  A  set  of 
drawers  with  a  wooden  top.  a  looking  glass,  and  a  few  walnui- 
wood  chain  completed  ihc  furniture.  The  clock  on  the 
mantel  (old  of  the  old  vanished  da)-^  of  prosperity.  While 
curtainshung  in  the  windows,  a  gray  llowerediMper  covered  the 
walls,  and  the  tiled  floor,  colored  and  wajtcd  by  Eve  hctself, 
shone  with  cleanliness.  On  a  little  round  table  iu  the  middle 
of  the  room  stood  a  red  Iray  with  a  pattern  of  gill  roecs,  and 
three  cups  and  a  sugar-basin  of  Limoges  porcelain.  Eve  slept 
in  (he  little  atljoining  closet  where  there  was  jtttt  room  for  a 
narrow  bed,  an  oid-Euhtoned  low  chair,  and  a  work-table  by 
the  window ;  there  was  about  as  much  space  as  there  is  in  a 
ship's  cabin,  and  (he  door  always  stood  open  for  the  sake  of 
air.  Bui  if  all  iliese  ihingi  »fioke  of  great  |N>vcrty,  the  atmos- 
phere was  sedate  and  studious ;  and  for  those  who  knew  the 
mother  and  children,  there  was  something  touchingly  appro- 
priate in  their  surroundings. 

Lucien  was  tying  his  cravat  when  David't  step  sounded 
outside  in  the  little  yard,  and  in  another  moment  the  young 
printer  appeared.  From  hb  manner  and  looks  he  teemed  to 
have  come  down  in  a  hurry. 

"Well,  David!"  cried  the  ambitiotis  poe(,  "we  have 
gained  the  day  I    She  loves  me  !     You  shall  come  too." 

"  No,"  David  said  with  some  confusion,  "  I  came  down  to 
thank  you  for  this  pcouf  of  fticiulship,  but  t  have  been  think- 
ing things  over  seriously.  My  own  life  is  cut  out  for  me, 
Locien.  I  am  David  Sichard,  printer  to  his  majesty  in 
Aogouleme,  with  my  name  at  the  bottom  of  the  bills  posted 
on  every  wall.  For  people  of  that  class,  I  am  an  aitisao,  or 
I  am  in  business,  if  you  like  it  belter,  but  t  am  acraftuuan 

>0  lives  over  a  shop  in  the  Rue  de  BcauHeu  at  the  cornet 
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of  the  Place  du  MOrier.  I  have  not  the  wealth  of  a  Keller 
just  yet,  nor  the  name  of  a  Desplein,  two  sorts  of  power  tlut 
the  nobles  still  try  to  ignore,  Awi — and  I  aoi  so  far  agreed 
with  them — this  power  is  nothing  without  a  knowledge  of  the 
world  and  the  manners  of  a  gentleman.  How  am  I  to  prore 
my  claim  to  (his  sudden  elevation  ?  I  should  only  make 
myself  a  laughing-stock  for  nobles  and  middle  clan  to  boot. 
As  for  you,  your  position  is  different,  A  foreman  b  not  com- 
mitted to  anything.  You  are  busy  gaining  knowledge  that 
will  be  indispensable  by-and-by ;  you  can  explain  yotir  present 
work  by  your  future.  And,  in  any  case,  you  can  learc  yo«t 
place  to-mono w  and  begin  something  else;  yoa  might  sttidy 
law  or  diplomacy,  or  go  into  the  civil  service.  Nobody  has 
docketed  and  pigeonholed  ymt,  in  hxx.  Take  advantage  uf 
your  social  maiden  fame  to  walk  alone  and  grasp  honors. 
Enjoy  all  pleasures  gladly,  even  frivolous  pleasures,  I  wish 
you  luck,  Lucien ;  I  shall  enjoy  your  success ;  you  will  be  tike 
a  second  self  for  me.  Yes,  in  my  own  thoughts  I  shall  live 
your  life.  You  shall  have  the  holiday  life,  in  Ihe  glare  of  the 
world  and  among  the  swift  working  springs  of  intrigue.  I 
will  lead  the  work-a-day  life,  the  tradet^roan's  life  of  lobcr  loU, 
and  the  patient  labor  of  scientific  research. 

"  You  shall  be  our  aristocracy,"  he  went  on,  looking  at  Eve 
as  he  spoke.  "  If  you  totter,  you  shall  have  my  arm  to  steady 
you.  If  you  have  rea.ion  to  complain  of  the  treachery  of 
others,  you  will  find  a  refuge  in  our  hearts,  the  love  there  will 
never  change.  And  inlliience  and  favor  and  the  goodwill  of 
others  might  fail  us  if  we  were  two ;  we  should  stand  in  each 
other's  way ;  go  forward,  you  can  tow  me  after  you  if  ii  cooks 
to  that.  So  far  from  envying  you,  I  will  dedicate  my  life  to 
yours.  The  thing  that  yoit  have  Just  done  for  me,  when  you 
naked  the  loss  of  your  benefactress,  your  love  it  may  be, 
rather  than  forsake  or  disown  me,  that  little  thing,  so  great 
as  it  was — ah,  veil,  Lucicn,  thai  in  itself  would  bind  rae  to 
you  for  ever  if  we  were  not  brothers  already.     Have  ivo  re* 
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morse,  no  concern  over  iceminf  to  uke  the  Urger  share. 
This  onC'sided  bargain  is  exaclly  to  my  (aiiic.  ArnJ,  aficrall, 
suppoK  that  you  shoulil  give  me  a  pong  now  and  agaio,  wlu} 
knows  that  !  shall  noi  still  be  your  debtor  all  my  life  long  ?" 

He  looked  timidly  toward  Eve  as  he  spoke ;  her  eyes  were 
foil  of  tears,  she  saw  all  tiiai  lay  below  the  surface. 

"  In  fact,"  he  went  on,  luroing  lo  Lucieii,  who  stood 
amaied  al  this,  "  you  are  well  made,  yoo  have  a  graceful  figtiie. 
jrou  wear  your  clothes  with  an  air,  you  look  like  a  gentleman  in 
that  blue  coat  of  yours  with  the  yellow  buttons  and  the  plain 
nankeen  trousers;  now  1  should  look  like  a  workingman 
among  those  people,  I  should  be  awkward  and  out  of  my  ele- 
Dicni,  I  should  say  foolish  things,  or  »ay  nothing  at  all ;  but 
as  for  you,  yoii  can  overcome  aiiy  ]>reiudice  as  to  names  by 
taking  yoiir  mother's,  you  can  call  yourself  l.urieu  de  Ru- 
bemprt,  1  am  and  always  shdil  be  David  S^hard,  In  this 
society  that  you  ftequcnt,  everything  tells  for  you,  everything 
would  tell  against  me.  You  were  born  to  shine  In  it.  Women 
will  worsliip  that  angel'i  faceof  youre;  won't  they.  Eve?" 

LiKieu  sprang  up  and  Rung  his  arms  about  David.  David's 
humility  had  made  short  work  of  many  doubts  and  plenty  of 
difficulties.  Was  it  possible  not  to  feel  twice  tenderly  toward 
this  friend,  who  by  the  way  of  friendship  had  come  to  think 
the  very  thonghli  that  he,  Lucicn,  had  reached  ihroogh  ambi- 
tion? The  aspirant  for  love  and  honon  felt  that  the  way 
had  been  made  smooth  for  him ;  the  young  man  and  the 
comrade  felt  all  his  heart  go  out  toward  his  friend.  It  was 
one  of  thotc  momenu  that  come  very  scldoni  in  our  lives, 
when  all  the  forces  in  us  are  sweetly  strung,  and  every  chord 
vibrating  gives  out  full  resonance. 

And  yet,  this  goodness  of  «  noble  nature  increased  Lucien's 
human  tendency  to  uke  himself  as  the  centre  of  things.  Do 
not  all  of  us  say  more  or  less,  "L'^lal.  t'tiim«4.'"  (I  am  the 
Stale)  with  Lo«iis  Quaiorzp  ?  Lucien's  mother  and  stsicr  had 
concentrated  all  iheit  tenderness  on  him,  David  was  hisde- 
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voted  Triend  ;  \\t  was  accusiomed  to  see  the  three  matlBg 
every  effort  for  him  in  secret,  and  consequently  lie  bad  tH 
(he  faults  ofa  spoiled  eldest  son.  The  noble  ii  eatcD  up  with 
the  egoism  which  their  unselfishness  was  foslenng  in  Lucien; 
and  Mme.  de  Bargeion  w.is  doing  her  best  to  develop  the 
same  fault  by  inciting  him  to  forget  all  that  he  owed  to  ha 
sister,  and  mother,  and  David.  He  was  far  from  doing  so  at 
yet ;  but  was  there  not  ground  for  the  fear  thai,  as  his  sphete 
of  ambition  widened,  his  whole  thought  perforce  wouUl  be 
how  he  might  maintain  himself  in  it  ? 

When  emotion  had  subsided,  David  had  a  suggcsilon  to 
make.  He  thought  that  Lucicn's  poem,  "  Saint  John  in  Fit- 
mos,"  was  ]x>ssibly  too  biblical  to  be  read  before  an  audience 
but  little  faniMi^r  with  apocalyptic  poetry'.  Lucien,  nialcing  hii 
first  appearance  before  the  most  exacting  public  in  the  Chir- 
ente,  seemed  to  be  nervous.  David  advised  him  to  take  Ai>dr4 
de  Chdnier  and  substitute  certain  pleasure  Tor  a  dubious  de- 
light. Lucien  was  a  perfect  reader,  the  listeners  would  enjoy 
listening  to  him,  and  his  modesty  would  doubtless  sen-e  hira 
well.  Like  most  young  people,  the  pair  were  endowing  the 
rest  of  the  world  with  their  own  intelligence  and  virtues ;  for 
if  youth  that  has  not  yet  gone  astray  is  pitiless  far  the  sins  of 
Clhen,  it  is  ready,  on  the  other  hand,  to  put  a  magnificent 
(aith  in  them.  It  it  only,  in  fact,  after  a  good  dead  nf  ex- 
peiience  of  life  that  we  recognize  the  truth  of  Raphael's  great 
, saying — "  To  comprehend  is  to  equal." 

The  power  of  appreciating  poetry  is  rare,  generally  speak- 
ing, in  France  ;  esprit  soon  dries  up  the  source  of  the  sacred 
tears  of  ecstasy ;  nobody  cares  to  be  at  the  trouble  of  deciph* 
ering  the  sublime,  of  plumbing  the  depths  to  discover  the  in- 
finite. Lucien  was  about  to  have  his  finit  experience  of  the 
ignorance  and  indifference  of  worldlings.  He  went  round 
by  way  of  the  print ing-oflitc  for  David'*  volume  of  jwetry. 

The  two  lovers  were  left  alone,  and  David  had  never  fielt 
more  einbarra»ed  in  his  life.     Countless  terrors  sei«d  upon 
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him  ;  he  halT-wish^d,  half-feared  that  Ere  would  pratic  him  ; 
be  longed  lo  run  away,  for  even  modesty  ix  not  exempt  from 
coquctty.  David  was  afraid  to  uiicr  a  word  that  might  seem 
to  bcjE  for  thanks ;  everything  that  he  could  think  of  put  him 
in  some  false  {xMition,  so  he  held  hts  tongue  and  looked 
guilty.  Eve,  guesung  the  agony  of  modesty,  was  en^oj'iag 
Ihc  pauK  ;  but  when  David  twitted  his  hat  u  if  he  meant  lo 
go,  she  looked  at  him  and  smiled. 

"  Monsieur  David,"  she  said,  ■•  if  you  arc  not  going  to  pta 
the  ereninK  at  Madame  de  Bargcton'a,  we  can  spend  the  lime 
together.  It  is  fine ;  thall  wc  take  a  walk  along  the  Charentc  ? 
We  wilt  luve  a  talk  about  Lucien." 

David  lunged  to  fl^ng  himself  at  the  feel  of  this  dclicioiu 
girl.  Eve  liad  rewarded  him  beyond  his  hopes  by  that  lone 
in  her  voice ;  the  kindneu  of  her  accent  had  solved  the  diffi< 
cultie»  of  the  |>osition,  her  suggestion  ms  something  belter 
thai)  praise,  it  w»i  the  6r5t  grace  given  by  love. 

"  But  give  me  time  to  dress  I  "  she  »id,  as  David  made  u 
if  to  go  At  once, 

David  went  oiii;  he  who  all  his  lifelong  had  not  known 
one  tune  from  another,  was  humming  to  himwlf;  honest 
Postel  hearing  him  with  surprise,  conceived  a  vehement  ma- 
picion  of  Eve's  feelings  toward  the  primer. 


The  most  trilling  things  that  happened  thai  evening  made 
a  great  impression  on  Lucicn,  and  his  character  was  peculiarly 
susceptible  to  first  impressions.  Like  all  inexperienced  loven 
he  nrxived  xo  early  that  I^ube  was  not  in  Ihc  drawing-room ; 
but  M.  de  U.irgeton  wa.<i  there,  alone.  Luclen  had  already 
begun  lo  serve  hil  api>rentice*hip  in  ihe  practice  of  the  small 
deceits  with  which  the  lover  of  a  married  woman  payt  for  hii 
happiness — deceits  through  which,  moreover,  %\k  leartw  ihe 
extent  of  her  power ;  but  so  far  Lttcten  had  not  met  the  lady'a 
hu>!iaiMl  face  to  face. 

M.  dc  Bar^eton's  inicllecl  was  of  the  limited  kind,  exactly 
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poised  on  the  border-line  between  harmless  vacancjr,  wiib 
some  glimmerings  uf  sense,  and  the  excessive  siujitdiij  thai 
caii  Ticuhcc  take  in  nor  give  out  any  idea.  He  was  thoroughly 
impressed  with  the  idea  of  doing  his  duly  in  society;  uA, 
doing  his  utmost  to  be  agreeable,  had  sdopicd  the  smile  of 
an  opera  dancer  as  his  sole  method  of  expression.  Sili^ed, 
he  smiled ;  dissatisfied,  he  smiled  again.  He  smiled  at  good 
news  and  evil  tidings ;  with  slight  tuodi6cations  the  smile  did 
duly  on  all  occasions.  If  he  was  positively  obliged  to  cxprcs 
his  personal  approval,  a  complacent  laugh  rcinfoiccd  the 
smile;  but  lie  never  vouchsafed  a  word  until  driven  to  the 
last  extremity.  A  ttfe-a-Ute  put  him  in  the  one  cmbarntsscoeni 
of  his  vegetative  existence,  for  then  lie  was  obliged  lo  look 
for  something  to  say  m  the  vast  blank  of  his  vacant  ininiw. 
He  usually  got  out  of  the  difliculiy  by  a  return  to  the  artloi 
way«  of  childhood ;  he  ihoiighi  aloud,  took  you  into  his  coo- 
fidenee  concerning  the  smallest  details  of  his  existence,  bb 
physical  wants,  the  small  sensations  which  did  duty  for  idcM 
with  him.  He  never  talked  about  the  weather,  nor  did  be 
indulge  in  the  ordinary  commonplaces  of  conversation — ihc 
way  of  esca|>e  provided  for  weak  intellects;  he  plunged  yon 
into  the  mo^t  intimate  and  personal  topics. 

"  1  took  veal  this  morning  to  please  Madame  de  Bargeloa, 
who  is  very  fond  of  veal,  and  my  stomach  has  been  very 
Dneasy  since,"  he  would  tell  you.  "I  knew  how  it  woold 
be;  it  never  suits  me.  How  do  you  explain  it?"  Or,  tttj 
likely— 

"  I  am  just  about  lo  ring  for  a  glass  of  earn  aitrtt;  will  jtm 
hare  some  at  the  same  lime  ?  " 

Or,  "t  am  going  lo  lake  a  ride  to-morrow;  1  am  goinf 
over  to  sec  my  falher-in-law." 

These  short  observations  did  not  permit  of  discussion ;  ■ 
"Ye* "or  "No"  extracted  from  his  inierlocuior,  the  con- 
versation dropped  dead.  Tlien  M.  de  Bargeton  mutely  im- 
plored his  visitor  to  come  to  his  assistance.     Turning  west- 
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mrd  his  old  asthmaiic  pug-dog's  countenance,  he  guH  at 
you  with  big,  lustreless  eyes,  in  x  way  that  said,  "You  were 
«ayi.ig?" 

The  iieople  whom  he  loved  best  were  bores  anxious  to 
Ulk  about  themselves;  he  listened  to  them  with  an  un- 
feigned and  delicate  interest  which  so  endeared  him  to  (he 
■pecics  that  all  the  twaddlers  of  Angouttme  credited  H.  de 
Bargcton  with  mure  understanding  than  lie  chose  to  show, 
and  were  of  t)ie  o;>iiiton  that  he  was  underrated.  So  it  hap- 
pened lliat  when  these  persons  could  find  nobody  else  to 
listen  to  Ihem,  they  went  olT  to  give  M.  de  Baigeion  the 
benefit  of  the  rest  of  the  story,  argument,  or  whatnot,  sure 
beforehand  of  his  eulogistic  smile.  Mme.  de  Itargeton's 
rooms  were  always  crowded,  and  generally  her  husband  fett 
quite  at  his  ease.  He  interested  himself  in  the  smallest  de- 
tails; he  watched  ihot«  who  came  in  and  bowed  aiid  *mile<), 
and  brought  ibe  new  anivals  to  his  wife;  he  lay  in  wait  for 
departing  vbitor^,  and  went  with  ihem  to  ihe  door,  taking 
leave  of  then  with  that  eternal  smile.  W^^cn  convenation  jtrew 
lively,  and  he  saw  that  every  one  wa.i  interetted  in  one  thing 
or  another,  he  stood,  happy  and  muie,  planted  like  a  iwan 
on  both  feet,  listening,  to  all  appearance,  to  a  political  dis- 
cussion :  or  he  looked  over  the  card-players'  hands  without  a 
notion  of  what  it  wai  all  about,  for  he  could  not  ptay  at  any 
game;  or  he  walked  about  and  look  snofT  to  promote  digestion. 
AnaT*  was  the  btighi  side  of  his  life ;  she  made  it  niupeakably 
pleasant  for  him.  .Stretched  out  at  Full  length  in  his  arm- 
chair, he  iratched  admiringly  while  she  did  her  part  as  hostess, 
for  the  talked  for  him.  It  was  a  pleasure,  too,  to  him  to  try 
to  see  the  point  in  her  remarks ;  and  as  it  was  often  a  good 
while  befuie  he  succeeded,  his  smiles  appeared  after  a  delay. 
like  the  explosion  of  a  shell  which  has  entered  the  earth  and 
worked  up  again.  His  ret[>ecl  for  hi«  wife,  moreover,  almost 
amounted  to  adoration.  And  «>  lonft  as  we  can  a^lore.  is  il»ere 
Dot  happiness  enough  in  life?  Ana'ts'  husband  was  as  docile 
« 
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fti  a  child  trtio  askt  nothing  belter  than  to  be  totd  what  to  do; 
and,  generout  and  clever  wontaii  as  she  was,  she  had  taken  no 
undac  advantage  of  his  «caki)cii*ri.  She  \\i.A  Idkvn  care  of 
liim  as  yoQ  take  care  of  a  cJoak  ;  she  kc|>l  liini  bnifJted,  neat, 
and  tidy,  looked  closely  aAcr  him  mul  hutnoretl  him ;  and 
humored,  looked  after,  bni&hcd,  kepc  tidy,  and  cared  For,  M. 
tic  Bargeion  had  come  to  fccl  an  alinoeC  dog-like  affection  for 
hu  wife.  It  is  so  easy  to  give  happiness  thai  costs  nothuigl 
Mine,  de  Bargeton,  knowing  that  bei  husbaitd  had  nopleuare 
but  in  good-cheer,  saw  tliai  he  had  good  dinnera;  »lw  had 
pity  upon  him,  she  had  never  tillered  a  word  of  comptatni; 
indeed,  there  were  people  who  could  not  undentand  that  a 
wonwi  might  keep  silence  through  pride,  and  argued  that  M. 
de  Bargeion  muM  possc»  good  qualities  hidden  from  public 
view.  Mme.  de  Bargeion  Ivad  drilled  htm  into  luiliuiry  sub- 
ordination ;  he  yielded  a  p-issivc  obedienre  to  his  wife.  "  Co 
and  call  on  Monsieur  So-and-So  or  Madame  Such-an-One," 
she  would  itay,  and  he  went  forthwith,  like  a  soldier  at  the 
word  of  command.  lie  MOod  at  attention  iD  her  presence, 
and  waited  motionless  for  his  orders. 

There  was  some  talk  about  this  lime  of  nominating  the 
mule  gentleman  for  a  deputy.  Lucien  as  yet  had  not  lifted 
the  veil  which  hid  such  an  tin  imaginable  character;  indeed, 
he  had  icarrely  frequented  the  house  long  enou)th.  M.  de 
Bargcton,  spread  at  full  length  in  his  great  cluir.  apjieared  to 
see  and  understand  all  that  wa«  going  on  ;  faii  silence  added 
to  his  dignity,  and  his  figure  inspired  Lucien  with  prodigiow 
awe.  Ii  is  ihc  wont  of  imaginative  natures  to  magnify  evcry- 
1  thing,  or  to  And  a  soul  to  inhabit  every  shape ;  and  L«Kien 
took  this  gentleman,  not  for  a  granite  guard- post,  but  for  a 
|formidabIe!iph>nx,  and  thought  it  necesiary  to  conciliate  hint. 

"  I  am  ihe  first  comer,"  he  said,  bowing  with  more  re<>pert 
than  people  iHually  showcil  the  worthy  man. 

"That  is  natural  enough,"  said  M.  de  Bargcton. 

Lucien  look  the  remark  for  an  epigram  ;  the  lady's  hotband 


losr  iLLustoMs.  m 

wai  Jealous,  he  thought ;  be  redclvned  under  it,  looked  in 
ihe  glus.  and  tritd  to  give  himself  a  count  ounce. 

"Yon  live  m  L'Hoiimeau,"  uid  M.  de  lUrgelon,  "  and 
jKople  who  live  a  lung  way  olT  always  cork;  enilier  than  thoee 
who  live  near-by." 

"  What  is  the  reason  of  that  ?  "  a&kcd  Lucicn  politely. 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  M.  dc  Biirgeton,  relapsing  into 
immobility. 

"You  hare  not  cared  to  find  out,"  Lucien  began  again; 
"any  one  who  could  make  that  observation  could  discover 
the  cause." 

"Ah  I  "  said  M.  de  Bargeton,  "  linal  caioesl   Eh  I  ehl " 

The  coiiversalion  came  to  a  dead  stop ;  Lucieit  racked  hii 
brains  to  resuscitate  it. 

"Madame  de  Bargeton  b  dressing,  nodoubl/'  tie  began, 
shuddering  at  Ihe  silliness  of  the  question. 

"  Yes.  she  is  dressing,"  her  hu^^band  naturally  answered. 

Lucicn  looked  up  at  the  ceiling,  and  vainly  tried  to  think 
of  something  el»e  to  say.  As  his  eye*  wandered  over  the  gray 
painted  joisis  and  the  spaces  of  plaster  between,  he  saw,  not 
without  qualms,  that  the  little  chaiidelierwiih  the  old-fashioned 
cut-glass  pendants  had  been  stripped  of  its  gauze  covering  and 
filled  with  wax-candles.  All  the  covers  had  been  removed 
from  the  furniture,  and  the  faded  flowered  silk  damask  bad 
coroe  lo  light.  These  pte|urations  meant  something  extr>> 
ordinary.  Tlie  poet  looked  at  his  boots,  and  misgivings  about 
hi>  costunK  arwic  in  his  mind.  Grown  stupid  with  dismay 
he  Inrned  and  fixed  his  eyes  on  a  Japanese  jar  standing  on  i 
be-garlanded  console  lablc  of  the  time  of  Louis  QuinK ;  then, 
recollecting  that  he  must  conciliate  Mme.  dc  Bargetoo's  hus- 
band, he  tried  to  find  out  if  the  good  gentleman  had  a  hobby 
of  any  sort  in  which  he  might  be  humored. 

"  Yo«  seldon-  leave  the  city,  monsieur?"  he  began,  rettm- 
ing  lo  M.  de  Bargeton. 

■■Very  seldom." 
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Silence  again.  M.  ilc  Bargeton  watched  Lucien's  slighleil 
niovcmcnls  like  a  suspicious  cat ;  llic  youn];  mitt's  presence 
distiiibcd  litm.     Each  was  afiaid  of  (he  otlicr 

"Can  he  feci  suspicious  of  my  aitemions?"  thought  Lucien; 
"he  seems  (o  be  anything  but  friendly." 

Lucien  was  not  a  little  embarrassed  by  the  uneasy  gUnces 
that  the  other  gave  him  as  he  went  to  and  fro,  when,  lucUl)' 
for  him,  ihc  old  manservant  (who  wore  livery  for  the  occa- 
sion) announced  "  Monsieur  du  Cbfttelel."  The  Baron  came 
in,  very  much  at  his  ease,  greeted  his  friend  Bargeton,  and 
favored  Lucien  with  the  little  no<l  then  in  vogue,  which  the 
poet  in  his  mind  called  purse-proud  impcrimcnce. 

Sijite  dii  Chfliclet  appeared  in  a  pair  of  dazzling  white 
trouseis  wiili  inviiiblc  sitiips  that  kept  them  in  sha|ie.  He 
wore  pumps  .-ind  thread  ttockiiigs;  the  black  ribbon  of  his 
eyegLus  meandered  over  a  while  waistcoat,  and  tlte  fashion 
and  elegatice  of  Paris  wag  strikingly  apparent  in  his  Uack 
coat.  He  was.  indeed,  just  the  faded  beau  who  might  be  ei- 
pccied  from  his  antecedents,  though  advancing  yean  luid 
already  enduwcil  him  with  a  certain  waitt-girth  which  soroC' 
what  exceeded  the  limit*  of  elegance.  He  had  d}'cd  the  hair 
and  whiskers  griiztcd  by  his  sniferings  during  hi<  travel«,  and 
this  gave  a  hard  look  to  his  Eace.  The  skin  which  had  once 
been  so  delicate  had  been  tanned  to  the  copper-red  color  of 
Europeans  from  India;  but  in  spite  of  his  absurd  )xetcniiofls 
to  youth,  you  could  still  discern  traces  of  the  Imperial  high- 
ness' charming  piivate  secretary  in  dti  Chtielet's  (general  ap- 
pearance. He  put  up  his  eyeglass  and  Mared  at  his  rival's 
nankeen  trousers,  at  his  boots,  at  his  waistcoat,  at  the  bhie 
coal  made  by  the  AngotilCme  tailor— he  looked  him  orer  from 
head  to  foot,  in  short — tlicn  he  coolly  returned  ihecyeglattio 
hb  waistcoat  jMcket  with  a  gesture  that  said,  "1  am  satisfled." 
And  Lucien,  eclipsed  at  this  moment  by  the  elegance  of  the 
internal  revrtinr  department,  thought  that  it  would  be  his  turn 
by-and>by,  when  he  should  turn  a  face  ligliied  up  with  poetry 
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upon  the  assembly;  but  this  prospect  did  not  prevent  him 
front  feeling  the  sliaip  paDg  that  succeeded  to  the  uncocnfort- 
able  sense  of  M.  dc  Bargeton's  imagined  hostility.  The 
B»un  seenied  to  bring  all  ilie  wclt^ht  of  \\\%  fortune  to  bear 
u|)On  him,  tiK  belter  to  humiliate  him  in  his  poverty.  M.  de 
Bargcton  had  counted  oti  having  no  more  to  say,  and  hii  soul 
vas  duniaycd  by  the  i>au»c  spent  by  tiic  rivals  in  mutual 
survey  ;  he  had  a  question  which  he  kept  for  des])erate  emer- 
geticics,  Uid  u|i  in  his  mind,  as  it  were,  against  a  rainy  day. 
Now  was  the  proper  time  to  brini;  it  out. 

■■Well,  monsieur,"  he  taid,  looking  at  Chtttelct  with  ao 
important  air.  "  is  there  anything  frcth  t  anyihiitg  that  people 
are  talking  about?" 

"  Why,  the  latest  thing  tt  Montieur  Chardon,"  Chttelet 
said  ouliciously.  "Ask  him.  Have  you  brought  soqk 
charming  poem  for  us?"  inquired  the  rivaciotis  Baron,  ad- 
juring the  side-curl  thai  had  gone  astray  on  his  temple. 

"  [  should  have  asked  you  whether  I  had  succeeded,"  Lu- 
cien  answered;  "  you  liarc  been  before  me  in  the  field  of 
vefT«e." 

'*  E^haw  I  "  Mid  the  other,  "  a  few  vaudevilles,  well  enough 
in  (heir  way,  written  to  oblige,  a  song  now  and  again  to  suit 
some  occasion,  lines  for  music,  no  good  without  the  music, 
and  my  long  Epistle  to  a  Sister  of  Buonaparte  (ungraleful 
that  he  was),  will  not  hand  down  my  name  to  posterity." 

At  this  moment  Mmc.  dc  Bar|;eion  apjiesred  in  all  th« 
glof7  of  an  elaborate  toilet.  She  wore  a  Jewevi*  turban,  en- 
riched with  an  Eastern  clasp.  The  cameos  on  her  neck 
gleamed  through  the  gauze  scarf  gracefully  wound  about  her 
•boulders ;  the  sleeves  of  her  printed  muslin  dress  were  short, 
so  as  to  display  a  series  of  bracelets  on  her  sha|>ely  while 
arms.  Lucicn  was  charmed  with  this  iheatrit^l  style  of  dtess. 
M.  dn  Chftlelet  gallantly  plieil  the  qtieen  with  futsotne  com- 
pliment* that  made  her  smile  with  pleasure — she  «iu  wi  glad 
to  be  praised  in  Lncico's  hearing.     But  she  scarcely  gave  her 
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dear  poet  a  gUncc,  and  met  Chftlelct  with  a  mortifying  ciril- 
iiy  lliat  kept  liim  at  a  distance. 

By  ihis  time  the  guests  began  to  arrive.  First  snd  foremost 
appealed  tiie  bisliop  and  his  vioiT- general,  digtiilted  and  rev- 
erend figuies  boili,  ihougli  iiu  two  men  cuuUI  well  be  more 
unlike,  his  lordship  l^ing  tall  and  allenuaied,  and  his  acolyte 
short  and  fat.  Both  churchmen '«  ey«  were  bright ;  but  while 
the  bisliop  was  |)aliid,  his  vic.ir- general's  countenance  glowed 
Willi  high  health.  Both  were  impassive,  and  gesticulated  but 
little  1  both  appeared  tu  lie  prudent  men,  and  their  silence  and 
reserve  were  suppOted  to  hide  great  intellectual  powrers. 

Close  npon  the  two  ecclr»iaslics  followrd  Mme.  dc  Chandour 
and  her  husband,  a  couple  so  exir.iotdinaiy  that  those  who 
are  unfamiliar  wtih  provincial  life  might  be  tempted  to  think 
that  such  persons  were  purely  imaginary.  Amtiie  de  Chan- 
dour  |>0!«d  ai  the  rival  queen  of  AiigouKme  ;  Iter  husband, 
M.  de  Oundour,  known  in  the  circle  as  Stanislas,  was  a 
has-been  young  man,  slim  still  at  fivc-and  forty,  with  i  cotm- 
tenance  like  a  siex'c.  His  cravat  was  always  tied  so  as  to  pre- 
Hent  two  nienadng  points — one  ipike  reached  liie  height  of 
his  right  ear,  the  other  jKiinted  downward  lo  the  red  ribbon 
of  his  cron.  His  roKMaiU  were  violenily  at  strife.  A  cut- 
away vest  displayed  the  ample  swelling  curves  of  a  stiffly 
Blarchcd  shin  fastened  by  massive  gold  studs.  His  dres,  in 
fact,  was  exaggerated,  till  he  looked  almost  like  a  living  cari- 
cature, which  no  one  could  behold  for  the  (ini  time  with 
gravity. 

Stanitlas  looked  himself  over  from  lop  lo  toe  with  a  kind 
of  tatii^raclion  ;  he  verified  the  number  of  his  vest  bationi, 
and  followed  the  curving  ouilioes  of  his  tight-fiitiiig  iromen 
with  'nnd  glances  that  came  to  a  standstill  ai  liM  on  the 
pninied  ti|i>  of  his  shoes.  When  he  ceased  to  contemplate 
himself  in  this  way.  he  looked  toward  the  nearest  mirror  to 
K«  if  his  h»ir  kdII  kept  in  curl ;  then,  siirking  a  finger  in  his 
rest  pocket,  he  looked  bI>oiii  him  at  the  women  with  happy 
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eyes,  flinging  his  head  back  in  ihcee-qaorten  profile  with  all 
tlie  aim  uf  a  king  of  the  poult  ry.jrard,  am  which  were  prodig- 
iously admired  by  the  aiistocraiic  ciide  of  which  Ik  waa  the 
beau.  Tliere  was  a  strain  of  cightccnih-ccntuty  grooncst,  ai 
a  rul«,  in  his  talk;  a  dctesUble  kind  of  conversation  which 
procured  him  lome  success  with  women — he  made  thcin  laugh. 
M.  du  ChAielet  was  beginning  to  give  this  gentleman  some 
tineasincts  ;  and,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  nince  Mmc.  de  Bargeton 
ha<l  taken  him  up,  the  lively  interest  taken  by  the  women  in 
ibe  Byron  of  Angouleme  was  disiincity  on  the  increasfl.  His 
coxcomb's  superciliousness  tickled  iheir  curio&iiy;  he  posed 
as  the  man  wliom  nothing  can  arouse  from  his  apathy,  and 
bis  Jailed  Sullan't  airs  were  tike  a  challenge, 

Anvtiic  de  Chandour.  shon,  plump,  fair-comptexioned,  and 
dark-haired,  was  a  poor  actress;  her  voice  was  loud,  like 
cvrrytliing  else  about  her ;  her  head,  with  its  load  of  tealher? 
in  winter  and  flowers  in  summer,  was  never  slill  for  a  moment. 
Slie  had  a  fine  flow  of  conversation,  though  she  could  never 
bring  a  sentence  to  an  end  without  a  wheeling  accoropaini* 
ment  from  an  asthma,  to  which  she  would  not  confess. 

M.  de  Saintot,  otherwise  .\stolphe,  president  of  the  agri- 
cullurat  society,  a  mil,  stout,  high-colored  penonage,  usually 
appeared  in  the  wake  of  his  wife.  Elisa,  a  lady  with  a  counie* 
nance  like  a  withered  fern,  called  Lilt  by  her  friend!) — a  baby 
name  stnguhrly  at  variance  with  its  otmer's  character  and 
demeanor.  Mmc.  de  Saintot  was  a  solemn  aiid  extremely 
pious  woman,  ar.d  a  very  Irving  partner  at  a  game  of  cards, 
Astolphe  was  supposed  to  be  a  tcientiAc  man  of  the  first  rank. 
He  wjs  as  iiinorant  as  a  carp,  but  he  had  compiled  the  articles 
on  sugar  and  brandy  for  a  dictionary  of  agriculitire  by  whole- 
sale jtlundcT  of  newspaper  articles  and  pillage  of  previotn 
wrilets.  It  was  believed  all  over  tlw  dcpariment  that  M. 
Sainioi  was  engaged  upon  a  treatise  on  modern  kushandry; 
but  though  he  locked  himself  into  his  sttxly  every  morning, 
lie  had  not  writtca  a  couj^le  of  p^ct  in  a  doxen  years.     U 
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anybody  called  (o  see  him,  he  always  contrived  to  be  discov- 
ered rumniaging  among  his  papers,  hunting  for  a  stray  note  or 
mending  a  pcD  ;  but  he  spent  the  whole  time  in  his  siuily  on 
puerihties,  reading  the  newspaper  through  from  end  to  end. 
cutting  figuies  out  of  corks  with  his  penknife,  and  drawing 
patterns  on  his  blotting-paper.  He  would  turn  orer  the 
leaves  ol  his  Cicero  to  see  if  anything  applicable  to  ike  events 
of  the  day  might  catch  his  eye,  and  drag  his  quotation  by  the 
hceb  into  the  conversation  that  evening,  saying,  •'  There  u  a 
passage  in  Cicero  which  might  have  been  written  to  iitit 
modern  times,"  and  out  caiue  his  phrase,  to  ilie  astonishment 
of  his  audience.  "  Really,"  ihey  said  among  themselves, 
"  Astolphc  is  a  well  of  learning."  The  interesting  fact  circu- 
lated all  over  the  town,  and  sustained  the  ^ncral  belief  in 
U.  de  Sainiot's  abilities. 

After  this  p.iir  came  M.  de  Bartas,  known  as  Adrien  among 
the  circle.  It  was  M.  de  Barta;(,  who  boomed  out  hts  M>ng  in 
a  ba»s  voire  and  made  prodigious  claims  to  musical  knowl- 
edge. His  self-conceit  had  taken  a  stand  ugion  solfeggi;  he 
began  by  admiring  his  appearance  while  he  sang,  paosed 
thence  to  talking  about  music,  and  finally  (o  talking  of  noth- 
ing else.  His  musical  tastes  hati  become  a  monomania ;  he 
grew  animated  only  on  the  one  Mibject  of  music;  He  was 
miserable  all  evening  until  wmrlxxly  begged  him  to  sing. 
When  he  had  bellowed  one  of  his  airs,  he  revived  again; 
strutted  about,  raise<l  himself  on  his  heels,  and  lereivcd  com- 
pliments with  a  deprecating  air ;  but  niode<^y  did  not  prevent 
him  from  (foing  from  group  to  group  for  his  meed  of  praise ; 
and  when  i)iefe  was  no  more  to  be  said  about  the  linger,  he 
returned  to  the  subject  of  the  song,  discussing  its  difficulties  or 
extolling  the  composer. 

M.  Alexandre  de  Br^bian  performed  heroic  eaplotts  in 
sepia;  he  dixfiguied  the  walls  of  his  friends'  rooms  with  a 
swarm  of  crude  productions,  and  spoiled  all  the  allnimi  in 
the  department.     M.  Alexandre  de  Bribian  and  M,  de  Bartas 
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came  together,  ndi  with  his  friend's  wife  on  hts  arm,  a  crou- 
corncTcd  a'rangemeni  which  gosxip  <te<:l3[ecl  to  be  c^uried  out 
to  tlvc  fiillnt  extent.  As  for  the  two  women,  Mcsdama  Cliat- 
lotte  de  Bribian  and  Josephine  de  Barlas,  or  l^lotte  and 
FiGnc,  as  they  were  called,  both  took  an  equal  interest  in  a 
Ktff,  or  the  trimming  of  a  dress,  or  the  reconciliation  of 
several  irieconciLible  colors ;  both  were  euien  op  with  a  desire 
to  look  like  Parisieiino,  und  neglected  their  homes,  where 
everything  went  wrong.  But  if  they  dtc»ed  like  dolls  in 
tightl)' -filling  gowns  of  home  manufacture  and  exhibited  out- 
lageous  combinations  of  crude  colors  upon  their  persons, 
tbeif  husbands  availed  themselves  of  the  artist's  privilege  and 
dreaaed  as  they  pleased,  and  curious  it  was  to  lee  the  provin- 
cial do  wdrncts  of  the  pair.  In  their  threadbare  clothes  they 
looked  like  the  sujieriiumerarics  (hat  represent  rank  and  fash- 
ion St  stage  weddings  in  third-rate  theatres. 

One  of  the  (lueemt  figures  in  the  rootns  was  M.  le  Comie 
de  Scnonches,  known  by  the  aristocratic  name  of  Janjixs,  a 
mighty  hunter,  lean  and  sunburned.a  haughty  gentleman,  about 
>3  amiable  as  a  wild  boar,  as  suspicious  as  a  Venetian,  and  as 
Jealous  as  a  Moor,  who  lived  on  terms  of  the  frieodliest  and 
most  perfect  intimacy  with  M.  du  Hautoy,  otherwise  Francb, 
the  friend  of  the  home. 

Mme.  de  Senonclies  (Ziphirine)  was  a  tall,  fine-looking 
woman,  though  her  complexion  was  spoiled  already  by  pimples 
doe  to  liver  complaint,  on  which  grounds  she  was  said  to  be 
exacting.  With  a  slender  figure  and  delicale  proportions, 
she  could  alTord  to  indulge  in  languid  manners,  savoring 
somewhat  of  affectation,  bat  revealing  pasion  and  the  con- 
■ciomness  that  every  least  caprice  will  he  gratified  by  love. 

Francis,  the  house  friend,  was  rather  distinguished  looking. 
He  had  given  up  his  consulship  in  Valence  and  sacrificed  his 
diplomatic  prospects  to  live  near  Z^htrine  (also  known  u 
Zizine)  in  Aniioultme.  He  had  taken  the  hoosebold  in 
charge,  he  superintended    the  children's  education,  taught 
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them  foreign  Unguages,  and  looked  aficr  the  fortanea  of  M. 
and  Mine,  de  Scnoiiclies  with  the  inoxt  complete  devotion. 
Noble  Angouleme,  ad  mi  nisi  rat  ive  Augoul^mc,  and  bvtirgttis 
Angoulime  alike  liad  looked  askance  for  a  long  while  at  Ibb 
phenomenon  of  the  |>erfect  union  of  three  persons ;  but  finally 
the  mysterious  conjugal  trinity  appeared  to  then)  so  rare  and 
pleasing  a  spectacle  that,  if  M.  dti  Hautoy  bad  shown  any 
intention  of  marrying,  he  would  have  been  thuught  rnOD* 
strously  immoral.  Mmc.  dc  Scnonchcs,  howerer,  had  a  Udy 
companion,  a  goddaughter,  and  her  excessive  attachment  to 
this  Mile,  de  la  Haye  was  beginning  to  raise  sunuiscs  of  dt>- 
quieling  mysteries;  it  was  thought,  in  spite  of  sonic  imponl* 
ble  discrepancies  in  dates,  that  Frau^oise  de  la  Haye  bore  a 
striking  likeness  lo  Francis  du  Hautoy. 

When  "  J.icqiies"  was  shooting  in  the  neighborhood,  peo- 
ple used  to  inquire  after  Francis,  and  Jacques  would  discourse 
on  his  Jtcward's  little  admenis,  and  talk  of  hi»  wife  in  the 
second  place.  So  nirious  did  this  blindness  seem  in  a  man 
of  jealous  temper  (hat  his  greatest  fttcnds  used  to  draw  him 
out  on  the  topic  for  the  amusement  of  olhe^^  who  did  not 
know  of  the  mystery.  M.  du  Hautoy  was  a  finical  dandy 
whose  minute  care  of  himself  had  degenerated  into  mtncinf; 
affectation  and  cliildi-shneK.  He  took  an  intercn  m  his  rough, 
his  appetite,  his  digestion,  his  night's  rest.  Ziphirine  had 
succeeded  in  making  a  valetudinarian  of  her  factotum;  she 
coddled  him  and  doctored  him ;  she  cmmmcd  him  with  deli- 
cate fare  as  if  he  had  been  a  fine  lady's  lap-dog  ;  site  embroid- 
ered vests  for  him  and  |K>ckei -handkerchiefs  and  cravaix  until 
he  became  so  uted  to  wearing  Rnery  that  she  transformed  him 
into  a  kind  of  Jaiianese  idol.  Their  understanding  was  perfect. 
In  season  and  out  of  season  Ziiiiic  consulted  Francis  with  a 
look,  and  Francis  seemed  lo  take  his  ideas  from  Ziaine's  eyes. 
They  frowned  and  smiled  together,  and  seemingly  look  coun- 
sel of  each  other  before  making  the  simplest  comwoBi 
reinark. 
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Tb«  Inrgeii  landowner  in  tite  Dcigliborhood,  a  nun  whom 
K'Kxy  on«  eiiviei),  was  the  Marquis  de  PimenicI ;  he  and  hi* 
Wife,  iMtwccn  them,  had  an  income  of  forty  thousand  llvres, 
and  sjient  tlteir  vrinten  in  Paris.  This  evening  their  had 
driven  into  Angoulfrme  in  their  culiche,  and  had  brought 
their  neighbors,  the  Ilaron  and  Uaronest  de  Rattignac  nnd 
their  |>arty,  the  Baruiiese'  aunt  and  daughters,  two  charming 
young  bdies,  (Miiinilns  girii  who  had  been  caicfuily  brought 
up,  and  were  dressed  in  the  simple  way  thai  sets  olT  natural 
loveliness. 

Tnese  personages,  beyond  question  the  lim  in  the  company, 
met  with  a  rci-epEion  of  chilling  silence ;  the  Teipe<:i  paid  to 
them  was  full  of  Jealousy,  Mjiecially  as  everybody  saw  that 
Mme.  de  Bargcion  jiaid  marked  attention  to  the  guests.  The 
two  families  belonged  to  the  very  small  minority  wIm>  hold 
tlKniaclvcs  aloof  from  provincial  gouip,  belong  to  no  cliquei 
live  quietly  in  iirtirenient,  and  ntaintain  a  d-gnified  resetve. 
M.  de  Fimenlel  and  M.  de  Kastignac,  for  instance,  were  ad- 
dressed by  their  names  in  full,  and  no  length  of  acquaintance 
had  bfought  ihcir  wives  and  daughters  into  the  sctcci  coterie 
of  Angoulftme ;  both  families  were  too  nearly  coniKcicd  with 
the  court  to  compromise  themselves  ihrough  provincial  follies, 

l'l>e  prefect  and  the  general  in  comnaiMj  of  the  garrison 
were  the  last  cotners.  and  with  them  came  the  country  gentle- 
man who  had  brought  tlK  treatise  on  silk-worms  to  David 
that  very  morning.  Evidently  he  was  the  mayor  of  some 
canton  or  other,  and  a  fine  estate  was  his  suflkient  title  to 
gentility ;  but  from  his  appearance  it  was  ]>lain  that  he  was 
quite  untised  to  polite  society.  He  looked  uneasy  in  his 
clothes,  he  was  at  a  loss  to  know  witat  to  do  with  his  hands, 
be  lifted  about  from  one  foot  to  another  as  he  spoke,  aitd 
half  rose  and  sal  down  again  when  anybody  spoke  to  him. 
He  seemed  ready  to  do  some  menial  service;  he  was  obse- 
.qa>Qu»,  nervous,  and  grave  by  turns,  laughing  eagerly  at  every 
e,  listening  with  servility ;  and  occasionally  imagining  that 
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people  were  laughing  at  him,  he  auunied  a  knowing  air.  His 
treatise  weighed  upon  liis  mind  ;  aguin  and  again  he  tried  to 
talk  about  sillcworms;  but  the  luckless  wigh[  happened  6nt 
upoo  M.  de  Bartas,  who  talked  music  in  reply,  and  next  oa 
M.  de  Siiniot,  who  quoted  Cicero  to  him  ;  and  not  until  the 
evening  was  half  over  did  the  mayor  meet  with  s/mpattaelic 
listeners  in  Mine,  and  Mile,  du  Brossard,  a  widowed  gcntk- 
woman  and  iicr  daughter. 

Mme.  and  Mile,  du  Brossard  were  not  the  least  intereslin| 
persons  in  the  clique,  but  their  siory  may  be  lold  in  a  single 
phrase — they  were  as  poor  as  they  were  noble.  In  their  drca 
there  wxs  juii  that  tinge  of  pretension  which  betrays  carefully 
hidden  penury.  The  daughter,  a  big,  heavy  young  woman 
of  scvcii-and-twenty,  was  supposed  to  be  a  good  perfonner  on 
the  piano,  and  her  mother  praised  her  in  Bcason  and  out  of 
season  in  the  clumsiest  way.  No  eligible  man  had  any  lasic 
which  Camille  did  not  share  on  her  mother's  authontatire 
Statement.  Mine,  du  Brossard,  in  her  anxiety  to  csUblixh  her 
child,  was  capable  of  saying  that  her  dear  Camiile  liked  noth- 
ing so  much  as  a  roving  life  from  one  garrison  town  to  an- 
other ;  and,  before  the  evening  was  out,  that  she  was  sure  her 
dear  Camille  liked  a  quiet  country  farmhouse  existence  of  all 
things.  Mother  and  daughter  had  the  pinchrd  subacid  dig- 
nity  characteristic  of  those  who  have  learned  by  experience 
the  exact  value  of  expressions  of  sym)>3thy  ;  they  l>elonged  to 
a  class  which  the  world  delighls  to  pity;  they  ha<t  been  the 
objects  of  the  benevolent  interest  of  egoism  ;  they  had  sounded 
the  empty  void  beneath  the  consoling  formulas  with  which 
llie  world  ministen  to  the  necesaitiea  of  the  unforlunale. 

M.  de  Si^'crac  was  fifty-nine  yeara  old  and  a  childless  wid- 
ower. Mother  and  daughter  listened,  therefore,  with  devout 
admiration  to  all  that  he  told  them  about  hb  silkworm 
nurseries. 

■■  My  daughter  has  always  been  fond  of  animals."  said  the 
mother.     "And  as  women  are  especially  interested  in  * 


LOST  ILLUSIONS. 


lilk  which  the  little  crraiuret  produce,  I  shall  ask  permis- 
sion CO  go  ov«r  to  S^veroc,  >o  that  my  Oimillc  may  we 
how  ihe  silk  is  spun.  My  Camille  is  so  intelligent,  she 
will  grjsp  anyihinj;  ihat  you  lell  her  in  a  moment.  Did 
the  not  undersiand  one  day  the  iiivene  ratio  of  the  squares 
of  distances  I ' ' 

This  was  the  remark  that  brought  the  conversation  between 
Mine,  du  Brossard  and  M.  dc  S«verac  to  a  glorious  close  after 
Lucien's  reading  that  night. 

A  few  habituts  slipped  in  familiarly  among  the  rest,  so  did 
one  or  two  eldest  sons  ;  shy,  mute  young  men  tricked  out  in 
gorgeous  jewelty,  and  highly  honored  by  an  invitation  to  (hit 
literary  solemiiiiy,  the  boldest  man  among  them  so  far  shook 
off  the  weight  of  awe  as  to  chatter  a  good  deal  with  Mile,  de 
U  Haye.  The  women  solemnly  arranged  themselt-es  in  a 
circle,  and  the  men  stood  behind  them.  It  was  a  quaint 
aiaemblage  of  wrinkled  countenances  and  beierogctiedus  ro«< 
tomes,  but  none  Ihe  less  it  seemed  very  alarmmg  to  Ijiden, 
and  his  heart  beat  hax  when  he  fell  that  every  one  was  looking 
SI  him.  His  assurance  bore  the  ordeal  with  sotne  diflknliy  in 
spite  of  the  encouraging  example  of  Mmc.  de  B.irgc(on,  who 
welcomed  tlte  most  illustrious  personages  of  Angoultme  with 
oatcntaiiom  courtesy  and  elaborate  giacioasness ;  and  Ihe  un- 
comfortable feeling  that  opprened  him  was  aggravated  by  a 
trifling  matter  which  any  one  might  have  foreseen,  though  it 
was  bound  to  come  as  an  unpleasant  shock  to  a  young  man 
with  so  little  experience  of  the  world.  Lucicn,  all  eyes  and 
ears,  noticed  that  no  one  except  LoaUe,  M.  de  Bargeton,  the 
bishop,  and  some  few  who  wished  to  please  the  ntisiren  of 
the  house,  spoke  of  him  as  M.  de  Rubempri ;  for  his  fi>rmida- 
ble  audience  he  was  M.  Chardon.  Lucien's  cnurage  sank 
under  their  inquisitive  eyes,  lie  could  read  his  plebeian 
name  in  the  mere  movements  of  their  li|»,  and  licar  the  an- 
ticipatory criticisms  made  in  the  blunt,  provincial  fashfon 
'oe  often  botden  on  rudenets.     He  had  not  expected 
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this  prolonged  ordea]  of  pin-prick^t ;  it  ptit  him  still  more  out 
of  humor  with  himiieir.  He  grew  impatictil  lo  begin  ibe 
rending,  for  then  he  could  assume  ao  aiiiiudc  which  Bhoald 
put  an  end  to  his  mental  tormenis;  but  Jacques  was  giving 
Mme.  dc  Pimentcl  the  history  of  his  last  day's  sport ;  Adncd 
was  holding  forth  lo  MUc.  Laiirc  de  Raitignac  on  Ronini, 
the  newly  risen  musii.-al  star;  and  Astolphe,  who  Iwd  gotten 
by  heart  a  newspaper  paragraph  on  a  patent  [ilow,  wa»  giving 
the  Baron  the  benetit  of  the  description.  Lucien,  luckleti 
poet  that  he  was,  did  not  know  that  there  was  scarce  a  soal 
in  the  room  beside  Mme.  de  Bargeton  who  could  understand 
I»oeiry.  The  whole  matter-of-fact  assembly  wa»  there  byi 
misapprehension,  nor  did  they,  for  the  most  jart,  know  what 
they  had  come  out  for  to  see.  There  are  some  words  that 
draw  a  public  as  unfailingly  as  the  clash  of  cymbals,  the  trvm- 
l>ct,  or  the  mountebank's  big  drum;  "beauty,"  "glory," 
"  poetry,"  ate  words  that  bewitch  the  coarjcil  intellect. 

When  every  one  had  arrived  ;  when  the  buu  of  talk  ceased 
aficr  rc|)cntcrl  efforts  on  the  part  of  M.  dc  Jlargeton,  who, 
obedient  to  his  wife,  went  round  the  room  much  as  the  beadle 
niakcs  the  circuit  of  the  church,  tapping  the  pavement  with 
his  wand;  when  silence,  in  hx\,  wa.s  at  last  ceetired,  Lucien 
went  to  the  round  table  near  Mme.  de  Bargcton.  A  fierce 
thrill  of  excitement  ran  through  him  as  he  did  so.  He  an- 
nounced in  an  uncertain  voice  that,  to  prevent  diuppoint- 
luent,  he  was  about  to  read  the  masterpieces  of  a  great  t>oel, 
discovered  only  recently  (for  allhouRh  Aiidr*  de  Chinier's 
poems  apiieared  in  1819,  no  one  in  Angouleme  had  to  much 
as  heard  of  him).  Everybody  interpreted  this  announcement 
in  one  way— it  was  a  shift  of  Mme.  de  Bargeton's.  ntcant  to 
save  the  poet's  self-love  and  to  put  the  audience  at  ease. 

Lucien  began  with  "  Le  Malade,"  and  the  poetn  was  re- 
ceived with  a  murmur  of  appbuse;  but  he  followed  it  with 
"  L'Aveugle,"  which  proved  loo  great  a  strain  ti|>on  the 
average  intellect.     None  but  anists  or  those  endowed  with 
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the  srthtic  lemixraincnt  <:an  imderetatKl  and  sympathiie  wJlh 
htro  in  the  <li.-il>olical  lortmc  of  x\\i\  reading.  If  poelry  is  to 
be  rendcicd  byihcvoitc,  and  if  ilic  listener  is  to  grasp  all  ihjt 
it  means,  the  roost  devout  attention  is  essential ;  ttieie  should 
be  an  intimate  alliance  between  the  reader  and  lii^  audiente, 
or  swift  and  subtle  communication  of  the  i>oet's  thought  and 
feeling  bc<oin«  impossible.  Hcie  this  clow  sympathy  was 
la<:king,  and  Liicicn  in  coittequeitce  was  in  the  pustlion  of  an 
augel  who  siiould  endeavor  to  sing  of  heaven  amid  the  chuck- 
lings  of  hell.  An  intelligent  man  in  the  sphere  most  ttitnu 
lating  to  his  facultieji  can  see  in  every  diteciion  like  a  snail ; 
he  has  the  keen  scent  of  a  dog,  the  ears  of  a  mole ;  he  can 
hear,  and  fee),  and  ice  all  that  b  goii>g  on  around  hint.  A 
roa*ician  or  a  poet  knows  at  once  whether  his  audience  b 
listening  in  admiration  or  fails  to  follow  hitu,  and  feeb  it  as 
ihe  plant  that  revives  or  droops  urder  favorable  or  unfavorable 
condttlofls.  Tlie  men  who  had  come  with  their  wives  hait 
fallen  to  discnsung  their  own  aflairs;  by  the  acoustic  law 
before  mentioned,  every  murmur  rang  in  LtKien'sear;  he  saw 
sll  the  gaps  C3i»ed  by  the  spasmodic  workings  of  )«ws  sympa* 
tbetically  alTecied,  the  teeth  that  seemed  to  grin  defiance  kt 
him. 

When,  like  the  dove  in  the  deluge,  he  looked  round  for  any 
spot  on  which  his  eyes  might  rest,  he  saw  nothing  but  rows  of 
im|>atieni  facet.  Their  owners  clearly  were  waiting  fur  him 
to  make  an  end ;  they  liad  come  together  to  discuss  questions 
of  practical  interest.  With  the  exceptions  of  Ijiwpc  de  Raa- 
tignac,  the  hi«hop.  and  two  or  three  of  (he  younger  n>en,  they 
one  and  all  looked  bored.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  those  who 
understand  poetry  strive  to  develop  the  germs  of  another 
poetry,  quickened  within  them  by  the  poet's  poetry ;  but  thb 
glacial  audience,  so  far  fVom  attaining  to  the  spirit  of  the  poel, 
did  not  even  listen  to  the  letter. 

Lucien  felt  profoundly  discouraged  ;  he  was  damp  with  chilly 
penpiratioo ;   a  glowing  glance   from   Lo«3ite,  lo  whom  he 
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turned,  gave  him  cour;ige  (o  |>ereevere  to  the  end,  but  liii 
poet's  he»n  was  bleeding  Trom  countless  wounds. 

"Do  you  find  this  very  amusing,  Fifinc?  '  inquired  the 
weauned  Lili,  who  perhaps  had  expected  some  kind  of  gyto- 
nastics. 

"  Don't  ask  me  what  I  think,  dear ;  1  cannot  keep  xaj  tya 
open  when  any  one  begins  to  read  aloud." 

"  I  hope  that  Nal^  will  not  give  us  poetry  often  in  the  eren- 
ings."  said  Francis.  "  If  I  am  obliged  to  attend  while  some- 
body reads  aloud  arter  dinner,  it  upsets  my  digestion." 

"  Poor  dearie,"  whispered  Z^phirine,  "  take  a  glass  of  eaa 
tuerle." 

"  It  wa.1  very  well  declaimed,"  said  Alexandre,  "  but  I  like 
whist  belter  myself," 

After  this  dictum,  which  passed  muster  as  s  joke  from  the 
play  on  the  word  "  whist."  several  card-pJBycr^  weic  of  the 
opinion  that  the  reader's  voice  needed  a  rcjt,  and  on  this 
pretext  one  or  two  couples  slipped  away  into  the  card-room. 
But  Louise,  and  the  bishop,  and  pretty  I^ure  de  Rasiignx 
besought  Lucien  to  continue,  and  this  time  be  caught  the 
KItention  of  his  audience  with  Chtnier's  spirited  reactionary 
"lambes."  Several  jieisons,  carried  away  with  his  impas- 
sioned detivery,  applauded  the  reading  without  understanding 
the  sense.  People  of  this  sort  are  impressed  by  vociferation, 
as  a  <'oane  palate  is  tickled  by  strong  spirits. 

During  an  interval,  as  they  partook  of  ices.  Ziphirine  dis- 
patched Francis  to  examine  the  volume,  aitd  infonned  her 
neighbor  Amdie  that  the  poetry  was  in  print. 

Amdie  brightened  visibly. 

"  Why,  that  is  easily  explained,"  said  she.  "  Monsienr  de 
Rubemprd  works  for  a  printer.  It  is  as  if  a  pretty  wontan 
should  make  her  own  dresses,"  she  added,  looking  at  LotMlc. 

"  tie  printed  his  poetry  himself  1 "  said  the  women  anong 
themselves. 

"Then,  why  docs  he  call  himself  Monsieur  de  Rnbempr^?" 


I- 
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loquired  Jac(tu«9.  "  If  a  noble  takes  a  handicraft,  he  ought 
to  Uy  his  lumc  aside." 

"So  be  did  M  a  matter  of  (act,"  said  Zixine,  "but  hb 
HUM  was  plebeian,  and  he  took  his  mother's  name,  which  it 
nobk." 

"  Well,  if  his  verses  are  printed,  we  cao  read  them  for  oQr- 
wlves,"  said  Astolphe. 

This  piece  of  itupidity  complicated  the  qtiestion,  unlit 
Sixtc  du  Cii&ielct  condcKcndcd  to  infoim  these  unlettered  folk 
chat  the  prefatory  announcement  was  no  oratorical  Aourish, 
but  a  EUiemenl  of  fact,  and  added  that  the  poems  had  been 
written  by  a  royalist  brother  of  Marie-Joseph  Chinier,  the 
revolutionary  leader.  Ail  AngoulCme,  except  Mine,  de  Ra»- 
tEpiac  and  her  two  daughters  and  the  bishop,  who  had  really 
fell  the  grandeur  of  the  poetry,  were  myittfied,  and  took 
oflenve  at  the  hoax.  There  was  a  imothered  murmur,  but 
Lucten  did  not  heed  it.  The  intoxication  of  the  poetry  was 
upon  him  ;  he  was  far  away  from  the  hateful  world,  striving 
to  render  In  speech  the  music  that  filled  his  soul,  seeing  the 
faces  about  him  through  a  cloudy  haze.  He  read  the  sombre 
"  Elegy  on  the  Suicide."  lines  in  the  taste  of  a  bygone  day. 
pervaded  by  sublime  melancholy  ;  then  be  turned  to  the  page 
where  the  line  occurs,  '*Thy  songs  are  sweet,  1  love  to  say 
them  over,"  and  ended  with  the  delicate  idyll  "  N«be." 

MnK.  de  Bargeton  sal  with  one  hand  buried  in  her  curb, 
heetlless  of  the  havoc  slie  wrought  among  them,  gaiing  before 
her  with  unseeing  eyes,  alone  in  her  drawing-room,  tost  in 
delicious  dreaming ;  for  the  Aral  time  in  her  life  she  had  been 
truMporled  to  the  sphere  which  was  hers  by  right  of  oaiuTC. 
Judge,  tlierefore,  how  unpleitanily  she  was  disturbed  by 
Amilie,  who  now  took  it  upon  herself  to  express  the  general 
with, 

"  NaTs,"  this  vwcc  broke  in,  "  we  came  to  hear  Monsieur 
Chanlon's  poetry,  and  you  are  giving  us  poetry  out  of  a  book. 
The  extracts  are  very  nice,  but  the  ladies  feel  a  patriotic 
T 
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piefcrence  for  the  wine  of  the  country;  they  would  niher 
have  ii." 

"  The  French  language  does  not  lend  Juelf  very  readily  to 
poetry, does  iit"'  Asiolphe  remarked  (o  ChUielet.  "Ciccro'i 
prose  is  a  ihoiisand  times  more  poetical  to  my  wray  of  thinking." 

"  Tlie  inie  i>oetry  of  France  is  song,  lyric  verse,"  Ci>l;elet 
answered. 

"  Which  proves  that  our  language  is  eminently  adapted  for 
music,"  said  Adrien. 

"  1  shuuld  very  much  like  lo  hear  the  poetry  that  has  com 
NaTs  her  rcpiiiaiion,"  taid  Zipiiirine ;  "but  after  receiving 
Am^lie's  request  in  sucli  a  way,  it  is  not  very  likely  dial  she 
will  give  us  a  specimen." 

"  She  ought  to  have  ihetn  recited  in  justice  to  herself,"  nid 
Francis.     "  The  little  fellow's  genius  is  his  sole  justification." 

'•  You  have  been  in  the  diplomatic  service,"  said  Amilie 
to  M.  du  CliAlelet,  "  go  and  manage  it  somclrow." 

••  Nothing  easier,"  said  the  Baron. 

The  Princess'  private  secretary,  being  acnistomed  to  petty 
manccuvrcs  of  this  kind,  went  to  the  btf^hop  and  contrived  to 
bring  him  to  the  fore.  At  the  bishop's  entreaty,  NaTs  hod  no 
choice  but  to  ask  Lucien  to  recite  his  own  verses  for  them, 
and  the  Baron  recei^-ed  a  languishing  smile  from  Anidie  as 
the  reward  of  his  pmmpt  succef^. 

"  Decidedly,  the  Baron  is  a  very  clever  man,"  she  otMcrved 
to  Lolotte. 

But  An)6lie's  previous  acidulous  remark  about  women  who 
made  their  own  drcucs  rankled  in  l^lotte's  mind. 

"  Since  when  have  you  begun  to  recognise  the  Emperor's 
barons?"  she  asked,  smiling. 

Lucien  had  essayed  to  deify  his  beloved  in  an  ode,  dedi- 
cated to  her  under  a  title  in  favor  with  all  lads  who  write  verW 
after  leaving  school.  This  ode,  so  fondlycbcnslwd,  so1>eauli- 
ful — since  it  wa*  the  outpouring  of  all  the  love  in  his  heart, 
»ccmcd  to  him  to  be  the  one  piece  of  his  own  work  that  couhl 
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hoiti  its  own  with  Chinier's  vente ;  and,  with  a  lolcraLly 
fiiiiouj  glance  31  Mme.  Ac  Bargcion,  he  announced  "To 
Her!"  lie  struck  ftn  sttitudc  proudly  for  tlie  delivery  of 
the  ambitioui  piece,  for  bis  auilior'H  »elf-Iove  felt  u/c  and 
at  exic  beliiiid  Mine,  tie  Bjkrgutoii's  peiiicwii.  And  at  ihe 
selEuine  cnomeni  Mine,  de  Boigeiun  betrayed  her  own  Kcrct 
to  the  women's  mirioufi  eyes.  Although  she  had  always  looked 
down  upon  ihis  audience  from  her  onn  loftier  intctleeitul 
heights,  Khc  could  not  help  trembling  fci  Lucicn.  Her  face 
wu  troubled,  there  was  a  sort  of  mute  ap|>cal  for  indulgence 
in  her  glances,  and  while  the  vencs  were  recited  she  was 
obliged  lu  lower  her  eyes  and  disscnnble  her  pleasure  ai  slanu 
followed  stanta. 

TO  HE«. 

CM  of  Ihe  t'owinit  htut  of  the  torrcnl  o(  glory  «nd  light, 

Al  Ikr  fool  oF  Jrhovah't  tbrotir  whfir  ihr  nii|;c1t  ttnnd  afar. 
Sack  <W  a  Mlurvn  o(  (OlJ  ic|ic*llii|:  ihc  pKyert  o(  the  nighti 
Pui  ttp  for  e>cb  by  bii  tUr. 

Onl  fiOM  Iht  chernbim  <liou  a  btigbl-haircd  Anccl  ifvltip, 
VriUiiii  Ihe  Klo«y  ■*(  God  that  dwclte  on  a  datiling  braw, 
Leavinc  ih«  coniti  of  bcarcn  lo  nnk  npi>n  tilvcf  wings 
Dovn  lo  otti  world  below. 

Coil  tooked  (n  pkj  nn  eailb.  and  the  Angel.  iradinE  Hti  dioufht, 

Cbisw  dowa  to  lull  tb«  |iain  o\  tb«  rtk^Hcf  )pt'll  U  urife 
RevwrcM  hent  o'et  Ibc  mud.  and  for  •(«  kfk  duolste  btaughl 
Fkiwen  o(  ih*  tprtngiltne  of  lift. 

B(ii>Cins  »  dream  of  hope  w  tolaee  the  •nother'i  f*«». 

ttriilicninc  niiio  (he  *otcc  of  Ihe  tardy  trj^niaiii  ciy, 
Ulad  01  angrt*  att  clad,  to  reckon  Eirth'i  pityinc  teus, 
Girea  willi  almi  of  a  (igh. 

One  iKfie  U.  an>l  bul  otie,  hrichi  meuenfrer  tcM  from  the  iktts, 

Wb-im  cirib  tike  a  loner  f.iin  would  h»M  Trim  ihe  bear'nwuit  fll|[b(; 
But  th«  angEl,  weeplne.  Inmi  and  puet  wUb  sad,  itreM  *jv* 
Up  lo  Ibc  hcaT«ii  of  lifbt. 
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Not  b]t  the  ndioiit  tjt^  dm  by  (he  kladUnK  glow 

Of  viituc  Mtil  (roiii  God,  did  I  know  Ihe  lecret  sign, 
Hat  rud  ihc  token  Wl  on  a  while  aiid  dauluig  bran- 
0(  u)  origin  ilivine. 

Nxj,  ll  wu  Love  grown  blind  xnd  dued  «Hlh  excess  of  li^t 
Striving  and  ilriving  in  vun  to  mingU  Eulb  and  Heaven, 
llclpten  and  poverleis  againsl  the  invincible  ariaor  bright 
Bjr  the  dread  aichangel  given. 

Ah  I  be  wary,  take  heed,  lea  augbl  should  be  seen  or  h«vd 

Of  ihe  ihining  seraph  bniid,  ai  Ihcy  take  ibe  heavenward  mj ; 
Too  toon  ihe  Aiigel  on  Eiith  will  leam  Ihe  magical  worJ 
Sung  at  the  clos«  of  the  day. 

Then  yon  ihall  ne  afar,  rifting  Ihe  darkness  of  night. 

A  gleam  ai  of  dawn  that  lyircadt  across  the  tlirry  floor, 
And  the  H«Rien  thai  watch  (or  a  si),-n  shitl  mark  ihe  track  of  thek  fll^l, 

A  Itunlnoui  pathway  lo  Heaven  and  a  bcMon  for  evcnnore. 

"  Da  you  read  the  riddle?"  said  .Amilie,  giving  M.  da 
Ch&telei  3  coqucltish  glance. 

"  It  is  [he  sort  of  siufT  that  we  all  of  as  wrote  more  or  lev 
after  wc  left  school,"  said  Ihe  Baron  with  a  bored  ex|)n»ion 
— he  was  acting  his  |iari  of  arbiter  of  taste  who  has  «cen  every- 
thing:. '■  We  used  (o  deal  in  O^Anic  mists,  Malvinas  and 
Fing.ils  ajid  cloudy  shapes,  and  warriors  who  got  out  of  (beir 
tombs  with  stars  above  their  heads.  Nowadays  this  poetical 
frippery  has  been  replaced  by  Jehovah,  aiigcU,  aeintrons,  (he 
plumes  of  seraphim,  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  jiaradiie 
freshened  up  with  a  few  new  words  such  as  '  immense,  infinite, 
solitude,  intelligence;'  you  have  lakes,  and  the  words  of 
the  Aliniglity,  a  kind  of  Christianized  pantheism,  enriched 
with  the  most  extraordinary  and  unhcatd-of  rhymes.  Wc  art 
in  quite  another  latitude,  in  fact ;  we  have  tefl  the  North  (or 
the  East,  but  the  darkness  k  jtisl  as  ihirk  as  before." 

"  If  the  ode  is  obscure,  the  declaration  is  very  clear,  U 
seems  to  me,"  said  Z^phirinc. 


"  And  the  archangel's  aimor  »  a  tolerably  thin  game  robe," 
said  FnocU. 

PoUlencss  demanded  that  the  audience  should  pioress  to  be 
enchat]ied  with  the  poem ;  and  the  women,  furious  beewite 
they  had  no  pueu  in  their  train  to  extol  ihem  as  angels,  rose, 
looked  bored  by  the  ictding,  murmuring,  "Very  nice!" 
-  Charming  !  "  "  Perfect !  "  wiili  frigid  toldnew. 

"  If  you  love  mc,  do  not  congraiulale  the  poet  or  bis  angel," 
Lolotic  laid  her  commands  on  her  dear  Adricn  in  impcriooa 
tones ;  aiid  Ailrien  was  fain  10  obey. 

"  Kmpty  words,  af^er  all,"  Z^phiriue  remarked  to  Francis^ 
"  and  love  is  a  poem  (hat  we  live." 

"  Voa  have  just  expressed  the  very  thing  that  I  was  think- 
iag,  Zizine,  but  I  should  not  have  put  it  so  neatly,"  said 
Stanislas,  scanning  himself  from  top  to  toe  with  loving  aiten* 
tion. 

"  I  wotild  give,  1  don't  know  how  much,  to  see  NaSs' 
pride  brought  down  a  bit,"  said  AmiMe,  addressing  CliAtclet. 
"  NaTs  sets  up  to  be  an  archangel  as  if  she  were  better  than 
the  rest  of  us,  and  mixes  tis  up  with  low  people ;  his  bther 
was  an  apothecary  and  his  mother  b  a  nurse ;  his  sister  works 
in  a  laundry,  and  he  himself  is  a  printer's  foreman." 

"  If  his  &iher  sold  biscnits  for  worms  "  (iwr>,  said  Jacques, 
'•  he  ought  to  have  made  his  son  lake  them." 

"  He  b  continuing  in  his  father's  line  of  business,  for  the 
stuff  ihii  he  has  Just  been  reading  to  us  is  a  dnig  in  the  market, 
it  seems,"  said  Stanislas,  rtriking  one  of  his  most  killing  atti- 
tudes.    "  l>rug  for  drug,  I  would  rather  have  someihing  else." 

Every  one  apparently  combined  to  humiliate  Lucien  by 
various  aristocrais'  sarcasms.  Lili  the  religious  thought  it  « 
charitable  deed  to  use  any  means  of  enlightening  Nab,  and 
NaTs  was  on  the  brink  of  a  piece  of  folly.  Francis  the  diplo- 
maiiit  undertook  the  direction  of  the  silly  conspiracy ;  every 
one  was  interested  in  the  progress  of  the  drama  ;  it  would  be 
something  to  talk  about  to-monow.     The  ex-consul,  being  fer 
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from  ahsiom  to  engage  in  a  duel  with  a  jroung  poet  who 
would  lly  into  a  nge  at  the  6[5t  liint  of  insult  under  bis  tadf  s 
eyes,  was  wise  eoough  to  see  thai  (he  only  way  of  dealing 
Lucien  his  tleath-blow  was  by  the  >]iiticual  arm  which  was  safe 
from  vengeance.  He  therefore  followed  the  example  set  by 
Ch&lekl  the  asliilc,  and  went  to  the  bishop.  Him  he  pro- 
ceeded to  mystify. 

He  told  the  bishop  thai  Lucicd's  mother  was  a  iroman  of 
uncommon  powers  am!  great  modetty,  and  that  il  wa.t  she 
who  found  the  subjects  for  her  son's  vcrw*.  Nnlhing  pleucd 
Lucien  so  much,  according  to  the  guileftil  Francis,  as  any 
recognition  of  her  talents — he  worihi|>cd  his  mother.  Then, 
having  ioculcaicd  these  notions,  he  left  the  rest  lo  linie. 
Kb  lordship  was  sure  to  bring  out  the  insulting  illusion,  for 
whicli  he  liad  been  so  carefully  prejiared,  in  the  course  of 
conversation. 

When  Francis  and  the  bishop  joined  the  Utile  group  where 
Lucien  stood,  the  circle  who  guvc  him  the  cup  of  liemtock  to 
drain  by  little  siji*  watched  him  with  retloubled  tnicrol. 
The  poet,  luckle»^  young  man,  being  a  lolal  stranger,  and 
unaware  of  the  manners  and  customs  of  the  house,  could  only- 
look  at  Mme.  de  Bargeton  and  give  cmbartasscd  answers  to 
embarrassing  questions.  He  knew  neither  the  naaves  nor  con- 
dition of  the  people  about  him  ;  the  women's  lilly  si>eecha 
ma<le  him  blush  for  them,  and  he  was  .it  his  wits'  end  for  ■ 
reply.  He  felt,  moreover,  how  very  far  removed  he  was  from 
these  divinities  of  .^ngouIfme  when  he  heard  himself  ad- 
dressed sometimes  as  M.  Chanlon.  sometimes  at  M.  du  Rubem- 
prC,  while  they  all  addressed  each  other  as  as  I^loite,  Adrieit, 
Aslolphc,  Lili,  and  Fifine.  His  confusion  rose  to  a  height 
when,  taking  Lili  for  a  man's  surname,  he  addressed  the 
coanc  M.  de  Senonches  as  M.  Lili ;  that  Nimrod  broke  in 
upon  him  with  a  "MoHsinir  Lulu  i"  '  and  Mme.  de  Barge toa 
flushed  red  lo  ihe  eyes. 

*  A  pel  auce  (or  Louise. 
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"  K  iroman  nuist  be  blind  indeed  to  bring  this  liltk  felUnr 
among  k»  I  "  mtittemi  Scnoiiciin. 

Ziphirinc  turned  lo  sjwjIc  tu  the  Mirquiie  de  Pitncniet — 
"  Do  yua  not  xt  a  strong  likciins  between  Muiuicur  Cliirdon 
and  MuTisietir  de  Canie-Crouc,  madame?"  she  uskcd  in  a  low 
but  quite  judible  voice. 

"ilie  likeliest  is  ideal,"  saiilcd  Mme.  de  Pimeniel. 

"Gtnr^ha.1  a  |>ower  of  attraction  to  which  wc  can  confess," 
said  Mme.  de  Batjjeton,  addreisiog  ttic  Marquiic.  "Sonic 
women  are  as  much  attracted  by  gicatnea  as  othcrv  by  little* 
ness,"  she  added,  lo<^ing  at  Francis. 

Thit  was  beyond  Zt|>hirine't  comprehension  ;  she  ihotight 
her  consul  a  rcry  great  nun ;  but  ilie  MaiquiM  laughed,  and 
her  Unghler  tanged  her  on  Nats'  Btde. 

"You  ire  very  fominate,  monsieur,"  uid  the  Marquis  de 
Ptmentcl,  addressing  Lu^Jen  for  the  puiposc  of  calling  hint 
M.  de  Riibcni|H«,  and  not  M.  Char<lon,  as  before;  "you 
frliould  never  find  lime  heavy  on  your  liands." 

"  Do  you  work  qnickly?  "  aiked  l>>lotte,  much  In  iIk  way 
that  she  would  have  asked  a  joiner  "  if  it  look  long  to  nuke 
a  Iwx." 

The  bludgeon  stroke  stunned  Liicien,  but  he  raised  his  head 
at  Mme.  de  Bargeion's  reply — 

"  My  dear,  poetry  does  not  grow  in  Monsieur  tk  Rubem- 
pr^'s  head  like  grus  in  our  eourlyards." 

'•  Msdan>c.  we  cannot  feel  too  rererenlly  toward  the  noble 
spirits  in  whom  God  has  set  some  ray  of  this  liRht."  said  ihe 
bishop,  addrcming  Lototte.  "  Yes,  poetry  is  something  hoty. 
Poetry  im()!ies  sijAcring,  How  many  silent  nights  those  verses 
that  you  ndmirc  have  cost !  We  should  bow  in  love  and  rew- 
ercnce  before  the  poet;  his  life  here  is  almost  always*  liAt 
of  sorrow ;  but  God  doubtless  reserves  a  place  in  heaven  for 
him  among  His  jiropheis.  This  yonng  man  is  a  poet,"  ht 
added,  laying  a  hand  on  I.ttrien's  head  ;  "do  you  not  tet  the 
■igD  of  Fate  set  on  that  high  forehead  of  his?" 
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90  geacfOMly  cfcoBpioMd.  Locka  nade  his 
■■  ■  gmcM  look.  Dot  knowing  that  the 

Mine,  de  Bix^ctoa's  tyta  inveled  nmud  the  hostile  citcle. 
Her  gUoces  went  like  aimn  to  the  depths  of  ber  mils' 
hcjri^,  and  left  them  twKc  s  fttiioBs  as  before. 

"Ah,  OMXHcigneoT,"  cried  Locko,  hoping  to  bn»k  thick 
beads  with  his  golden  sccpoe,  "  boi  ctiiturf  people  havv 
neither  your  ioteUect  o<x  yoax  chuiij.  No  one  heeds  our 
sorrows,  oot  toil  is  nnrecOigQiied.  The  gold-digger  wotkiog 
in  the  mioe  does  not  Ubor  as  we  to  wrot  metaphors  from  ibe 
ban  of  the  looct  imgnteful  of  all  Ungnages.  If  ibis  b 
poetry — to  give  ideas  soch  definite  and  clear  exprnsions  that 
all  the  world  can  see  and  ocdersiand — the  poet  most  continv 
ally  range  throc^h  the  entire  scale  of  hninan  intclkcu,  «o  that 
iie<:an  satisfy  the  denundsofall ;  he  must  contreal  hard  lliinlc- 
ing  and  emotion,  two  antagonistic  powers,  Ixrneaih  the  moEl 
vivid  color ;  he  must  know  how  to  nuke  one  word  cotct  a 
whole  world  of  thought ;  he  must  gire  the  results  of  whole 
sjntnns  of  philoMtphf  in  a  fcw  pictareiqoe  lines  ;  indeed,  hts 
song^  arc  like  seeds  tlut  mmt  break  into  blosom  in  other 
hearts  wherever  tbejr  find  the  soil  prepared  hr  personal  exper- 
ience. How  can  jrou  eipress  nnless  you  fiw  have  felt  ?  And 
ia  not  panion  sulferinf;?  Poetrir  is  only  brouf^hi  forth  alter 
painfiil  wanderinpi  in  the  vast  region*  of  ihnughi  and  lift. 
There  are  ntcn  and  women  in  books  who  seem  more  really 
alive  to  m  than  men  and  women  who  have  lived  and  died — ■ 
Richardson's  Clarissa.  Chinier's  Camille,  tlte  Delia  of  Tibnl- 
loa,  Ariotto's  Angelica,  T>ante's  Prancesca,  MoliAre's  Alceste, 
Bennmarrluit'  Figaro,  Srolt's  Rehecra  the  Jewess,  llie  Don 
Qtiixote  of  Ccnantes — do  we  not  owe  these  deathlcn  crea- 
lions  to  immortal  throes  ?  " 

"And  what  are  yon  going  to  create  for  os?"  asked 
ChJteVl. 

"  If  I  were  to  announce  such  conceptions,  I  should  give 
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myscir  ovt  for  a  main  of  genius,  should  1  not?"  aniwercd 
LiKJcn.  "And,  btside,  sucl)  sublime  creations  dcmniid  a 
long  experience  of  tlic  world  and  a  study  of  human  patsion 
aikI  interests  which  1  could  not  pottibly  have  made ;  but  I 
have  made  a  beginning,"  be  added,  with  bitteinew  in  his 
tone,  as  he  took  a  vengeful  glance  rouitd  the  circle;  "the 
lime  of  gestation  is  long " 

"  Then  it  will  be  a  case  of  difficult  labor,"  ioternipied  M. 
du  Hautoy. 

"Your  excellent  mother  might  assbt  you,"  suggeued  the 
bishop. 

The  epigram,  innocently  made  by  the  good  prelate,  the 
long' looked- for  revenge,  kindled  a  gleam  of  delight  in  all 
eyes.  Ttie  smile  of  sntisfied  caste  that  traveled  from  mouth 
to  mouth  was  aggravated  by  M.  de  Bargeton's  imbecility; 
Itebvrst  into  a  laugh,  as  umal,  some  moments  later. 

"  Monseigneur,  you  are  talking  a  little  above  our  heads; 
these  ladies  do  not  understand  your  meaniog,"  said  Mme.  d« 
Bargcton,  and  the  words  paralysed  the  laughter,  and  drew 
astonished  eye*  upon  her.  "  A  |x>et  who  looks  to  the  Bibte 
for  hi*  inspiration  has  a  mother  indeed  in  the  church.  Hod- 
sietir  de  Rubemprt,  will  you  recite  'Saint  John  in  Painws' 
for  us,  or  '  BeUltaaui's  Feast,'  so  that  his  lordship  may  we 
that  Rome  t*  still  the  '  Magna  Parens '  of  Virgil  ?  " 

The  women  exchanged  smiles  at  the  Idtin  words. 

The  bravest  and  highest  spirits  know  times  of  prortrattoa 
at  the  outset  of  life.  I.ucien  had  sunk  to  the  depths  at  the 
Mow.  bai  he  struck  the  bottom  with  his  feet,  and  rose  to  the 
surface  again,  vowing  to  subjugate  this  little  world.  He  rose 
like  a  htill,  stung  to  fury  by  a  shower  of  darts,  and  prepared 
to  obey  Louise  by  declaiming  "  Saint  John  in  Patmoa ;  "  but 
by  this  time  the  card-ubles  bad  claimed  their  complenKnt  of 
plirert.  who  returned  to  the  acOBlotncd  groove  to  find  amoce- 
mrnt  there  which  poetry  h.id  not  afTordH  them.  They  felt, 
beside,  that  the  revenge  of  so  many  outraged  vanities  would 
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be  incomplete  unless  it  were  followed  tip  hy  contemptuoui 
indifference;  so  they  showed  their  tacit  disdain  tor  the  native 
product  by  leaving  Lucien  and  Mme.  de  B.irgcton  to  (hctn- 
selves.  Everyone  appeared  to  be  absorbed  in  his  ownafTnifs; 
oncchaiteicd  with  the  prefect  about  a  new  cross-road,  another 
proposed  to  vary  the  pleasures  of  the  evening  with  a  little 
music.  The  great  world  of  Atigoul^me.  feelinc  that  U  wu 
no  judge  of  poetry,  was  very  anxious,  in  the  fin-t  place,  to 
hear  the  verdict  of  the  Pinicntels  and  Rastignaci,  and  forxocd 
a  little  group  about  them.  The  great  influence  wielded  in 
the  department  by  these  two  families  was  always  felt  on  erery 
imjwrtant  occasion  ;  every  one  was  jealous  of  them,  every 
one  paid  court  to  them,  foreseeing  that  they  might  some  day 
need  that  influence. 

"What  do  you  think  of  our  poet  and  his  poetry?  "Jacques 
asked  of  the  Marquis.  Jacques  used  to  shoot  over  the  lands 
belonging  to  the  Pimentel  family. 

"Why,  it  is  not  bad  for  provincial  poetry,"  she  caid, 
smiling;  "and,  beside,  such  a  beautiful  poet  cannot  do  any- 
thing amias." 

Every  one  thought  the  decision  admirable ;  it  traveled  from 
lip  to  lip,  gaining  malignance  by  the  way.  Then  Chfttelet 
was  called  upon  to  accompany  M.  du  Banas  on  the  piano 
while  he  mangled  the  great  solo  from  "  Figaro ;  '*  and  the  way 
being  opened  to  music,  tlie  audience,  as  in  duty  bound,  listened 
while  Chfltelet  in  turn  sang  one  of  Chateaubriand's  ballads,  a 
chivalrous  ditty  made  in  the  time  of  the  Empire,  Duets  fol- 
lowed, of  the  kind  usually  left  lo  boarding-school  misses, 
and  rescued  from  the  schoolroom  by  Mme.  dii  HrosMrd,  who 
meant  to  make  a  brilliant  display  of  her  dear  Camilte's  talent* 
for  M.  de  Siverac's  l>enefit. 

Hme.  de  Sainton,  hurt  by  the  contempt  which  every  one 
showed  her  poet,  paid  Kiclc  scorn  for  scorn  by  going  to  her 
boudoir  during  these  performances.  She  w.i»  followed  by  the 
prelate.     His  vicar-general  had  just  been  explaining  the  pro- 


h 


LOST  iLLUSlONS. 


tamA  tronjr  of  the  epigram  into  which  he  hwJ  I>cen  cn!rjipp«l, 
and  the  bitbop  wish«d  to  m^ke  amends.  Mile,  de  K^stignac, 
fucinatet)  by  the  poetry,  also  slipped  inio  the  boudoir  witliout 
her  mother's  Icnowledse. 

Louise  drew  Lucien  to  her  raattmt-ciuhioned  sofa;  and, 
with  no  one  to  sec  or  hear,  the  murmered  in  his  ear,  "  Dear 
■nfe),  they  did  not  understand  you ;  but  *  1'by  songs  arc 
sweet,  1  love  to  say  them  over,*  "  repeating  the  lines  froro  ll>e 
"  Elegy  on  the  Suicide." 

And  Lucien  took  comfort  Trom  the  pretty  speech,  and 
forgot  hit  woes  for  a  liltle. 

*'  Glory  is  not  to  be  had  cheaply,"  Mme.  de  Bargelon  con> 
tinued,  taking  his  hand  and  holding  it  tightly  in  her  own. 
"  Endure  your  woei,  my  friend,  you  will  be  great  one  day  ; 
your  i«in  n  the  price  of  your  tmmortalily.  If  only  I  hod  a 
hard  struggle  before  me !  God  preserve  you  frofli  the  ener- 
vating lif^  witliout  battles,  in  which  the  eagle's  wings  have  no 
loom  to  spread  thetiBelve*.  I  enry  yoa ;  for  if  you  Miffer,  at 
least  }-ou  live.  Von  will  puit  o«t  our  strength,  you  will  feel 
the  hope  of  victory ;  yoor  slrifc  will  be  gloeiouc.  And  when 
you  shall  come  to  yoor  kingdom,  and  reach  (he  imperial 
sphere  where  great  minds  are  enthroned,  then  remember  the 
poor  creatures  dbtnheriied  by  fate,  whose  intellects  pine  in  an 
opprenive  moral  atmcnphere,  who  die  and  have  never  tiv«d, 
knowing  all  the  while  what  life  might  be;  think  of  the  piercing 
eyes  that  h.ivc  seen  nothing,  the  delicate  senses  (hat  have  only 
kiiown  the  scent  of  ]>oison  dowers.  Then  tell  in  your  song 
of  plants  that  wither  in  the  depth*  of  the  forest,  choked  by 
twining  growths  and  rank,  greedy  vegetation ;  planrs  that 
never  have  been  kissed  by  the  sunlight,  and  die,  never  having 
put  fflrih  a  blossom.  It  would  be  a  terribly  gloomy  poem, 
wotitd  il  not,  a  Tanctful  subject?  What  a  sublime  f>oem 
tnfglit  be  made  of  the  story  of  some  daughter  of  the  <leseTt 
tfansporicd  to  some  cold  western  clime,  calling  for  her  be- 
loved sun,  dying  of  a  grief  that  none  can  understand,  over- 
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come  with  cold  and  longing.    It  would  be  sn  allegory ;  many 
lives  are  like  tliai." 

"  You  would  picture  tlie  s|iirit  wliidi  remembers  hcAveo," 
said  ihc  bishop ;  ■'  some  one  surely  must  have  written  such  a 
poem  in  the  days  of  old  ;  I  like  to  think  (hat  I  sec  a  fragment 
of  it  in  the  Song  of  Songs." 

"  Take  (hat  as  your  subject,"  said  Laure  de  Rasiignac,  ex- 
pressing her  artlea  belief  in  Lucien's  powers. 

"Tlie  great  sacred  jiocm  of  France  is  still  unwritten,"  re- 
marked the  bishop.  "Believe  me,  glory  and  success  awaut 
the  man  of  talent  who  shall  work  for  religion." 

"Thai  task  will  be  his,"  said  Mnie,  de  Batgeton  rhclori* 
cally.  "  Do  you  not  see  the  fir^t  beginnings  of  the  vision  of 
the  poem,  like  the  flame  of  dawn,  in  his  eyes  ?  " 

"Nafs  is  treating  us  very  badly,"  said  Fifine;  "what  can 
she  be  doing?" 

"Don't  you  hear? "said  Stanislas.  "She  is  flourishing 
■way,  using  big  words  that  you  cannot  make  head  or  tail  of." 

Amtlie,  Filine,  Adrien,  and  Francis  appeared  in  the  door- 
way with  Mroe.  de  Rastignac,  who  came  to  look  for  ber 
daughter. 

"NaTs,"  cried  the  two  ladies,  both  deliR:)iied  to  break  in 
upon  the  quiet  chat  in  the  lioudoir,  "  ii  would  be  very  nice  of 
you  to  come  and  play  something  for  us." 

"My  dear  child.  Monsieur  de  Kubcmpri  is  just  about  to 
recite  his  '  Saint  John  in  Patmos,'  a  magnificent  biblical 
poem." 

"  Biblical  I  "  echoed  Fifine  in  amaiement. 

Am6lie  and  Fifine  went  back  to  the  drawing-rootn,  talcing 
Ihc  word  back  with  them  as  food  for  laughter.  I.ncien  pleaded 
a  defective  memory  and  excused  himself.  When  he  rrap- 
pearcd.  nobody  took  the  tUghlcsi  notice  of  him ;  every  one 
W3*  cliatlini;  or  busy  at  the  eard-tables ;  (he  poet's  aureola 
had  been  plucked  away  ;  the  landowners  had  no  use  fur  him, 
|he  more  pretentious  sort  looked  upon  hiro  as  an  enemy  tg 
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iHcit  if"orai)ce,  while  the  wom<n  were  jtalom  of  Mme.  del 
Rirgcton,  ihc  Beatrice  of  ihis  modem  Panic,  to  use  ihe  vicar- 1 
geiicrars  i>lir3se,  and  looknl  ai  hiro  with  cold,  scornful  eye*.  I 

"  So  ihii  13  locieiy !  "  Lucicn  uid  to  hiiB&clf  Jis  he  went 
down  to  L'EIoumeau  by  tlie  steps  of  Bcaulieu;  for  there  are 
timet  when  vc  choose  lo  take  the  longcM  way,  that  lite  phj^- 
cal  exercise  of  walking  may  promote  the  flow  of  ideas. 

So  far  from  being  diibeartened,  llic  fury  of  repulted  ambi- 
tion gave  I^cien  new  strength.  Like  all  those  whose  instincia 
bring  them  to  a  higher  social  tpltere  which  they  reach  before 
they  can  hold  their  own  in  it,  Locien  rowed  lo  make  any 
sacrifice  to  the  end  that  he  might  remain  on  that  higlier  KKial 
level.  Oite  by  one  he  drew  otit  the  poisoned  thafts  on  hts 
way  home,  talking  aloud  to  himself,  scoffing  al  the  fools  wild 
whom  he  had  lo  do,  inventing  neat  answcrt  lo  their  idiotic 
questions,  desperately  vexed  tlvat  the  witty  rcsjwnses  occurred 
to  him  so  Iftie  in  ihe  day.  By  the  lime  that  he  reached  the 
Bordeaux  road,  between  ilic  river  and  ihe  foot  of  the  hit),  he 
thoaght  ihat  he  co«ild  sec  Eve  and  I>avid  sitting  on  .1  baulk 
of  limber  by  the  river  in  Ihe  moonlight,  and  went  down  the 
footpath  toward  them. 


While  Locien  was  hastening  lo  the  torture  in  Mme.  de 
Bargeloii's  rooms,  his  sister  had  changed  her  dress  for  a  gown 
of  pink  cambric  covered  with  narrow  s(ri|)ct,  a  straw  hat,  and 
a  little  lilk  shawl.  'Hie  simple  costnme  seemed  like  a  rich 
toilel  on  Eve,  for  she  was  one  of  those  women  whose  great 
nature  lends siatclineas  to  llw  least  personal  deuil ;  and  David 
fell  prodigiously  shy  of  her  now  thst  she  had  changed  her 
working  dress.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  that  he  wooM 
speak  of  himself;  biti  now  as  he  gave  bis  arm  to  this  beautiful 
girl,  and  they  walkc<l  through  L'Moumeau  together,  he  could 
find  nothing  lo  say  lo  hcT.  Lotc  delights  in  such  retxrent 
aire  as  i.-deemed  souls  know  on  bcliolding  Ihe  glory  of  Cod. 
So,  in  silenLr,  the  two  lovers  went  across  the  Bridge  of  Saint 
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Anne,  and  rollowcd  the  Icfl  bank  of  ihe  CKaicnte.  Ere  felt 
embarra&^ed  by  the  pause,  anil  siojipcd  to  look  along  ihe  river ; 
a  joyous  shaft  of  sunset  had  turned  the  water  between  the 
bridge  and  the  new  powder  miMs  into  a  sheet  of  gold. 

*'\Vhat  a  beautiful  evening  it  is!  "  she  said,  fof  iheukeof 
saying  something ;  "  the  air  is  warm  and  fresh,  and  full  of  the 
scent  of  flowers,  and  there  is  a  wonderful  sky." 

"  Everything  speaks  to  our  hearts,"  said  David,  trying  to 
proceed  lo  love  by  way  of  analogy.  "  Those  who  love  find 
infinite  delight  in  discovering  the  jioeiry  of  tlwir  own  inmott 
soub  in  everychancc  cfTeci  of  Ihe  landscape,  in  the  thin,  clear 
air,  in  the  scent  of  the  earth.     Nattire  speaks  for  them." 

"Ami  looient  their  tongues  too,"  Eve  sjiil  merrily.  "  Yoo 
were  very  silent  a»  we  came  through  L'Houmcju.  Do  you 
know,  I  felt  quite  uncomfortable " 

"You  looked  to  beautiful,  that  I  could  not  say  aoylhing," 
Divitl  answered  candidly. 

"  TTien,  just  now,  1  am  not  so  beaulilul  ?  "  in<)uired  she. 

"It  is  not  that,"  he  said;  "but  I  was  so  happy  to  have 
thii  walk  alone  with  you,  that "  heslop|>ed  short  in  con- 
fusion, and  bnked  at  tlie  hillside  and  the  road  to  Sainles. 

"  If  the  walk  is  any  pleasuie  to  you,  I  am  delighted ;  for  I 
owe  you  an  evening,  I  think,  when  you  have  given  up  yours 
for  me.  When  you  refused  to  go  to  Madame  de  Bargeton's, 
you  were  quite  as  generous  as  I.ucien  when  he  made  the  de- 
mand at  the  risk  of  vexing  her." 

"  No,  not  generous,  only  wise,"  said  David.  "  .And  now 
that  we  are  quite  alone  under  the  sky.  with  no  tbtetiera  except 
Ihe  bushes  an<l  the  reeds  by  the  edge  of  the  Oiarente,  let  im 
tell  you  about  my  anxiety  aa  (o  I.ucien'*  present  step,  dear 
Eve.  After  all  th.il  I  have  Juat  said,  I  ho|>e  that  you  will  look 
on  my  fears  as  a  tclincment  of  friendship.  y*>u  and  yoar 
mother  have  done  alt  that  you  could  lo  put  him  above  his 
social  position ;  but  when  you  siimulaied  his  ambition,  did 
you  not  unthinkingly  condemn  him  to  a  hard  stru{;gle?    How 


can  he  iDAtnlatn  hiniKir  in  the  society  to  which  hb  tutes  in- 
cline him  ?  1  know  Lucien ;  he  likes  to  Kap,  tie  does  not 
like  toil;  ir  is  his  nature.  Social  claims  will  take  u|>  the 
whole  of  his  lime,  ami,  Tor  a  man  who  hat  noiliing  but  hit 
brains,  time  is  capital.  He  like*  to  shine ;  society  will  stima- 
late  bis  desires  until  no  money  will  atitry  themj  instead  of 
earning  money,  he  will  t]>cml  it.  You  have  acctistomcd  him 
to  believe  in  his  great  ))owct^  in  fact,  but  the  world  at  large 
declines  to  believe  in  any  man's  su|>crior  intellect  nniil  he  hai 
achieved  some  signal  success.  Now  success  in  literature  is 
only  won  in  solitude  and  by  dogged  work.  What  will  Mad- 
ame lie  Uargeion  give  your  brother  in  return  for  so  many  days 
spent  at  her  feet  f  Lucien  has  too  much  spirit  to  accept  help 
from  her ;  and  he  caonot  afford,  ai  we  know,  to  cultivate  her 
society,  twice  ruinous  as  it  is  for  him.  Sooner  or  later  that 
woman  wilt  throw  over  this  dear  brother  of  ours,  but  not 
before  she  has  spoiled  him  for  hard  work,  and  giren  him  a 
taste  for  luxury  and  a  contempt  for  our  humdrum  life.  She 
will  develop  his  love  of  en>oyment,  his  inclination  for  idle- 
ness, that  debauches  a  poetic  soul.  Yes,  it  makes  mc  ircmbte 
to  think  that  this  great  Udy  may  make  a  plaything  of  I.ueien, 
If  she  cares  for  him  stncetcly  he  will  forget  everything  else 
for  her;  or  if  she  does  not  love  him  she  will  make  bim  ud« 
happy,  for  he  is  wild  nbont  her." 

"You  have  sent  a  chill  of  dread  through  my  heart,"  said 
Eve,  stopping  as  ihey  reached  the  weir.  "But  so  long  as 
mother  i>  strong  enough  for  her  tiring  life,  w  long  »  I  live, 
we  shall  earn  enougli,  perha{>«,  between  ua  to  keep  Lucien 
until  succcn  comes.  My  couiage  will  nex-er  fail,"  said  Eve, 
brightening.  "There  is  no  har<lship  in  work  when  we  work 
for  one  we  love ;  it  is  not  drudgery.  It  makes  roe  happy  to 
think  that  I  tnil  so  much,  if  indeed  it  is  toil,  for  bim.  Oh, 
do  not  be  in  the  least  afraid,  we  will  earn  money  enough  to 
send  Lucien  into  the  great  world.  There  lies  his  road  to 
success." 
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"  And  iliere  lies  hU  roai)  to  niin,"  rrtiirned  David.  "  Dear 
Eve.  li^ici)  to  me.  A  man  needs  an  )ndq>endcni  fnituDC,  or 
the  sublime  cynicism  of  poverty,  for  the  slow  eitccution  of 
great  work.  Believe  me,  Lucien's  horror  of  privation  h  to 
great,  the  savor  of  banquets,  the  incense  of  success  is  so  sweel 
in  his  nostrils,  his  self-love  has  grown  so  much  in  Mudame  dc 
Bargeton's  boudoir,  that  he  will  do  anything  de«[)crate  sooner 
than  fall  back,  and  you  will  never  earn  enough  for  his  it- 
quiremcnli." 

"  Tlien  you  are  only  a  false  friend  10  him  !  "  Eve  cried  in 
despair,  "  or  yon  wonkl  not  discourage  us  in  this  way." 

"Eve!  Evel"  cried  David,  "if  only  [  coaid  be  a  brolhei 
to  Lucieo  I  You  alone  can  give  me  that  title ;  he  could  ac- 
cept anything  from  me  then  \  I  should  claim  the  right  of 
devoting  my  life  to  him  with  the  love  that  hallows  your  sdf- 
nchfice,  but  with  some  worldly  wisdom  loo.  Eve,  my 
darling,  give  Luticn  a  store  from  which  he  need  not  blush  to 
draw  I  Hiti  brother's  pur^e  will  be  like  lib  own,  will  it  no(  t 
If  you  only  knew  all  my  thoughts  about  Lucien's  {losition  I 
If  he  means  to  go  to  Madame  de  Bargeton's,  He  mint  not  be 
my  foreman  any  longer,  poor  fellow !  He  ought  not  to  liw 
in  L'Houmeau  ;  you  ought  not  to  be  a  workjng>girl ;  and 
your  mother  must  give  up  her  employment  as  well.  If  you 
will  consent  to  I>e  my  wife,  the  difficulties  will  all  l>e  smoothed 
away.  Lucien  might  live  on  the  second  floor  in  the  Place  du 
MQricr  until  I  can  build  rooms  for  him  over  the  shed  at  the 
back  of  the  yard  (if  my  father  will  allow  it,  that  is).  And  in 
that  way  we  would  arrange  a  free  and  independent  life  for 
hfm.  The  wish  to  su|)port  Lucien  will  give  me  a  better  will 
lo  work  than  I  ever  should  have  had  for  myself  alone ;  but 
it  rests  with  you  to  give  me  the  right  to  devote  myself  lo 
him.  Some  day,  perhaps,  he  will  go  lo  Paris,  the  only  place 
lliat  can  bring  out  all  that  is  in  him,  and  where  hit  lalettt) 
will  be  appreciated  and  rewarded.  Living  in  Parts  is  rspen' 
(iv^,  and  the  earnings  of  all  ihree  of  uf  will  be  needed  for  hit 
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support.  And,  bcsitk,  will  not  you  and  your  iiioihcr  iiced 
some  one  (o  lean  upon  thou  ?  Dcur  Eve,  marry  me  for  love 
of  Ldcien  ;  perhaps  arterward  you  will  lore  me  vheu  you  will 
see  huw  I  shall  strive  lu  help  him  and  to  make  you  happy. 
We  are,  bolh  of  ut,  eiiiially  Mmplc  in  our  toslcs ;  wc  have  few 
wants  \  Locicn's  welfare  kIi:i11  be  the  great  object  of  our  lives. 
Hh  heart  shall  be  our  ircajurc-housc,  we  will  Lay  up  all  our 
fortune,  and  ihink  and  feel  and  Iwpe  in  him."  I 

"  Worldly  considcraiioii.t  keep  us  a|iart,"  said  Eve,  moved 
by  this  love  tliat  tried  to  expbin  away  its  greatiiMs.  "You 
are  rich  and  [  am  iioor.  One  must  love  indeed  lo  overcome 
such  a  difficulty." 

"Then  you  do  not  care  enough  forme?"  cried  tlic  stncken 
David. 

'-  But  jjerimpi  your  (aihcr  would  object " 

"  Never  mind,"  uid  David ;  "  if  asking  my  father  is  all 
that  is  nccesiary,  you  will  be  my  wife.  Eve,  my  dear  Eve, 
bow  yoa  hare  lightened  life  for  me  in  a  inomcnl ;  and  my 
heart  has  been  vcty  heavy  with  thoughts  that  I  could  not 
uiier,  I  did  not  krww  how  to  tpealt  of  iliem.  Only  tell  me 
that  you  care  for  rae  a  little,  ami  I  will  lake  courage  to  tell 
you  the  real." 

"  lodeol,"  she  said.  "  yon  make  mc  quite  ashamed  ;  but 
confidence  for  confidence,  I  will  tell  you  this,  thai  I  have  never 
thought  of  any  one  biit  you  in  my  life.  I  looked  upon  yon 
as  one  of  those  men  lo  whom  a  woman  might  be  ptond  to 
belong,  and  I  did  not  dare  in  ho]>e  w  ^reai  a  thing  for  my 
self,  a  penniless  working-girl  with  no  prospects," 

"That  it  enough,  that  is  enough,"  he  answered,  sitting 
down  on  the  liar  by  the  weir,  for  they  h.-id  gone  to  and  fro 
like  mad  creatures  over  the  same  length  of  juthway. 

"What  is  the  mailer?"  she  a&ked,  her  voice  expressing 
for  ihe  iaiX  time  a  woman's  sweet  anxiety  for  one  who  be* 
loDg*  10  her. 

"  Nothing  bat  good,"  he  answered.     "  It  is  the  sight  ofa 
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wliole  liCeliMC  of  liap|jiiiess  thut  duxxlca  nie,  u  k  were ;  it  ii 
ovt-r whelming.  Why  am  I  liaijpkr  than  yoii?"  he  aslied, 
with  a  (ouch  of  sadn«s.      "  For  I   know  thai  I  am  h.ippicr." 

Eve  looked  at  David  wttli  mi»chicvous,  doub<rul  eyvs  llM 
asked  an  explanation. 

"  Dear  Eve,  1  am  taking  more  [lian  I  give.  So  I  >hall 
always  love  you  more  than  you  love  me,  t»cc3usc  I  hsve  more 
icason  to  love.     You  are  an  angel ;  I  am  «  man." 

"I  am  Dot  so  learned,"  Eve  said,  ftmiling.  "Hon 
you ■' 

"As  much  -is  you  love  I.uoien?"  he  broke  in. 

"  Enough  to  be  your  wife,  enough  to  devote  myself  to  yoo, 
to  try  not  to  add  anything  to  your  burdens,  for  we  shall  have 
some  Mruggks ;  il  will  not  be  quite  easy  at  first. " 

"  Dear  Eve,  have  you  known  that  I  loved  you  since  the  fiw 
day  I  saw  you?" 

"Where  15  the  woman  who  does  not  feel  that  she  is  loved?" 

"  Now  let  me  get  rid  of  your  srruple*  as  to  my  imaginary 
riches.  I  am  a  poor  man,  dear.  Ve^,  it  pleased  my  father 
to  ruin  me ;  he  made  a  speculation  of  me,  as  a  good  nuny  so- 
called  benefactors  do.  If  I  make  a  fortune,  ii  will  be  entirely 
through  you.  Thai  is  not  a  lover's  sjiccch,  but  sober,  serious 
earnest.  I  ought  to  tell  you  about  my  faulis,  for  ll»ey  are  ci- 
ceedingly  bad  ones  in  a  man  who  has  his  way  to  make.  My 
character  and  babiu  and  favorite  occu[>aiions  all  unfit  me  for 
business  and  money-getting,  and  yet  we  can  only  make  money 
by  some  kind  of  industry ;  if  I  have  some  faculty  for  ilic  dis- 
covery of  goM-mine$,  I  am  singularly  ill  adapicd  for  getting 
the  gold  out  of  them.  Bui  you  who,  for  your  brother's  nke, 
went  into  the  smalleil  details,  with  a  talent  for  thrift,  and  the 
|>alient  watchfulness  of  the  b»tn  man  of  bminess,  you  will  reap 
the  liarvesi  that  I  shall  sow.  The  present  state  of  things,  fo» 
I  have  lieen  like  one  of  the  family  for  a  long  time,  weighs  so 
heavily  upon  me,  that  I  have  spent  days  and  niphts  in  search 
of  some  way  ofmaking  a  fortune.    I  know  something  of  chem- 
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istry,  and  a  knowledge  of  comtncrcisl  rcquiTemenis  has  put 
mt  <M  tlK  scent  or  a  discovery  that  is  likely  to  ]uy.  I  can 
9aj  nothing  as  yd  aboiic  it ;  iherc  will  be  a  lu<i{;  while  to  wait ; 
pcih.tpt  for  some  years  wc  may  have  a  liatil  lime  of  it ;  but 
I  sliall  Aitd  out  how  to  make  a  commercial  article  at  last, 
Oiliers  are  Inisy  making  the  unic  rcsearcltn,  and  if  1  am  firct 
in  the  field,  vc  shall  have  a  large  fonunc.  I  have  said  notliing 
to  Lucico.  bb  enihiMavtic  nature  would  spoil  everything ;  he 
would  contort  my  Itopes  into  realities  anil  begin  to  live  like 
a  loTil,  and  jwrhapi  get  into  debt.  So  keep  my  secret  for  me. 
Your  tweet  aivd  dear  companionihip  will  be  consolation  in 
itself  doring  lite  long  time  of  ex|>criincntt  and  the  desire  to 
gain  wealth  for  you  and  Liicien  will  give  me  persistence  and 
tenacity " 

"  I  had  guessn)  ihii  too,"  Eve  uid.  interni[>ting  him  ;  "  1 
knew  that  you  were  one  of  lho»c  inventors,  like  my  poor 
father,  who  must  have  a  woman — mother,  wife,  or  sister'— to 
ukc  care  of  thcro." 

*'  Tlien  you  love  me  I  Ah  1  say  so  without  fear  to  mc,  who 
saw  a  symbol  of  my  love  for  you  in  your  name.  Ew  was  the 
one  woman  in  the  world ;  if  it  was  true  in  the  outward  wrorld 
for  Adam,  it  is  Inic  again  in  the  inner  world  of  my  heart  for 
me.     My  God  !  do  you  love  me?" 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  lengthening  out  the  word  ai  if  to  make  it 
cover  the  extent  of  feeling  exprcsed  by  a  single  syllable. 

"  Well,  let  us  ait  here,"  he  said,  and  taking  Eve's  hand,  he 
went  to  a  great  baulk  nf  timber  lying  below  the  wheels  of  b 
inper-miU.  "  I.ct  me  breathe  the  evening  air,  atid  hear  the 
frogs  croak,  and  watch  the  moonlight  quivering  upon  the 
river ;  let  me  take  all  this  world  about  us  into  my  soul,  for  it 
seems  to  me  tlut  ray  happiness  is  written  large  over  it  all  ;  1 
am  seeing  it  for  t1ie  first  lime  in  all  its  splendor,  lighte^i  up  by 
lore,  grown  fair  through  yoo.  Eve,  dearest,  this  it  the  fini 
moinent  of  pure  and  unmixed  joy  that  fate  has  given  to  me  1 
S  do  not  think  ihal  Lucicn  cjtn  be  as  happy  as  I  am." 
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David  felt  Eve's  hand,  dami>  stnd  quivcnnj;  in  Itii  owD, 
and  u  tear  fell  upon  ii. 

"  May  t  not  know  ilic  iwcrel  ?  "  she  pteadcd  cooxingly  of 
her  lover. 

"  You  liavc  a  x\^\X  lo  know  it,  for  your  faihcr  was  inter- 
ested in  tlic  mutter,  and  tu-day  it  is  a  prcKing  qutrstioo,  and 
for  this  reason.  Since  the  downfnll  of  the  Empire,  calicu  lut 
coruc  more  and  more  into  use,  because  it  Li  so  much  cheaper 
than  linen.  At  tltc  prexnt  moment  pa|>er  is  made  of  a  mix- 
ture of  hemp  and  linen  rags,  but  the  raw  maierial  is  dear,  and 
the  cxiwnsc  naturally  retards  the  grvai  advance  which  ihe 
French  j)ress  is  bound  to  make.  Now  you  cannot  incieoM 
Ihe  output  of  linen  rags,  a  given  population  gives  a  jwetty 
constant  result,  and  il  only  increases  with  the  l>irthTale.  To 
malce  any  perceptible  dillercnce  in  the  |X>pulalion  for  thic 
purpoic,  it  would  take  a  quarter  of  a  century  and  a  great  rev- 
olution in  habits  of  life,  liadc,  and  agriculture.  And  if  the 
supply  of  linen  rags  is  not  enough  to  meet  one-half  nor  one- 
third  of  the  demand,  some  cheaper  material  than  linen  rags 
must  be  found  for  cheap  paper.  This  deduction  is  bated  on 
facts  that  came  under  my  knowledge  here.  T!»e  Angonldnc 
jjaper-makere,  llie  last  to  use  pure  linen  rags,  say  that  llic  pro- 
portion of  cotton  in  the  pulp  has  increased  to  a  frightful  ex- 
tent of  late  years." 

In  answer  lo  a  question  from  E\-e,  who  did  not  know  what 
"pulp"  meant,  David  gave  an  account  of  paper-nviking, 
which  will  not  be  out  of  place  in  a  volume  which  owes  it« 
existence  in  book  form  to  the  paper  industry  no  less  than  to 
Ihe  printing-press;  bnt  the  long  dtgreuion,  doubtless,  hut 
bc«l  be-condenscd  at  the  first. 

Paper,  an  invention  not  l«s  marvelous  than  the  oilier  de- 
pendent inveniion  of  printing,  was  known  in  ancient  linies 
in  China.  Thence  by  the  unrecognized  channels  of  cotn- 
mercc  the  art  reached  Asia  Minor,  where  paper  was  made  in 
the  year  750,  according  lo  tradition,  a  paper  made  of  cotton 
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reduced  to  a  \iui\>  and  boiled.  Parchntcnt  had  become  lO 
trxticmeljr  dear  tliat  a  chfa\t  subitiiute  wm  discovered  io  an 
imitaiion  of  the  cotton  [lapcr  kuowii  in  tltc  EaxI  -is  tharla 
bom^fiita.  1*he  imitation,  made  from  ni|[s,  was  first  made  at 
Basel,  in  1170,  by  a  colony  of  Creek  refugees,  according  to 
sotiK  amhoriliea ;  or  at  Padtu,  in  1^1,  by  an  Italian  lumcd 
Pax,  according  to  others.  In  iHcne  ara)-s  ilic  manufacture  of 
paper  was  perfected  slowly  and  in  obMrurity  ;  Uit  this  much 
ii  certain,  tliat  so  early  as  the  reign  of  Charles  VI.  pajter  putp 
for  playing  car<U  ina  made  in  Paris. 

When  iltoK;  mtnmrtaU,  FjusI,  Coster,  and  Gutenberg,  in- 
vented the  book,  craftsmen  as  obscure  as  many  a  great  artitt 
of  those  times  apjiropriaied  paper  to  tiK  uses  of  typograiitiy. 
Ill  the  fifteenth  century,  that  naive  and  vigorous  age,  namn 
were  given  lu  the  various  fonnalt  as  well  an  to  the  difl<erent 
itaei  of  type,  names  that  bear  the  impress  of  the  naTreti  of 
the  times;  aiHl  the  variotis  sheets  came  to  be  knoirn  by  the 
drtfeTCRt  walermaiks  on  their  centm  ;  tlie  grapes,  the  figure 
of  out  Saviour,  tlie  crown,  the  shield,  or  the  l)ower-|K)i,  just 
as,  at  a  later  tlay,  the  eagle  of  Napoleon's  lime  gave  the  nanw 
to  the  ■*  double  eagle  "  site.  And  in  the  snmc  way  the  types 
were  called  Cicero,  Sain  I.Augustine,  and  Canon  type,  because 
they  were  lirxt  laed  to  print  the  treatises  of  Cicero  and  iheo- 
logtcal  and  limrfrical  works.  Italics  are  so  called  because 
they  were  invfnieil  in  Italy  by  Ahliis  nf  Venice. 

Before  the  invention  of  machine-made  paper,  which  can  be 
woven  iu  any  length,  the  largest  siird  sheets  were  the  grand 
jitui  (lit.  great  )esis,  a  term  for  super-royal),  and  the  doaUc 
columbicr  (this  last  being  scarcely  used  now  except  for  atlases 
or  engravings),  and  tlve  siae  of  paper  for  printeis'  use  was 
determined  by  the  dimensions  of  the  imprenion-stone.  When 
David  explained  these  things  10  Ere,  vretvpaiier  w»  almost 
undreamed  of  in  France,  although,  about  1799,  IVnis  Robert 
4'Esaonne  had  invented  a  machine  for  tnrning  out  a  ribbon  of 
paper,  and  Didt>l-Saint-L6ger  had  since  tried  (o  perfect  it. 
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The  vellum  paper  invented  by  Ambroise  Didot  only  d«t« 
bock  OS  br  as  1 7iio. 

This  birdVeye  vii:w  of  the  history  of  the  inventien  •hows 
inconteslably  that  great  industrial  and  intellectual  advances 
are  made  exceedingly  slowly,  ai\(l  little  by  liliie,  even  as  bj- 
ture  herself  proceeds.  Perhaps  articulate  speech  and  the  art 
of  writing  were  gradually  developed  in  the  same  groping  way 
as  typography  and  paper-making. 

"  Rag-pickers  collect  all  the  mgs  and  old  linen  of  Europe," 
ihe  printer  concluded,  "  and  buy  any  kind  of  tusue.  The 
Ts^  are  sorted  and  warehoused  by  the  wholesale  rag  mer- 
chants, who  supply  the  paper-mills.  To  give  you  some  idea 
of  the  extent  of  the  trade,  j-ou  must  know,  mademoiselle,  thM 
in  tSi4  Cardon  the  banker,  owner  of  the  pulping  troughs  of 
Buges  and  Langlie  (where  l^orier  de  Tide  endeavored  in 
r775  to  solve  the  very  problem  that  ocnipied  yonr  Cither), 
Cardon  brought  an  action  against  one  Proust  for  an  error  in 
weights  of  two  millions  in  a  total  of  ten  million  pounds' 
weight  of  rags,  worth  about  four  million  francs  I  The  man- 
ufacturer washes  the  rags  and  reduces  them  to  a  thin  pulp, 
which  is  strained,  exactly  as  a  cook  strains  sauc«  through  a 
sieve,  through  an  iron  frame  with  a  fine  wire  bollora  wliere 
the  mark  which  gives  its  name  to  the  size  of  the  paper  is 
woven.  The  size  of  this  mould,  as  it  is  called,  regulates  the 
siie  of  the  sheet. 

"  When  I  was  with  the  Meraieurs  Didol,"  David  continued, 
"they  were  very  ranch  interested  in  this  question,  and  they 
are  still  interested  ;  for  the  improvement  which  your  father 
endeavored  lo  make  is  a  great  eommercUl  requirement,  and 
[  one  of  the  crying  needs  of  the  time.  And  for  this  reason : 
although  linen  lasts  so  much  longer  than  cotton,  that  it  is  in 
reality  cheaper  in  the  end,  the  poor  wotiM  rather  make  the 
smaller  outlay  in  the  first  inMance,  and  hy  virlne  of  the  law  of 
Vat  vktii!  pay  enormously  more  tjcfore  they  have  done. 
The  middle  classes  do  the  same.     So  there  is  a  scarcity  of 
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linm.  tn  EngUnd,  where  foui-fifths  of  the  population  use 
cotton  to  tlie  exclusion  or  linen,  they  make  nothing  but 
cotton  paper.  The  coilon  paper  is  very  soft  and  easily  crcued 
to  begin  with,  and  it  has  a  furilier  defect :  ic  U  «o  soluble  that 
if  you  steep  a  book  made  of  cottott  [lajier  in  mier  fur  fifteen 
minutes  it  tunit  to  a  pulp,  while  an  uld  book  left  in  water 
fur  a  couple  of  hours  it  not  B)ioiled.  You  could  dry  the  old 
book,  and  ilic  pogcs,  though  yellow  and  faded,  would  still  be 
legible,  the  work  would  not  be  destroyed. 

"There  is  a  time  corning  when  legislation  will  equaliie  our 
fortunes,  and  we  $hall  all  be  poor  together ;  we  tliall  want  our 
linen  and  our  books  to  be  cheap,  just  as  people  are  beginning 
to  prefer  snull  piciurcs  bccau&e  tltcy  luvc  not  wall  space 
enough  for  large  ones.  Well,  the  sliins  and  tlte  books  will 
not  lost,  th.1t  is  all;  it  is  the  same  on  .ill  stdcs,  solidity  is 
dying  out.  So  ibis  problem  is  one  of  the  first  importance  for 
literature,  science,  and  politics. 

"One  day,  in  my  ofhct,  there  was  a  hot  diicuwion  going 
cm  about  the  material  thai  ihe  Chinese  use  for  making  paper. 
Their  paper  is  Ear  better  than  ours,  because  the  raw  malerial 
is  better  ;  and  a  good  deal  was  said  about  this  thin,  light 
Chinese  paper,  for,  if  it  is  light  and  thin,  the  texture  is  close, 
there  are  no  transjuirent  spots  in  it.  In  Parts  lliere  are  learned 
men  among  the  i>rinten;' readers;  Fotirier  and  Pierre  Leroux 
are  LAcherard lire's  readers  at  this  moment ;  and  the  Comie 
de  Saint-Simon,  who  happened  to  be  correcting  prooft  for  us, 
came  in  in  the  middle  of  the  discussion.  He  told  us  at  once 
(hat,  according  to  Kcmpfer  and  du  Hatde,  the  BroHttenttia 
furnishes  the  tulMtsnce  of  the  Chinese  paper ;  ii  ti  a  ve^tabte 
snbtlance  (like  linen  or  cniion  for  that  mailer).  Another 
reader  maintained  thai  Chinese  paper  was  principally  made 
of  an  animal  siihttanre,  to  wii,  (he  silk  that  is  abundant  there. 
They  made  a  bet  about  it  in  my  presence.  The  Mcssietiis 
Didot  are  printers  to  the  Institute,  so  naturally  they  referred 
llie  question  to  that  learned  body.     Monsieur  MaKel,  who 
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used  to  be  superiiitcndcnt  of  the  Royal  PriniiDg  E&iabluli- 
inrai,  wu  miipirc,  and  he  »cn(  the  iwro  rcadcre  to  Monswvr 
I'AbM  Gruzier,  libraiiaii  at  ihc  Ai^eiial.  By  ihe  abb6't  dr- 
cUion  tlicy  lioili  losi  ibeii  wagen.  The  (>a|>ei  wu  not  nude 
of  silk  nar  yet  from  ihe  Brouitonelia  ;  tlie  \>o\\i  |>iuvcd  to  be 
the  triturated  fibre  of  some  kind  of  bamboo.  Hie  Abbt 
Groiier  had  a  Chinnic  book,  an  iconograpliical  u>d  techno- 
logical work,  with  a  great  many  picture*  in  il,  tllii^tntling  all 
the  diifctent  procvsoca  of  [xtpcr-innkin^,  and  he  showed  nt  a 
[liclure  of  a  workshop  with  the  bamboo-stalks  lying  in  a  heap 
in  the  comer ;  it  was  extTemely  well  drawn. 

"  Lucien  told  me  that  your  father,  with  the  intuition  of  a 
man  of  talent,  had  a  glimmering  of  a  notion  of  some  wajr  of 
legilacing  linen  rags  with  at>  exceedingly  common  vegetable 
|>rodnct,  not  previously  niamifac lured,  but  Idken  direct  from 
the  soil,  as  the  Chinese  use  vegetable  fibre  at  Rrst  band.  1 
have  claisified  the  guesses  made  by  tliote  who  came  Ix'fore  me, 
and  have  begun  lo  study  llic  question.  The  bamboo  is  a  kind 
of  reed  ;  naturally  I  began  to  think  of  the  rccds  that  grow  bcie 
in  Fraoce. 

"Ijibor  il  very  cheap  In  China,  where  a  workman  earn 
three  cents  a  day,  and  this  cheapncM  of  labor  enables  Ihe 
Chinese  lo  maniimlale  each  sheet  of  paper  separelely.  Thity 
take  it  out  of  ihc  mould  and  jircta  it  between  heated  tablets  of 
white  porcelain,  that  is  the  secret  of  the  surface  and  consistence, 
the  lightness  and  satin  smoothness  of  the  best  paper  in  the 
world.  Well,  here  in  Eiiro|)e  the  work  must  be  done  by  ma- 
chinery; machinery  mmt  take  the  plare  of  cheap  Chinese 
labor,  [f  we  could  but  succeed  in  making  a  cheap  paper  of 
as  good  .1  quality,  the  weight  and  thickness  of  pfinicd  booka 
would  be  reduced  by  more  than  one-half.  A  set  of  Voltairei 
printed  on  our  woven  pjiper  and  Iwund,  weijin  alioiit  two 
hundred  and  fifty  pound* ;  it  would  only  weigh  fifty  if  we 
used  Chinese  pa]>er.  That  surely  would  be  a  triumph,  for  the 
bousing  of  many  books  ha-tcome  lo  be  a  difficulty;  everyiliing 
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has  grown  smaller  or  late ;  this  it  not  an  >ge  of  giants ;  men  i 
tuvc  shrunk,  evcrj'thiiig  about  ihcm  iliriiiks,  and  hou&e-footal 
tiiio  llic  Latgaiii.    Great  mansions  and  great  suites  of  rooms  I 
will  be  3boIUhetl  »uotier  or  later  in  Paris,  for  no  one  will  altord 
to  live  in  the  great  houses  buJIi  by  our  fotefailien.     WIm  a 
disgrace  for  our  nge  if  none  of  ii«  books  slioul<l  last !     Dutch 
jupcr — that  is,  piper  made  from  flax — will  be  <iuite  uitolriiin- 
able  in  ten  yean>'  time.     Well,  youi  broilvcr  (old  mc  of  this 
idea  of  your  father's,  ihis  plan  for  using  vegetable  fibre  ia 
paper-nuking,  so  you  see  thai,  if  I  succeed,  you  have  a  right 

Lucicn  came  up  at  this  moment  aixl  JnterrujiMed  David's 
generous  assertion. 

"  I  do  not  know  whether  you  have  found  the  eveotng 
plejuani,"  said  he ;  "  it  lixt  been  a  cruel  time  for  rue." 

"  Poor  Lucier)  t  what  can  have  happened  i  "  erted  Eve,  a* 
she  saw  her  brother's  excited  face. 

1'lie  poet  told  the  history  of  his  agony,  pouring  out  a  flood 
of  clamorous  thoughts  into  those  friendly  heaits,  Eve  and 
David  listening  in  pained  silence  to  a  torrent  of  woes  that 
exhibited  such  gnratness  and  such  jMitineE. 

"  Monsieur  dc  U^rgclon  is  an  old  doUrd.  The  indigestion 
will  carry  hitu  off  before  long,  no  doubt,"  Luden  said,  u  b« 
mode  an  end,  "  and  then  1  will  look  down  on  iheie  proud  peo- 
pl; ;  I  will  marry  Madame  de  Bargelon.  I  read  to-night  in  her 
eyes  a  love  a*  great  as  mine  for  her.  Yes,  she  fell  all  ihal  I 
fell ;  she  comforted  me ;  she  is  at  great  and  noble  as  she  b 
gracious  and  beautiful,     ^e  will  never  give  me  up." 

"  It  is  time  that  life  wax  made  imooth  for  him,  is  ir  not  ?** 
murmured  David,  and  for  answer  Eve  pressed  his  arm  without 
speaking.  David  gues<«d  her  thoughts  and  began  at  once  to 
tell  Liicien  about  his  own  plans. 

If  Lticten  was  full  uf  his  truubles,  the  lovers  were  quite  M 
full  of  themselves.  So  absorbed  were  they,  so  eager  that 
Lucien  should  spprove  their  happiitess.  that  neither  Eve  not 
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David  so  much  as  nolic«d  his  lUcI  of  niiprive  al  tltc  netre. 
MiiK.  de  Uargcton's  lover  liad  hccn  dreaming  of  a  great 
match  for  his  sisier ;  he  would  reach  a  high  position  first,  and 
then  secure  himself  by  an^  alliance  with  some  family  of  inflo- 
ence,  and  hcic  was  one  more  obstacle  in  his  way  to  succevl 
Hii  hopes  were  dashed  to  the  ground.  "  If  Madame  de  Barp- 
Ion  consenis  to  be  Madame  de  Rubempr^,  )>he  would  never 
care  to  have  David  Sichard  for  a  brotlier-in-Uw  1  " 

This  staled  clearly  and  precisely  was  the  thought  that  lor- 
lured  Lucien's  inmost  mind.  "Louise  is  right  I  "  be  thought 
bitterly.  "  A  man  with  a  career  before  htm  i«  never  under- 
stood by  his  family." 

If  the  marriage  had  not  been  announced  immediately  aftcf 
Lucien's  fancy  had  put  M.  de  Bar^eton  to  death,  he  would 
have  been  radiant  with  heartfelt  delight  at  (he  ncw^  If  be 
had  thought  suberly  over  the  probable  future  of  a  beautiful 
and  penniless  girl  tike  Eve  Chardon,  he  would  have  seen  that 
Thin  marriage  was  a  piece  of  unhoped-for  good  fortune.  Bat 
he  was  living  just  now  in  a  golden  dream;  he  hsd  soared 
above  all  barrier;  on  the  wings  of  an  if;  he  had  seen  a  vision 
of  himself,  rising  above  society;  and  it  was  painful  to  drop  so 
suddenly  down  to  hard  fact. 

Eve  and  David  both  thought  thai  their  brotlxr  was  over, 
come  with  the  sense  of  such  generosity  ;  to  them,  with  their 
nobler  natures,  the  silent  consent  was  a  sign  of  inie  friend- 
ship. David  began  to  describe  with  kindly  and  cordial  elo- 
quence the  happy  fortunes  in  store  for  them  all.  UtKlwcked 
by  protests  put  in  by  Eve,  he  furnished  his  second  floor  with 
a  lovet's  lavi&hne&s,  built  a  third  floor  with  boyish  good  faith 
for  Lucien,  and  rooms  above  the  shed  for  Mme.  Chardon— 
he  meant  to  be  a  son  to  her.  In  short,  he  made  the  whole 
family  so  h.ippy  and  his  brother-in-law  so  independent  that 
l.ncien  fell  under  the  spell  of  David's  voice  and  Eve's  carcssea, 
and,  as  ihcy  went  through  the  shadows  beside  the  still  Char- 
cntc,  a  gleam  io  the  warm  star-Ill  night,  lie  forgot  the  sharp 
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crown  of  tbomt  that  h^d  Iwcn  pressed  u))on  his  head.  "  M. 
dc  Rubriiipiti"  (liwovcrnl  Uavjd's  rejil  natuic  in  Tact.  His 
Ucile  clmtactcr  returned  almost  at  oiilc  to  the  innocent,  hard- 
woiking  burgher  \\ix  tlut  he  knew ;  he  saw  it  tiaiidigured  mk) 
free  from  care.  The  butz  of  the  aiiMocraiic  world  grew 
tnore  and  roorr  remote ;  and  when  at  lengtli  they  came  upon 
ihe  paved  road  of  L'Hotimeau,  the  ambitious  poet  gruj>cil 
hts  brother's  hand,  and  made  a  third  in  the  joy  of  the  happy 
lovers. 

"  If  only  your  fattver  makes  no  objection  to  the  marriage," 
he  said. 

"  You  know  how  much  he  troables  himself  about  me ;  Ihe 
old  man  lives  for  himself,"  said  David.  "  But  I  will  go  over 
to  Marsac  lo-morrov  and  sec  him,  if  it  b  only  to  ask  leave  lo 
buiM." 

IXxvid  went  back  to  the  house  with  tlie  brotlter  and  sister, 
and  aikcd  Mnie.  Chardon's  content  lo  his  martuge  with  the 
ca^mesK  of  a  man  who  would  fain  hare  no  delay.  Ere's 
moiher  took  her  d augliier's  hand  and  gladly  laid  it  in  David's ; 
and  the  lover,  grown  bolder  on  this,  kbsed  his  fair  betrothed 
on  tlte  forehead,  and  she  flushed  red  and  smiled  at  him. 

"The  betrothal  of  the  poor,"  the  mother  said,  raising  her 
eyes  as  if  to  pray  for  heaven's  blessing  upon  them.  "Von 
are  brjtve,  my  boy,"  she  added,  looking  at  David,  "  but  we 
have  fallen  on  evil  fortune  and  1  am  afraid  lest  oar  bod-luck 
should  be  infectious." 

"  We  shall  be  rich  and  happy,"  David  said  earnestly.  "To 
begin  with,  you  must  not  go  out  nursing  any  more,  and  you 
roust  coroe  and  live  with  your  daughter  and  Lucien  in  An- 
goalEflie." 

The  three  bet;an  at  once  lo  tell  the  astonished  mother  all 
their  chartoing  plans,  and  ihe  family  |>any  gave  themselves 
ap  to  Ihe  pteiis'ire  of  chatting  and  weaving  a  romance,  in 
which  it  is  so  pleasant  loenjoy  fuiuru  happiness,  and  lo  store 
the  noBown  harvest.    They  had  to  put  David  out  at  the  door; 
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lie  could  hsve  wished  the  evening  to  last  for  ever,  aad  it 
was  one  o'clock  in  (he  morning  when  Lucica  and  his  futare 
brother-in-law  reached  ihc  Paki  Gate.  Tlie  unwonted  nrave- 
meiit  made  honest  Postel  uneaxy ;  he  opened  tlie  window,  and, 
toolcini;  through  the  Venetian  shultcRt,  he  saw  a  light  in  En's 
room. 

"  Wliat  can  be  happening  at  the  Chaidons?"  thought  he, 
and,  seeing  Lucicn  come  in,  he  called  out  to  hinn— 

"What  is  the  matter,  sonny  ?  Do  you  want  mc  to  do  any- 
thing?" 

"  No,  sir,"  returned  the  poet;  "  but  as  you  are  our  fnem), 
I  can  ttU  you  about  it  ;  tny  mother  hax  juxt  givcD  her  consent 
to  my  sifter's  engagement  lo  DAvid  Stchard." 

For  all  answer,  Postel  shut  the  window  with  a  hong,  in 
despair  that  he  had  not  asked  for  Mile.  Chardon  earlier. 

D.ivid,  however,  did  not  go  back  into  Angoulcmc ;  he  took 
the  road  to  Marsac  instead,  and  wjlke<l  ihiuugli  the  night  the 
whole  way  to  his  biher's  house.  He  went  along  by  the  stde 
of  the  croft  just  ns  the  sun  rose,  and  caaght  sight  of  the  old 
"bear's"  face  under  an  almond  tree  that  grew  out  of  the 
hedge. 

"Ooodday,  father,"  called  David. 

"  Why  I  is  it  you,  my  boy  i  How  come  you  to  be  out  on 
Ihc  road  at  this  time  of  day?  There  is  your  way  in,"  be 
added,  pointing  to  a  little  wicket  gate.  "My  vines  luve 
flowered,  and  not  a  shoot  h.^s  been  frosted.  There  will  be 
twenty  puncheons  or  more  to  the  acre  this  year;  but  then 
look  at  all  the  dung  that  has  been  put  ou  the  bnd  I  " 

"  Father,  I  liave  come  on  important  business." 

"Very  well;  how  are  your  presses  doing?  Yotl  muM  be 
making  hea[w  of  money  as  big  as  yourself." 

"  I  shall  some  day,  father,  but  I  am  not  very  well  olT  foA 
now." 

"They  all  tell  me  that  \  ought  not  to  put  on  to  moch 
manure,"  replied  his  father.     *■  The  gentry — that  is.  Monsieur 
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te  Muqois,  Moiuteur  le  Comie,  and  Monsieur  W)iit-do-yoii- 
call-'cm — SJiy  that  1  uu  Ictiing  down  the  qiuliiy  of  the  wine. 
What  is  tlic  good  of  book-lcariitog  cxixpc  lo  mtiddlc  yoiir 
wiu?  JoBt  you  liiiL-n:  these  geiitlemeii  get  sercn  or  some- 
times eight  puncheons  of  wine  to  the  acre,  and  they  acU  them 
for  sixty  franc*  a  piece,  ilul  means  four  hun<tred  francs  per 
acre  at  mint  in  a  good  year.  Now  I  make  tweni)  puncheons, 
and  gci  thirty  francs  a  piece  for  them— that  is  six  hundred 
francs!  And  where  are  they,  the  foots?  Quality,  quality, 
what  is  quality  to  me  ?  They  can  keep  their  qaality  for  then)' 
selvet,  these  I^ord  Marquitcs.  Quality  mearu  hard  caah  for 
Bftc,  that  is  what  it  means.     You  were  saying?-      " 

*'  I  am  going  to  be  married,  father,  and  I  have  come  to  ask 

for ■' 

"  Ask  me  for  what  7  Nothing  of  lite  sort,  my  boy.  Harry ; 
I  give  you  my  consent,  bul  as  for  giving  you  anything  else,  I 
haven't  a  i>ciiny  to  bins  myself  with.  Oicssing  the  soil  is  the 
ruin  of  me.  These  two  years  I  have  been  paying  money  out 
of  pocket  for  tO|>-dressiug,  and  taxes,  aiMl  expenses  of  all 
kinds;  government  eats  up  everything,  nearly  all  the  profit 
goes  to  the  government.  Tne  |K>or  growers  Itave  made  noilt- 
ing  iIksc  tiro  last  seasons.  This  year  things  don't  took  so 
bad  \  and,  of  course,  the  beggarly  puncheons  have  gone  up  to 
eleven  francs  already.  We  woik  to  put  money  into  the 
coojiets'  pockets.     Why,  are  you  going  to  mairy  before  the 

vint^e? " 

"  1  only  came  to  ask  for  your  consent,  father." 
"Oh  I  thai  is  another  thing.     And  who  is  the  victim,  if 
one  may  ask?" 

"  I  am  going  to  marry  Mademoiselle  Eve  Chardon." 
"  Who  may  she  be  ?    What  kind  of  victual  docssheeat?" 
"  Site  It  the  ilaitghter  of  the  late  Monsieur  CItardon,  the 
druggist  in  L'Houmeau." 

"You  are  going  to  marry  a  girl  out  of  I.'Houmeaa  I  _yMr/ 
I  burgess  of  Angouttme,  aod  printer  to  his  Bu)esty  I    This  is 
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what  comes  or  book-learning  I  Send  a  boy  lo  school  Torsooih  I 
Oh  J  well,  then  she  is  very  ricli,  is  she,  my  boy?"  and  ihe 
old  vine-srower  came  up  cloKr  iriili  >.  cRJoling  maaner  \  '*  if 
yoti  are  marrying  a  girl  oui  of  L'Mourucau,  it  mu^  be  becau»e 
she  has  lots  of  cash,  eh  ?  Good  I  you  wilt  pay  me  my  rent 
now.  There  are  two  years  and  oiie-quaiter  owing,  you  know, 
my  boy;  that  i$  two  thousand  seven  hun<lred  francs  alto- 
gether ;  the  money  will  come  just  in  the  nicic  of  time  lo  pay 
the  cooper.  If  it  was  anybody  else,  I  should  have  a  right  to 
ask  for  interest ;  for,  after  all,  business  is  business,  but  I  will 
let  you  off  the  interest.  Well,  how  much  has  she  f  " 
I      "  Jutl  as  much  as  my  mother  had." 

'  The  old  vine-grower  very  nearly  said,  •'  Tlien  she  hw  oolj 
ten  thousand  fiancs  I "  but  he  recollected  just  in  lime  Ibtf 
he  hud  declined  to  give  ;in  acount  of  her  fortune  to  her  son, 
and  exctaimeil,  "  She  has  nothing  I  " 

"  My  mother's  fortune  was  her  beauty  and  intelligence," 
said  David. 

"  You  just  go  into  the  market  and  see  what  yon  ran  get  for 
it  I  Sless  my  bulions  I  what  bad  luck  p-irenis  have  with  their 
children.  David,  when  I  married,  I  had  a  paper-cap  on  my 
head  for  my  whole  fortune,  and  a  pair  of  arnu ;  I  was  a  poor 
prenman  ;  hut  with  the  fine  ptinitng-house  that  I  gave  you, 
with  your  indnittry  and  yonr  c<1uration,  you  might  marry  a 
burgess'  daughter,  a  woman  with  thirty  or  forty  thousand 
francs.  Give  up  your  fancy,  and  I  will  find  you  a  wife  rtty- 
self.  There  is  some  one  about  three  miles  away,  a  miller's 
widow,  thirty-two  years  old,  with  a  hundred  thousand  francs 
in  land.  There  is  your  chance  I  You  can  add  her  property 
to  Marsac,  for  they  touch.  Ah !  what  a  fine  property  we 
should  have,  an<)  how  I  woutil  look  after  il  I  Tliey  say  sAe 
is  going  to  marry  her  foreman  Courlois,  but  yoa  are  the  better 
man  of  the  two.  I  would  look  after  the  mill,  and  she  should 
live  like  a  lady  up  in  Angotitime." 

<•  I  am  engaged,  father." 
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'*  David,  yon  know  aoihing  of  bioincu ;  you  will  niin 
your&cif,  I  ^ec,  Vtf»,  if  you  raarty  this  jirl  out  of  L'Houincati, 
I  iliall  square  accounts  and  summons  jrou  for  Ihc  rent,  for  I 
lee  iliat  no  guo<l  will  cnmc  of  ihii.  Oh  !  my  presses,  my 
poor  prnsci  I  ii  took  some  money  to  grease  you  and  keep  you 
going.  Nothing  but  a  guod  year  can  comfort  me  after  thU," 
hetaid. 

"  It  seerat  lo  me,  father,  ttiat  until  now  1  have  given  you 
rery  little  trouble " 

"  And  paid  mighty  little  rent,"  put  in  hii  parent. 

"  I  cnmc  to  aik  you  something  else  betide.  Will  you  build 
a  second  floor  to  your  house,  and  some  rooms  aboiv  the 
shed?" 

*'  Deaoe  a  bit  or  it ;  I  have  not  the  cath,  and  that  you 
know  Tight  well.  Beside,  it  would  be  money  thrown  clean 
■way,  for  what  would  it  bring  inp  Oh  t  you  get  up  early 
of  a  morning  lo  come  and  ask  me  lo  build  you  a  place  that 
would  ruin  a  king,  do  you  ?  Your  name  may  be  David,  but 
1  have  not  got  Solomon's  treasury.  Why,  you  are  mad  I  or 
they  changed  my  child  at  nurse.  There  is  one  for  yon  that 
will  hare  grapes  on  it,"  he  said,  intcmj|>ting  himself  to  |>oint 
out  a  shoot.  "  Offspring  of  this  sort  don't  disap]>oint  their 
psrcnu ;  you  dung  the  vines,  and  they  repay  you  for  it.  I 
seal  you  to  school ;  I  spent  any  amount  of  money  to  make  a 
■chobr  of  you ;  I  ient  you  to  the  Didots  to  learn  your  busi- 
ness; and  all  Ihii  fiincy  education  ends  in  a  daughter-in-law 
out  of  I.'Houmenti  without  a  penny  to  her  nanK.  If  )'0u  had 
not  studied  books,  if  I  had  ke[it  you  under  my  eye,  you  would 
hare  done  as  I  pic.ised,  and  you  would  be  marrying  a  miller's 
widow  this  day  with  a  hundred  tboisand  francs  in  hand,  to 
say  nothing  of  the  mill.  Oh  !  your  cleverness  leads  you  to 
imagine  that  I  am  going  to  reward  thii  line  »entiment  by  build- 
ing palaces  for  you,  does  it  ?  Really,  anybody  might  think 
tlut  the  lioute  that  has  been  a  hoiise  these  two  hundred  year^ 
was  nothing  but  a  p«gsly,  not  fit  for  the  girl  oat  of  L'Hou- 
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niMU  it>  sleep  in  !  Wiiai  next !  She  U  ilie  Qtiren  of  Prance, 
I  suppose." 

"  Verir  well,  rather,  I  will  build  tlie  second  Door  mywlf; 
tile  son  will  ini|iri>re  his  Ulher'.i  projierty.  It  is  not  the  uaoil 
w^y,  but  it  h3|>iicn:(  so  tometimcs." 

"Whst,  my  tad  I  you  can  find  money  for  bailding,  cwi 
you,  though  yoti  can't  find  nioney  to  pay  the  rent,  eh  ?  Yoa 
slydog,  to  come  round  your  fatlici." 

Tlie  qaestton  thus  raised  was  hard  to  lay,  for  the  old  maa 
was  only  too  delighted  to  SL-iie  an  ogipoituniiy  of  |>o&in{  ks  a 
good  faihet  without  disbiiising  a  ]icniiyi  ind  all  that  David 
could  obiJiin  was  his  bare  coniciu  to  the  marriage  and  free 
leave  to  do  what  he  lilted  in  the  house— at  his  own  expcoac; 
tlic  alil  "  bear,"  that  pattern  of  a  thrifty  parent,  kindly  con- 
KUting  not  lodemand  the  rent  and  drain  thesavings  to  which 
David  imprudently  owned.  David  went  iMck  again  in  kiw 
spiiits.  He  saw  that  he  could  not  reckon  on  his  rathcr's  heij) 
in  misfortune. 

In  Angoul^e  that  day  people  talked  of  nothing  bat  the 
tnthop's  epigram  and  Mme.  de  Bjrgeion's  reply.  Every 
lc43t  thing  that  happened  that  evening  wai  .to  much  exa^er- 
aled  and  embcUiilied  and  twisted  out  of  all  knowledge  that 
the  poet  became  the  hero  of  the  hour.  While  this  storm  in  a 
teacup  raged  an  high,*  few  drops  fell  among  the  i^urgtoitir;' 
young  men  looked  enviously  after  Lucien  as  he  passed  on  hit 
way  through  Bcaulieu,  and  he  overheard  chance  phnsei  that 
filled  him  with  conceit. 

"  There  is  a  lucky  young  fellow  !  "  said  an  attorney's  <:lcrk, 
named  Petit-Claud,  a  plain -featured  youth  who  had  Iwen  at 
school  with  Liicicn.  and  treated  him  with  small  patronizing 
airs. 

"  Yes,  lie  certainly  is,"  answered  one  of  the  young  men  who 
had  been  present  on  the  occasion  of  the  reading ;  "  be  is  a 

•  MtddU  claMs. 


good-loolcing  fellow,  lie  has  som«  brains,  aDd  Madame  de 
Bjrgctoii  ih  quilc  wild  about  him." 

Lucien  liad  uaitcd  im{>jinen[Iy  until  be  could  be  sure  of 
finding  Louixc  alone.  He  liad  to  break  ttve  tidings  of  his  sis- 
tet'it  roarrijge  lo  l)i«  arbiiresi  of  Ins  deaiinks.  Perhapt  after 
jrcslcrday's  «oiice  Louiw  would  be  kinder  than  usual,  and  her 
kindness  might  lead  to  a  mutncnt  of  happiness.  So  he  thought, 
and  he  was  not  mistaken  ;  Madame  de  Birgeton  mei  him  with 
a  vehemence  of  sentiment  thai  seemed  like  a  touching  progress 
of  iiuawn  to  the  novice  in  love.  She  abandoned  her  hands, 
h«r  beautiful  golden  haii  to  the  burning  kiiocs  of  the  poet  who 
had  passed  through  such  an  ordeal. 

"If  only  you  could  have  seen  your  face  whilst  you  w*ra 
reading,"  cri«I  Louise,  using  the  familiar  tu,  the  caress  of 
speech,  since  yesterday,  while  her  white  hands  wiped  the 
pearls  of  sweat  fVom  the  brows  on  whkli  she  Kt  a  poet's 
crown.  "  There  were  *i>irfcs  of  fire  in  those  beautiful  eyes  I 
l''rnni  your  lips,  as  I  watched  ihem,  there  fell  the  golden 
rhsins  ihnt  Mispend  i)ie  hearts  of  men  upon  tlte  poet's  mo*ilh. 
Voii  vhall  read  Ch^nier  through  tome  from  l>eginning  to  end  i 
lie  it  the  lorer's  poet.  You  shall  not  tie  unhappy  any  longer ; 
I  will  not  have  it.  Yes,  dear  angel.  I  will  make  an  oasis  for 
you,  there  yoii  shall  Mve  your  poet's  life,  soroethnei  buy, 
sometimes  languid ;  indolent,  full  of  work,  and  mining  by 
turns ;  Nil  never  forget  that  you  owe  your  laurels  to  me.  let 
that  thought  be  my  noble  giienlon  for  the  sufferings  which  I 
must  endure.  Poor  love  !  the  world  will  not  spare  me  any 
more  than  it  has  spared  you  ;  the  world  is  avenged  on  all 
happiness  in  which  it  has  no  share.  Yes,  I  shall  always  be  » 
mark  for  envy^^did  yo"  not  see  that  last  night  ?  The  Uood- 
ihinty  injects  are  quick  enough  to  drain  every  trouitd  thai 
they  pierce.  But  I  was  liappy ;  I  lived.  It  was  so  long  since 
all  my  heart -string?  vibrated," 

The  tears  Aowed  faM,  and  for  all  answer  lucien  look 
Louise's  hand  and  gave  it  a  lingering  kisi.     Every  one  about 
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him  soothed  and  camsed  the  pod's  vanity;  his  mother  and 
his  sister  and  David  and  Louise  now  did  the  ume.  Every 
one  helped  to  raise  the  imaginary  pedes [*1  on  wiiich  he  bad 
set  himself.  His  friend's  kiiidnes'i  and  ilic  fury  of  his  ene- 
mies combined  lo  establish  him  more  lirmly  in  his  self-con6- 
dent  ambition  ;  he  lived  in  an  unreal  world.  A  yoang  imag- 
ination readily  fali^  in  with  the  flattering  estimates  of  others, 
a  handsome  young  fellow  so  full  of  promise  fimU  oilien^  ca^er 
to  help  him  on  every  side,  and  only  aRer  one  or  two  sharp 
and  bitter  lessons  does  he  begin  to  sec  himself  as  an  ordinary 
mortal. 

"  My  benntiful  Ix>iii£e,  do  yon  mean  in  very  Inith  lo  be  mjr 
Beatrice,  a  Beatrice  who  condescends  to  be  loved?"  atlted 
Lucicn, 

Louise  raised  the  fine  eyes,  hitherto  down-dropped. 

"  If  you  show  yourself  worthy — some  day  I  "  she  said,  with 
vn  angelic  smile  wiiith  belied  her  words.  "Arc  you  ttol 
happy?  To  l)e  the  sole  pos^e^or  of  a  heart,  lo  s|)eak  freely 
at  all  timet  with  the  certainty  of  being  understood,  xt  not  this 
happiness?" 

"  Vcs,"  he  answered,  with  a  lover's  pout  of  vexation. 

*•  Child  !  "  she  extlaimcd,  laughing  at  him.  "  Come,  you 
have  somethini;  to  tell  me,  have  you  not?  Vou  came  in  ab- 
sorbed in  thought,  my  Lucieu." 

Liicicn,  in  fear  and  trembling,  confided  to  bis  beloved  that 
David  was  in  love  with  his  sister  Eve,  that  his  sister  Eve  was 
in  love  with  David,  and  that  the  two  were  to  be  married  very 
shortly. 

"  Poor  Lucien !  "  said  Louise  ;  "  he  was  afraid  he  should 
be  beaten  and  icotded,  as  if  it  was  he  himself  that  was  going 
to  be  married  I  Why,  where  i»  the  harm?"  she  continued, 
her  fingers  toying  wilh  Lucien**  hair.  "  What  is  your  family 
lo  me  when  yon  are  an  exception?  Suppose  that  my  father 
were  to  marry  his  cook,  would  that  trouble  you  much  ?  Dear 
boy,  lovers  are  for  each  other  their  whole  family.     Have  1  a 
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gml«r  inleml  iban  my  Lucieit  in  ihe  world?    Be  gital,  find 
the  way  to  win  fame,  that  is  our  affair  t  " 

This  aelfish  answer  made  Lucien  the  happiest  of  moriab, 
Bat  in  the  middle  of  Ihe  fantastic  reuoningi,  with  which 
L«uise  convinced  htm  that  they  two  were  alone  in  the  world, 
in  came  M.  de  Bargeton.  Lucien  frowned  and  xeemed  to  be 
taken  aback,  but  Louite  nude  Inm  a  nign  and  atketl  him  to 
slay  to  dinner  and  to  ir.td  Andr^  de  ChCnier  altiud  to  then 
until  people  arrived  for  their  evening  game  at  cards. 

"  You  will  give  her  pleasure,"  said  M.  de  Bargeton,  "  and 
me  aUo.  Nothing  suits  me  l>eitcr  than  lisientng  to  reading 
aloud  after  dinner." 

Cajoled  by  M.  dc  B.irgcton,  cajoled  by  I.ouise,  waited  upon 
with  the  respect  which  servants  show  to  a  favored  guest  of  the 
house,  Litcien  remained  in  the  HA:et  de  Itargeton,  and  began 
(o  think  of  the  luxuries  which  tie  cnjoyetl  for  the  time  being 
as  the  rightful  accessories  of  Lucien  de  Riibemprt.  He  felt 
his  [>osition  so  strong  through  Louise's  love  and  M.  dc  Barge- 
ton's  weakness,  that,  as  Ihe  rooms  filled,  he  assumed  a  lordljr 
air,  which  that  fair  lady  encouraged.  He  tasted  the  deltgbu 
of  d««|>otic  sway  which  N^Ts  had  acquired  by  r^ght  of  con* 
quc:it,  and  liked  to  share  with  him  ;  and,  in  short,  that  even- 
ing he  tried  to  act  up  to  the  part  of  the  lion  of  ■  little  town. 
A  few  of  ihoMwho  marked  these  aire  drew  their  own  conclu- 
sions from  them,  and  thought  that,  according  to  the  old  ex- 
pteuion,  he  had  come  to  the  last  term  with  the  lady.  Amdie, 
who  had  come  with  M.  du  Chiitelet,  was  sure  of  th«  deplor- 
aUe  bet,  in  a  comer  of  the  drawing-room  where  the  jealous 
and  envious  gathered  together. 

"  Do  not  think  of  calling  NaTs  to  account  for  the  vanity  of 
a  youngster,  who  is  as  proud  as  he  can  be  because  he  has  gn* 
into  society  where  he  never  expected  to  set  foot,"  said  Chite- 
tei.  "  Don't  you  see  that  thix  Chsrdon  tikes  the  civility  of 
a  woman  of  the  world  for  an  advance  ?  He  doea  not  kitow 
the  difference  between  the  Bilence  of  real  pasaion  and  Ihc 
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patronizing  graciousness  due  lo  his  good  looVs  and  youth  and 
laleni.  It  would  be  too  bad  if  women  were  t>lan)c()  for  all 
tlie  desires  which  they  inspire.  He  ccTlainly  ja  in  love  with 
ber,  but  as  for  NaTs " 

"Oh!  NaTs,"  echoed  the  pcrfidiom  Ain^Iie,  "Nil^  bwcD 
enough  pleased.  A  young  man's  love  has  so  many  altnctloot 
~al  her  age.  A  woman  grows  young  again  in  his  oomimny  ; 
she  is  a  girl,  and  arts  a  girl's  hesitation  and  mannrrs,  and 
docs  not  dreJiii  that  she  is  ridiculous.  Just  look  I  'lliink  of 
a  druggist's  ion  giving  himself  a  conqueror's  airs  with  Madame 
de  Bargeton." 

"  Love  knows  nought  of  high  or  low  degree,"  hummed 
Adrien. 

There  was  not  a  single  house  in  Angoultmc  next  day 
where  the  degree  of  intimacy  between  M.  Chardon  {ali^  de 
Rubemprd)  and  Mme.  de  Bar|;etun  w.is  not  discussed ;  and 
thotigli  the  utmost  cxivnt  of  ihcir  gtiilt  amounted  lo  two  or 
three  kissels,  the  world  already  chose  to  believe  the  worst  of 
both.  Mme-  de  Bargeton  paid  the  petialiy  of  her  M>vereigT)ty. 
Among  the  varioiw  cccentricitie*  of  society,  have  yoti  never 
noticed  its  erratic  j'ldgment.'i  and  the  unaccountable  difTei- 
enccs  in  the  standard  it  rvquiies  of  this  or  that  man  or 
woman.  There  are  some  persons  who  may  do  anything ;  tltey 
may  Ixhave  totally  irrationally,  anythiuj;  becomes  them,  and 
it  is  who  shall  be  first  to  justify  their  conduct ;  then,  on  the 
other  hand,  there  are  those  on  whom  the  world  is  unaccount- 
ably severe,  they  mnM  Ho  everything  well,  they  are  not  allowed 
to  fail  nor  to  m:ikc  mistaken,  at  their  peril  they  do  anything 
foolish;  you  might  compare  these  last  to  the  much-admired 
ftatuet  which  must  come  down  at  once  from  their  pedestal  if 
the  froM  clip*  off  a  nose  or  a  finger.  They  are  not  permitted 
to  be  human ;  they  are  required  to  be  for  ever  divine  and  for 
ever  impeccable.  So  on^  glance  exchanged  l>etween  Kfme. 
de  Bargeton  and  l.ucicn  oiilweighed  twelve  years  of  Ziiine's 
connection  with  Francis  in  (he  social  balance  ;  and  a  squeew 
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of  the  hand  drew  down  al)  the  thundera  of  the  Charenie  upoB 
I  he  lovcn. 

David  had  brought  a  titile  secret  hoard  back  viih  him  from 
Par»,  and  it  wm  this  sum  that  he  set  aside  for  the  ex|MM)sea  of 
his  roariiige  and  for  the  butlding  of  the  second  floor  in  hti 
father's  house.  His  father's  house  it  was;  but,  after  all,  wa« 
he  not  working  for  hinueU?  It  would  all  be  hit  agnin  tome 
dzjr,  and  his  father  wa*  xiaty-eight  years  old,  So  David  built 
a  timbered  second  story  for  I^cien,  so  as  not  lo  put  too  great 
a  strain  on  the  old  riOcd  Itouse- walls.  He  took  pleasure  in 
making  tlK  rooms  where  the  fair  Eve  was  lo  spend  her  life  as 
brave  as  might  be. 

It  was  a  lime  of  t>lithe  and  nnmixed  happinos  for  the 
friends.  Lucien  was  tired  of  the  shabbincss  of  provincial 
life  and  weary  of  titc  sordid  frugnlity  thai  looked  on  a  five- 
franc  piece  as  a  fortune,  biil  he  bore  the  hardships  and  the 
pinching  thrift  without  grumbling.  His  moody  looks  had 
been  succeeded  by  an  expre»ion  of  radiant  ho)>e.  He  saw 
the  star  shining  above  his  head,  he  had  dreams  of  a  great  iim« 
to  come,  and  built  the  fabric  of  his  good  forlune  on  M.  de 
EargetonS  tomb.  M.  dc  Bargeton,  troubled  with  indigestion 
from  time  to  tioK,  clierished  the  happy  delusion  that  indiges- 
tion aher  itinner  was  a  complaint  to  be  cured  by  a  hearty 
soppcr. 

By  the  beginning  of  September,  I.urien  had  cea^  to  be  a 
printer's  foreman  ;  he  was  M.  de  Rubcmpri,  housed  suni[>tti- 
OMity  in  comparison  with  his  late  quarters  in  the  tnmbledown 
attic  with  the  dormer  window  wl>ere  "  young  Cliardon  "  had 
lived  in  L'Hoitmean;  he  wat  not  even  a  "man  of  I.'Hoih 
meau ;"  he  lived  in  the  heights  of  Aiigouieme,  and  diived  fimr 
limes  a  week  with  Mme.  de  Bargelon.  A  friendship  hatt  grown 
lip  between  M.  de  Rubempr6  and  the  bishop,  and  he  went  to 
the  palace.  His  occupations  put  him  upon  a  level  with  the 
highest  rank  ;  his  name  would  be  one  day  among  the  grratesi 
name*  of  France :  and,  in  truth,  as  he  went  to  and  fro  in  liii 


134  LOST  ILLUSIONS. 


aparitncnts,  the  prelly  sit  ling- room,  the  charming  bedroocD, 
and  the  usiefully  runiislicd  giudy,  he  ini^lit  console  himself  for 
the  iliouglit  that  he  dtew  thirty  francs  every  month  oat  of  hii 
mother's  and  sister's  hard  earninj^s;  for  )k  mw  the  day  ap- 
proaching when  "  Kn  Archer  of  Cliatles  IX.,"  the  hiitorical 
romance  on  which  he  had  been  at  woric  for  two  year%  and  a 
volume  of  verse  entitled  "  M^rguciites,"  should  spread  bb 
&me  through  the  world  of  literature,  and  bring  in  money 
enough  to  repay  them  all,  his  mother  ai>d  smcr  and  DnM. 
So,  grown  great  in  hit  own  eyes,  and  giving  ear  to  the  echoes 
of  his  name  in  the  future,  he  would  accept  present  ucnfices 
with  noble  aasurancc;  he  smiled  at  his  poverty,  be  relbhed 
the  sense  of  these  last  days  of  iicmiry. 

Eve  and  David  had  set  Lucicn's  hapj^iness  before  their  owo. 
They  h^  put  off  ihetr  wedding,  for  ii  took  some  time  lo 
paper  and  p.iint  their  rooms  and  to  buy  the  furniture,  and 
Lucicn's  affairs  bad  been  settled  first.  No  one  who  kiKW 
LucieD  could  wonder  si  iheir  devotion.  Lacicn  was  so  en- 
gaging, he  bad  such  winning  ways,  his  impatience  and  hb 
desires  were  so  graciously  expressed,  lliat  his  cause  was  alwan 
won  before  he  opened  his  mouih  lo  speak.  Thi*  unlucky  gift 
of  fortune,  if  it  be  the  salvation  of  some,  is  ihe  ruin  of  many 
more.  Lucien  and  bis  like  find  ihe  world  predisposed  in 
favor  of  youih  and  good  looks,  and  ready  to  protect  those 
who  give  it  pleasure  with  the  selfish  good-nature  that  flings 
alms  to  a  beggar  if  he  ap|)eals  to  the  fcelii)^  and  awakens 
emotion  ;  aixt  in  this  favor  many  a  grown  child  i*  conieni  to 
bask  instead  of  putting  it  to  a  profitable  use.  With  mistaken 
notions  as  to  the  signific.-ince  and  the  motive  of  social  rela- 
tions, they  imagine  that  they  shall  alwa}-s  meet  with  deceptive 
smiles ;  and  to  at  last  the  moment  comes  tor  them  when  the 
woi'M  leaves  them  bald,  9.trip|>ed  bare,  without  fortune  or 
woiih,  hke  an  chlerly  coqticlle  t>y  the  door  of  a  talon,  or  a 
stray  rag  in  the  gutter. 

Eve  herself  hail  wished  for  the  delay.     She  meant  lo  cslab- 
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Ulh  the  litlle  houiieliold  on  the  most  economical  rooting,  and 
to  buy  only  siiict  necessaries ;  but  whai  could  two  lovers  Tftvifx 
10  a  Wolhci  who  walclied  his  stiicr  at  her  work,  ami  said  in 
loiKS  that  came  from  llie  lieart,  "  How  I  wiih  1  could  sew|" 
The  solter,  nlnervan;  Uavid  had  Khured  in  the  devotion  ;  and 
yet,  itncc  Lucien't  tnumph,  David  had  watched  him  witli 
n)i»giringa;  lie  was  afiaitl  that  Lticien  would  change  toward 
them — afraid,  also,  that  he  would  look  down  upon  Itieir 
homely  ways.  Once  or  twice,  to  try  his  brother,  David  had 
made  him  cho<«  between  home  plcatutei  and  the  jfreat  world) 
and  Mw  that  l.ucien  gave  up  the  detight.t  of  vanity  for  them, 
and  eiclaimed  lo  himself,  '*  They  will  not  spoil  him  for  in  I  '* 
Now  and  again  tlie  three  friertdt  and  Mme.  Chardon  arranged 
picnic  panics  in  provincial  fashion — a  walk  in  the  woods 
along  the  Oiarenie,  not  far  from  AngoiiKmc,  and  dinner  out 
on  the  gnus,  David's  apprentice  bringing  the  bosket  of  pro- 
visions to  some  place  appointcil  beforehand ;  and  at  night 
ihey  would  come  hack,  tired  itontcwhat,  but  the  whole  excur- 
sion liad  not  cwtt  three  francs.  On  great  occasions,  when 
they  dined  at  a  mtnurAt,  as  it  \*  catleil,  a  tort  of  conntry  inn, 
a  compromise  between  a  provincial  wineshop  and  a  Parisian 
guittguetif  (a  subnrban  tea  garden),  ihcy  would  spend  as  much 
as  five  francs,  divided  between  David  and  tlie  Chardons. 
David  gave  his  brother  infinite  credit  for  forsaking  Mme.  de 
Bargeton  and  grand  dinners  for  tltcse  days  In  the  coiintry,  and 
(he  whole  parly  made  much  of  the  great  man  of  AngoulCmc. 

M.itters  had  gone  so  far  that  the  new  home  was  very 
nearly  ready,  and  D.tvid  had  gone  over  to  Marsac  to  per- 
■nade  hb  father  (o  come  to  the  wedding,  not  without  a  hope 
that  the  old  man  might  relent  at  the  sight  of  his  daughter-in- 
law,  and  give  something  toward  the  heavy  expenses  of  the 
alterations,  when  there  befell  one  of  those  events  whi4^  en- 
tirely change  ihe  face  of  things  in  a  ^mall  town. 

Lucicn  and  Louise  had  a  spy  in  Cliitclel,  a  spy  who 
watched,  with  tite  persistence  of  a  hale  in  which  avarice  and 
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liassion  arc  blended,  Tor  an  oiiporliiniljr  of  fiMking  a  scandal. 
Sixte  meant  iliat  Mine,  de  Baigeion  should  coniproniiic  her- 
self wtih  Lucicii  in  &uch  a  way  ihai  she  should  be  "  lost,"  as 
ilic  saying  goei ;  so  he  posed  as  Mme.  de  Bargeion's  humble 
confidanl,  admired  Lucien  in  (he  Rue  dc  Minage,  and  pulled 
him  lo  pieces  everywhere  else.  NaVs  had  gradually  gircn  hitii 
let petilet  entrfti  (informal  admi^ion),  in  the  language  of  ihe 
coutt,  for  the  lady  no  longer  mistrusted  her  elderly  admirer; 
but  ChAcekt  had  taken  too  much  for  granted — lave  was  (till 
in  the  platonic  stage,  to  the  great  despair  of  l^uisc  and 
Lucien. 

Tliere  are,  for  that  matter,  lore  affairs  which  start  with  a 
good  or  a  ImiI  beginning,  as  you  prefer  10  lake  it.  Twa 
creatures  launch  into  the  tactics  of  sentiment ;  Ihey  talk  when 
Ihey  should  be  acting,  and  skirmish  in  the  open  instead  of 
settling  down  to  a  siege.  And  »o  Ihey  grow  tired  of  one 
another,  exjiend  their  longings  in  empty  si>acc ;  and,  having 
time  for  reflcciion,  come  to  their  own  conclusions  about  each 
other.  Many  a  passion  that  has  i.iken  the  field  in  gorgeous  ar- 
ray, with  colors  (lying  and  an  ardor  fit  to  turn  the  world  upside 
down,  has  turned  home  again  without  a  victory,  iiigloriout 
and  crestfallen,  rutting  \mX  a  foolish  figure  after  these  vain 
alarums  and  excursions.  Such  misha|K  arc  sontetimcs  due  lo 
the  diffidence  of  yotith,  sometimes  to  the  demurs  of  an  inei- 
perienced  woman,  for  old  players  at  this  game  seldom  end  in 
a  (iatco  of  thi«  kind. 

Provinrial  life,  moreover,  is  singularly  trell  calculated  to 
keep  desire  unsalisfted  and  maintain  a  lover's  argumenis  on 
the  intcUeciunl  plnne ;  while,  at  (he  same  time,  Ihc  very  ob- 
stacles placed  in  the  w.iy  of  ihes¥feet  intercourse  which  binds 
lovers  so  tloscly  each  to  each,  hurry  ardent  souls  on  toward 
extreme  measures,  A  system  of  espionage  of  the  most  fnionte 
and  intricate  kind  underlies  provincial  life;  every  hou*e  is 
transparent,  the  solace  of  close  fricnilships  which  break  no 
moral  law  is  scarcely  allowed ;  and  such  oulrageotoly  scan. 
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d&lotu  conslructionjt  are  put  upon  the  mo*l  innocent  humaD 
intercourse,  that  many  a  wonun's  chmctci  is  taken  away 
wittioul  nti)«.  One  here  and  tlierc,  wciglied  down  \iy  her 
unmerited  jxinishmeni,  will  regret  that  she  has  never  known 
to  the  full  the  forbidden  felicity  for  which  she  b  suflering. 
The  world,  which  bbmes  and  criticises  with  a  superAcial 
knowledge  of  the  patent  (actx  in  which  a  long  inward  itirvggle 
ends,  is  in  reality  a  prime  agent  in  bringing  ttich  scandals 
about;  and  those  whose  voices  are  loudest  in  condemnation 
of  ihe  alleged  miKonducl  of  some  slandered  woman  never 
give  a  thwight  to  the  immediate  provocation  of  the  overt  step. 
That  step  many  a  woman  only  takes  after  she  hit  been  unjiutty 
accused  and  con<lemncd,  and  Mine,  de  Bargeton  was  now  on 
the  verge  of  this  anomalous  portion. 

The  otnlailcs  ai  the  outset  of  a  passion  of  this  kind  ar« 
•ilarming  to  inexperience,  and  thoie  in  the  way  of  (he  two 
lorers  were  very  like  the  bonds  by  which  the  i>o|>ubtion  of 
Lilliptil  ihiolikd  Gulliver,  a  multiplicity  of  nothings,  which 
make  all  movement  impossible,  and  Uiflle  the  most  vehement 
dcxire*.  Mnie.  <le  Bargeton,  for  inslanre,  must  alwaj-s  be 
visitJe.  If  the  had  <tcnicd  hcisclf  to  visitors  when  Liicicn 
was  with  licr,  it  would  have  been  all  over  with  her ;  she  might 
as  well  have  run  away  with  him  at  once.  It  is  true  that  they 
til  in  the  boudoir,  now  grown  so  familiar  to  LtK-ien  that  be 
(ell  as  if  he  had  a  right  to  be  there ;  hut  the  doors  stood 
scnipuloutly  open,  and  everything  was  arranged  with  the  ul- 
nwst  propriety.  M.  de  Bargeton  pervaded  the  house  like  a 
roach;  it  never  entered  his  head  that  his  wife  could  wish  to 
be  alone  with  I,ucien.  If  he  had  been  the  only  person  in 
tlie  way.  NaYi  could  have  gotten  rii)  of  him,  sent  him  out  of 
the  house,  or  given  him  something  lo  do ;  but  he  was  not  the 
only  one ;  visitors  flocked  in  upon  her,  and  so  much  tlw  more 
at  curio&ity  inciea»ed,  for  your  provincial  has  a  natural  bent 
for  teasing,  and  delights  to  thwart  a  growing  passion.  The 
KTvanls  came  and  went  about  the  house  promiscuously  aod 
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without  A  summons ;  tlicy  had  formed  the  habits  with  a  mu- 
Irca  who  had  iiulhing  to  conceal  ;  any  chanfce  now  made  in 
her  household  ways  was  tantamount  to  a  conrcwion,  and  Angoih 
Iftme  still  hung  in  duubi. 

Mmc.  de  U.irgeton  could  not  set  fool  ouUide  her  boiue  bat 
the  whole  town  knew  whither  she  was  going.  To  lake  a  walk 
alone  with  Lucicn  out  of  Angoulcnic  would  have  been  a  de- 
cided nieasgre  iiuleed;  it  would  have  been  less  dangeroiu  10 
shut  herKclf  up  with  him  in  the  house.  There  would  tiafC 
been  comments  the  next  dny  if  Lucien  had  stayed  on  till  iumI- 
night  after  the  iouhib  were  emptied.  Within  as  without  ber 
houNC,  Mme.  dc  Bargeton  lived  in  public. 

These  details  describe  life  in  the  [jroviuces;  an  intrigue  it 
cither  o|Knly  avoided  or  impowibie  anywhere. 

Like  all  women  carried  away  for  tlic  first  lime  by  passioo, 
Louise  discovered  the  difficulties  of  her  position  one  by  ooe. 
They  frightened  her,  and  her  terror  reacted  upon  the  food 
talk  that  fills  the  fairest  hours  which  lovers  spend  alone  to- 
gether. Mme.  de  Bargeton  had  no  country  hoiue  whifber 
she  could  take  her  beloved  poet,  after  the  manner  of  some 
women  who  will  forge  ingenious  pretexts  foe  burying  them- 
selves in  the  wilderness;  but.  weary  of  living  in  public  and 
puxhcd  to  extremities  by  a  tytanny  which  afforded  no  plea*- 
ure«  sweet  enough  to  cDm|;en.-uite  for  the  heaviness  of  ibe 
yoke,  she  even  thought  of  Escarbas,  and  of  going  to  see  ber 
aged  father — so  much  irritated  was  she  by  these  paltry  ob- 
stacles. 

Chfttclci  did  not  believe  in  such  innocence.  He  lay  in 
wait  and  watched  Liicien  into  the  house,  and  followed  a  few 
minutes  later,  always  taking  M.  de  Ctiandour,  the  most  indi» 
creet  person  in  the  clique,  along  with  him  ;  and,  putting  that 
gentleman  firat,  hoped  to  find  a  surprise  by  inch  perseverance 
in  pursuit  of  the  chance.  His  own  part  was  a  very  difficult 
one  to  play,  and  its  success  was  the  more  doubtful  because  Ix 
was  bound  to  appear  neutral  if  he  was  to  prompt  the  oibcf 
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actors  who  w«re  to  pUy  in  his  drama.  So,  to  give  himicira 
countenance,  he  liad  attached  hitmetf  lo  ihe  jealoiu  Amdie, 
the  better  to  lull  !iu>|ii<-ion  in  Lucien  and  in  Mine.  <le  Barge- 
ton,  who  was  not  wiitiout  |>en{>icaci ty.  In  order  to  Spy  Upon 
Ibepair,  he  hail  contrived  of  laie  to  open  up  a  stock  contra- 
versjr  on  tiic  point  with  M.  dc  Chaiidour.  Ch&telct  laid  tlial 
Mnie.  de  Bargeton  was  simply  amusing  herself  with  I.ticien  ; 
she  was  too  proud,  too  high-bom  to  stoop  lo  ilte  apothecary's 
son.  The  rdle  of  incredulity  was  in  accordance  with  the  plan 
which  lie  liad  Uid  down,  for  he  wished  to  npjiear  as  Mme.  de 
Batgeton's  champion.  Stanislas  dc  Chandmir  held  iliai  Mme. 
de  Bargeion  had  not  been  cruel  to  her  lover,  and  An>tlie 
goaded  ihcm  to  argument,  for  she  longed  to  know  the  truth. 
Each  stated  his  case,  and  (a.i  not  unfrequently  ha]>pens  in 
small  country  towns)  some  intimate  friends  of  the  house 
dropped  in  in  the  middle  of  the  argument.  Slaniilas  and 
CMtclct  vied  with  each  other  in  backing  up  their  opinions 
by  observations  extremely  pertinent.  It  was  hardly  to  be 
expected  that  the  cliampions  should  not  seek  to  enlist  partisans. 
"What  do  you  yourself  think?"  ihey  aiked,  each  of  his 
neighbor.  Tliese  polemics  kept  Mme.  de  iJargclon  aiu)  Lncien 
well  in  sight. 

At  length  one  day  Chftlelet  called  attention  to  the  fact  that 
whenever  he  went  with  M.  de  Chandour  to  Mme.  de  Barge- 
ton's  and  found  Lucien  tlierc,  there  was  not  a  sign  nor  a  trace 
of  anything  suspicious ;  the  boudoir  door  stood  open,  the  ser- 
vants  came  aiKl  went,  there  was  nothing  mysiertout  to  betray 
the  sweet  crime  of  love,  and  so  forth  and  so  forth.  Slanislas, 
who  did  not  tack  a  certain  spice  of  stupidity  in  his  composi* 
lion,  vowed  that  he  would  cross  the  room  on  tiptoe  the  neit 
day,  and  the  perfidious  Amflie  held  him  to  liis  bargain. 

For  Lticien  llvat  morrow  was  the  day  on  which  a  young  man 
tugs  out  some  of  the  hairs  of  his  head  and  inwardly  vows  that 
he  will  give  up  ihc  foolish  business  of  sighing.  He  was  ac- 
customed to  his  situation,    Tbc  poet,  who  liad  seated  him- 
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x\f  so  bashfully  i»  the  boadoir-KincKurf  of  ihe  qnMti  of 
Angoul^mc,  had  been  mnsforrncd  into  an  urgent  lover.  Su 
months  bad  been  enough  to  bring  him  on  a  level  with  Louise, 
and  DOW  iie  would  fjin  be  her  lotd  and  master.  He  left  booM 
with  a  settled  detnmioation  to  be  cxirav:igant  in  his  behavtorj 
he  would  say  ih^t  it  wan  a  inatier  of  life  or  death  to  him  ;  he 
woulil  bring  all  the  resources  of  torrid  eloquence  into  pUj; 
he  would  cry  that  he  had  lost  his  head,  that  be  could  doc 
think,  could  not  write  a  line.  The  horror  that  some  woom 
feel  for  premeditation  does  honor  lo  their  delicacy ;  tSejr 
would  rather  surrender  uj)on  the  impulse  of  passion  ihao  is 
fulfillment  of  a  contract.  In  general,  prescribed  bappiaos  ti 
not  the  kind  that  any  of  us  desire- 

Mmc.  de  Bargelon  read  6\ed  purpose  in  Ijicien'seycsaad 
forehead  and  in  the  a^ilalion  of  his  face  and  manner,  and  pro- 
poKil  to  herself  to  lufFlc  him,  urged  thereto  paitly  by  a  s|iirit 
of  contradiction,  |iart1y  also  by  an  exalted  conception  of  lore. 
Being  given  to  exaggeration,  she  set  an  exaggerated  value  upos 
her  person.  She  looked  upon  herself  as  a  sovereign  lady,  • 
Bealriire,  a  l.^ura.  She  enthroned  herself,  like  some  daineof 
the  Middle  Ages,  ujjon  .1  dais,  looking  down  upon  the  tourney 
of  literature,  and  meant  that  Lucicn,  as  in  duty  bound,  should 
win  her  by  his  prowess  in  the  field  (  he  must  cclipM:  "  the  wb- 
limc  child,"  and  l^martine,  and  Sir  Walter  Scnit,  and  Byron. 
The  noble  creature  regarded  her  love  as  a  stimulating  |)o«eri 
the  desire  which  .the  had  kindled  in  Lucien  should  give  him 
the  energy  lo  win  glory  for  himself.  This  feminine  quisolry 
»  a  sentiment  which  hallows  love  and  turns  it  lo  worthy  uses ; 
it  exalts  and  reverences  love.  Mme.  dc  Bargelon  having 
made  up  her  mind  to  play  the  part  of  Dulcinea  in  LucieB't 
life  for  seven  or  eight  yeari  to  come,  desired,  like  many 
another  provincial,  to  give  herself  a.i  the  rewanl  of  prolonged 
service,  a  trial  of  constancy  which  should  give  her  time  to 
judge  her  lover. 

Lucien  began  the  strife  by  t  piece  of  vehement  peitilance, 
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aX  which  a  vroman  liughs  so  long  u  site  is  benrt-frce,  and  aid* 
dens  only  when  she  loves ;  whrirnpon  LoiiJsc  took  a  luhy  lone, 
»i>d  began  one  of  licr  long  oniktions,  interlarded  wiili  high- 
soonding  words. 

"  Was  (hat  your  promiK  to  me,  Lucien  }  "  she  said  ts  she 
oixle  an  end.  "  Do  nut  mjw  regrets  in  the  iKcscnl  time,  so 
sweet  as  it  is,  to  poison  my  urteT-lile.  Do  not  spoil  the  fmtirc, 
ind,  I  uy  it  with  pride,  do  not  sjwil  ilic  prcieni  1  Is  no4  nty 
wliole  heart  yoursP  Wh:ii  more  must  you  luvc?  Can  it  \x 
that  yoiir  love  u  influenced  by  tlie  clainor  of  the  sensci,  wtteii 
it  is  the  nobleU  privilege  of  the  beloved  to  silence  iheiii  ? 
For  whom  do  you  lake  n>e  ?  Am  1  nut  your  Ueairice  p  U  1 
«ni  not  something  more  than  a  woman  for  j-ou,  I  am  less  than 
a  woman." 

"  That  is  just  what  you  might  say  to  a  man  if  yoo  cared 
nothing  at  all  for  him,"  cried  Uiriei),  fmntic  with  passion. 

"  If  yod  cannot  feel  a)l  the  sincere  love  underlying  my 
idens,  you  will  never  be  worthy  of  me." 

"  You  arc  throwing  doubt  on  my  love  to  dispense  yoiirwJf 
from  responding  to  it,"  cried  Lucien,  and  he  Hung  himself 
weeping  at  her  feel. 

The  poor  boy  cried  in  earnest  at  the  prospect  of  remaining 
■o  long  at  the  gale  of  paradise.  The  tears  of  the  poet,  who 
fi^els  that  he  is  humbled  through  his  strength,  were  mingled 
with  childish  crying  for  a  plaything. 

"  You  have  never  loved  roe,"  he  cried. 

"  Vmi  do  not  believe  what  you  say,"  she  answered,  flattered 
by  his  violence. 

"Then  give  me  proof  that  you  are  mine,"  said  the  dis- 
heveled poet. 

Just  at  that  moment  Sinn istas  came  op  unheard  by  either  of 
the  pair.  He  beheld  Lucien  in  tears,  half-reclining  on  the 
floor,  with  hia  liead  on  Louise's  knee.  TV  attitude  was  sas- 
piciotis  enrHigh  to  xait%fy  StaniiJaN ;  he  turned  sharply  round 
upon  Chfttelct,  who  stood  at  the  door  of  the  salon.     Mme,  de 
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Boigcton  sprang  tip  in  a  moincnt,  but  th«  spies  beat  a  |)i» 
cipiiaic  retreat  like  iiiirudc»,  and  she  was  not  quick  enough 
for  tbcni. 

"  Who  came  Just  now?"  she  a&kcd  the  servants. 

"  Meisteurt  de  Chandour and  du  Cii&ielei,"  said  Centit,  ber 
old  loot  man. 

Mme.  de  Bargeton  went  back,  pale  and  trembling,  to  ber 
boudoir. 

"  ir  tiiey  saw  you  juu  now,  I  am  lost,"  she  told  l^cien. 

"  So  much  the  better !  "  encbimed  the  poet,  and  she  smiled 
to  hear  ihc  cry,  so  full  of  selfish  love. 

A  story  of  [his  kind  ix  aggrav;ttcd  in  the  provinces  by  the 
way  in  which  it  is  toid-  Everybody  knew  in  a  moment  (hat 
Lucicn  had  been  delected  al  NaiV  feet,  M.  de  Chandour, 
elated  by  the  important  part  he  played  in  the  afTair,  went  first 
to  tell  the  great  ncwi  ac  thecliib,  and  thence  from  house  to 
ho"^,  Ch&ielei  hastening  to  say  that  he  had  seen  noihinj; 
but  by  |iutting  himitelf  out  of  court,  he  egged  Stanislas  oo  to 
talk,  he  drew  him  on  to  add  frevh  details;  and  SIani^!as, 
thinking  himself  very  witty,  added  a  little  to  the  tale  every 
time  that  he  told  it.  Every  one  flocked  to  Am61ie's  hoow 
that  evening,  for  by  that  time  ihc  most  exaggerated  versiooa 
of  the  itftry  were  in  circulation  among  the  Angoultme  nobility, 
every  narrator  having  followed  Stanislas'  example.  Women 
and  men  were  alike  imjmierit  to  know  the  truth;  and  llie 
women  who  piil  iheir  hands  before  their  faces  and  shrieked 
the  loudest  were  none  other  than  Mesdamrs  Amilie,  ZiphiiiDCi 
Fifine,  and  Loloite,  all  with  more  or  less  lieavy  indictment! 
of  illicit  love  l.tid  to  their  charge.  There  were  variationa  in 
every  key  upon  the  painful  theme. 

"Well,  well,"  aid  one  of  the  ladies,  "poor  Nahl  have 
you  heard  about  it?  I  do  not  believe  it  myself,  she  has  a 
whole  blameless  recortl  behind  her ;  she  is  far  too  proud  to  be 
anything  but  a  patroneis  to  Monsieur  Chardon.  Still,  if  it  is 
true,  I  pity  her  with  all  my  heart."  ■ 
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"She  it  all  the  roore  to  be  pilieil  l>ecaQse  she  »  making: 
hcneir  rrightfully  ridicnlous ;  she  is  old  enough  \a  be  Mon&icur 
Lolu's  mother,  xi  Jacques  called  him.  Tiie  little  poet  » 
lwent)r-two  at  mo&t ;  and  Nfl's,  between  ourselves,  is  quite 
forty." 

"For  my  own  pan,"  said  M.  du  Ch&telet,  "I  think  thai 
Monsieur  de  Rubemi>i6's  position  in  itoelf  proves  Nai»  inno- 
cence. A  man  does  not  go  down  on  his  knees  touk  for  what 
he  has  had  already." 

"That  is  as  may  be  1 "  said  Francis,  with  levity  that  brought 
Ziphirine's  disapproving  glance  down  uijou  him. 

"  Do  just  tell  us  how  it  really  was,"  they  besoaght  Stanislas, 
and  formed  a  small  secret  committee  in  a  corner  of  the  salon. 
Sianblas,  in  the  long  length,  had  put  together  a  Utile  story 
full  of  facetioiM  suggestions,  and  accompanied  it  with  panio- 
mime,  which  made  the  thing  prodigiously  worse. 
"It  isincrwliWel" 
"At  midday?" 

"  Na*!!  w»  the  last  person  whom  I  should  have  suspected  I" 
"What  will  she  do  now?" 

Then  followed  more  comments  and  aupiKMttions  without 
end.  ChAielet  took  Mme.  dc  Dar^ion's  part ;  but  he  de- 
fended her  50  ill  that  he  stirred  the  fire  of  gossip  instead  of 
patting  it  ovt. 

Lili,  disconsolate  over  the  fall  of  the  fairest  angel  in  the 
AngoumoJsin  hierarchy,  went,  dissolved  in  tears,  to  carry  the 
news  to  the  palace.  When  the  delighted  Chitetei  was  con* 
vinced  that  the  whole  town  was  agog,  he  went  ofT  to  Mme. 
de  Bargelun's,  where,  alas !  there  waa  but  one  game  of  whist 
that  night,  and  diplonuticalty  asked  NaTs  for  a  Utile  talk  In 
the  boudoir.  They  sat  down  on  the  sofa,  and  Chitclet  began 
in  an  undertone— 

"You   know  what  all   AngoulCmc  is  talking   about,  of 
coorse?" 
«'  No." 
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"Very  well,  I  am  too  much  yoar  friend  lo  leave  you  in 
ignorance.  I  am  bound  to  put  ygu  in  a  position  lo  siknoe 
sbiidcrs,  invented,  no  doubt,  by  Aui^lic,  who  has  the  over* 
weening  aud^icity  to  regard  herself  a^  your  rival.  I  came  to 
call  on  you  tlits  morning  with  that  monkey  of  a  Stanislas!  he 
was  a  few  paces  ahead  of  me,  and  he  came  so  fst "  (poioting 
to  the  door  of  the  boudoir) ;  '•  he  says  that  he  saw  you  and 
Monsieur  dc  Rubempr£  to  saxXx  a  position  that  be  could  not 
enter,  he  turned  round  u]>on  rae,  quite  bewildered  as  1  iru, 
and  hurried  me  avray  bi-fore  1  had  time  to  think  ;  we  were  out 
in  Dcaulicu  before  he  totd  me  why  we  had  beaten  a  retreat. 
If  I  had  known,  I  would  not  have  stirred  out  of  the  house 
until  I  had  cleare<t  up  the  matter  and  exonerated  you,  bni  it 
would  have  proved  nothing  to  go  buck  again  then. 

"  Now,  whether  Stanislas'  eyes  deceived  hiro,  or  wl>cther 
he  is  right,  he  must  katt  made  a  mislake.  Dear  Nals,  do  not 
let  that  dolt  trifle  wiih  your  life,  your  honor,  your  future; 
slop  his  mouth  at  once.  You  know  my  position  here.  I 
have  need  of  all  these  people,  but  still  I  am  entirely  yours. 
Dispose  of  a  life  that  bclongi  to  you.  You  have  rejected  my 
prayen),  but  my  heart  is  always  youn;  I  am  ready  to  prove 
my  love  for  you  at  any  lime  and  in  any  way.  Yes,  I  will 
watch  over  you  like  a  faithful  servant,  for  no  reward,  but 
simply  for  the  sake  of  the  pleasure  that  it  is  to  me  lu  do  any- 
thing for  you,  even  if  you  do  not  know  of  it.  This  momiiig 
I  have  said  everywhere  that  1  was  at  the  door  of  the  salon, 
and  had  seen  nothing.  If  you  are  nske<I  to  give  the  nuD«  of 
the  person  who  told  you  about  this  gossip,  pray  make  URoT 
me.  I  should  be  very  proud  to  be  your  acknowledged  chaMt- 
pion;  but,  between  ourselves.  Monsieur  dc  Bargeton  is  the 
proper  person  to  aik  Staniilas  for  an  explanation.  Suppose 
that  young  Rubempic  \\xA  beh.ived  fooll.thly,  a  vroman's  char- 
acter ought  not  lo  be  at  the  mercy  of  llie  first  harc-brainrd 
hoy  who  flings  himself  at  her  feet.  That  is  what  1  have  been 
saying." 
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NaTs  bowed  in  acknowledsmcnl,  and  looked  tl>oughtful. 
SIvc  was  VKxsy  to  diisuit  of  |>ruviii<:ial  life.  ChAlclei  liad 
M:arcely  begun  l>efofc  Iter  mind  lurii«ij  lu  Paiii.  Meanwhile 
Mmc.  dc  bargeton's  adorer  found  Ihc  silence  somewhat  awk- 
watil. 

"  Uh{M»e  of  mc,  I  repeat,"  he  said. 

"  Thank  you,"  answered  tlie  ladf. 

"  Wliai  do  you  think  of  doing?" 

"lahalliec." 

A  prolonged  pause. 

"Arc  you  so  fond  of  that  younf[  Rubempri?" 

A  proud  smile  stole  over  lier  li|b,  the  folded  her  arms,  and 
fixed  her  gue  on  the  oiiriains.  Chfticlet  went  oiit ;  tie  could 
not  read  tlial  high  heart. 

Later  in  the  evening,  wlten  Lucien  had  lakcii  his  leave,  and 
likewise  the  four  old  gentlemen  who  cante  for  their  whiit 
witliout  troubling  themselves  about  ill-founded  tiiilc-iaitlc, 
M.  de  Bargelon  was  preparing  to  go  to  bed,  and  had  opened 
his  mouth  to  bid  his  wife  good-night,  when  she  ilopi)e»l  him. 

"  Come  Itcre,  dear,  I  hjtve  something  to  uy  to  you,"  ihc 
nid,  with  a  certain  solemnity. 

M.  de  Bargeion  followed  her  into  the  boudoir. 

"Perhaps  I  have  done  wrongly," she  said,  "10  show  a 
wann  interest  in  Monsieur  de  Rubempr*.  which  he,  aa  well 
as  the  stupid  people  Itere  in  the  town,  has  misinterpreted. 
This  morning  Lncien  threw  himself  here  at  my  feet  with  a 
declaration,  and  Stanislas  happened  to  come  in  just  >a  I  lold 
the  Imy  to  get  up  again.  A  woman,  under  any  circumsianceSf 
has  cbims  which  courtesy  prescribes  to  a  gentleman ;  but,  in 
conicmpi  of  these,  Stanislas  has  been  saying  that  he  came 
n  n  ex  peeled  1  jr  aivd  rmiml  ii4  in  an  equivocal  pmition.  I  was 
treating  the  boy  a»  be  deserved.  If  the  youug  scalterbraio 
knew  of  the  scandal  ranted  by  his  folly,  he  would  go,  1  am 
convinced,  to  insult  Sianislj^,  and  compel  him  to  figltt.  That 
would  simply  be  a  public  proclamation  of  hb  love.     1  need 
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not  tell  you  that  yourwtfe  is  pure;  but,  ifyoii  think,  yoowiU 
sec  ihat  it  is  something  dishonoring  for  both  you  and  me  if 
Monticur  dc  Rubempri*  defends  her.  Go  at  once  lo  StanitLn 
and  usichirotogive  you  eiiisfaciion  for  his  insulting  language; 
and,  mind,  you  must  not  accept  any  explanation  short  of  i 
full  and  public  retractation  in  the  pre»nce  of  wiinests  of 
credit.  In  (his  way  you  will  win  back  the  respect  of  all  righi> 
minded  people;  you  will  behave  like  a  man  of  spirit  and  a 
gentleman,  and  you  will  have  a  right  to  my  esteem.  I  shall 
send  Geniil  on  horseback  to  the  Escarbas ;  my  father  must 
be  your  second  ;  old  as  he  is,  I  know  that  he  is  the  man  to 
trample  this  puppet  under  foot  that  has  smirclied  the  re|xita- 
tion  of  a  Nigrepelissc.  You  have  the  choice  of  weapons, 
choose  pistols  ;  you  arc  an  admirable  shot." 

"  I  am  going,"  said  M.  de  Bargeton,  and  he  took  hb  hat 
and  walking  rane. 

"  Good,  that  is  bow  I  like  a  roan  to  behjive,  dear ;  yoo  aw 
a  gentleman,"  said  his  wife.  She  fell  touctied  byhiscoo- 
duci,  and  made  the  old  man  very  happy  and  proud  by  pulling 
np  her  forehead  for  a  kiss.  She  felt  something  like  a  mater- 
nal affection  for  the  great  child ;  and  when  the  carriage  gate- 
way had  shut  with  a  clang  behind  him,  the  teats  came  into 
her  eyes  in  spite  of  herself 

"  How  he  loves  me!"»he  thought.  "He  clings  to  MU, 
poor  dear  man,  and  yet  he  would  gtre  his  life  for  me." 

It  did  not  trouble  M.  de  Rargeton  that  he  must  stand  tip 
and  face  his  man  on  the  morrow,  and  look  coolly  into  the 
mnzile  of  a  pistol  pointed  straight  at  him;  no.  only  one 
thing  in  ihe  business  made  him  feel  uncomfortable,  and  on 
the  way  lo  M.  de  Chandoiir's  bouse  he  quaked  inwardly. 

"What  shall  1  say?"  he  thought  within  htmsetf;  ••  Nols 
really  ought  to  have  told  me  what  to  say,"  and  the  good  gen- 
tleman racked  his  brains  to  compose  a  speech  that  should  Dot 
be  ridiculous. 

Itu(  people  of  M.  de  Bargcton's  stamp,  who  live  perforce 
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in  EJIence  becsusc  thcJr  capacity  b  limited  and  their  outlook 
circuimcribed,  often  behave  at  grcAt  aisest  with  a  jcudy-miuie 
solentDity.  If  they  say  little,  it  nalurally  followi  that  they 
say  little  that  i»  foolish;  their  extreme  lack  of  confidence 
leads  them  to  think  a  good  deal  over  the  remarks  that  they 
aic  obliged  to  make ;  and,  like  Italaam's  »s,  they  tpcnk  nur- 
vclously  to  the  point  if  a  miracle  loosens  their  tongues.  So 
M.  de  Bargeton  bore  himself  like  a  man  of  uncommon  wnie 
and  spirit,  and  justified  the  opinion  of  those  who  held  thai 
he  was  a  philosopher  of  the  school  of  Pythagoras. 

He  reached  Stanislas'  house  at  nine  o'clock,  bowed  silently 
to  Amflie  before  a  whole  room  full  of  people,  and  greeted 
others  in  turn  with  that  simple  smile  of  hb,  which  under  the 
present  circumstances  seemed  profonrvdly  ironical,  There  fol- 
lowed a  great  silence,  like  the  patjw  before  a  storm.  Chttclel 
had  made  his  way  1>ack  again,  and  now  looked  in  a  very  tiga 
nifitant  fashion  from  M.  de  Bargeton  to  Stanislas,  whom  the 
injured  gentleman  accosted  politely. 

Chltelet  kncn-  what  a  vinit  meant  at  this  time  of  night, 
when  old  M.  de  Ilargelon  was  invariably  in  hij  bed.  It  was 
evidently  N-ils  who  had  wt  the  feeble  arm  in  motion.  Chltelct 
was  on  such  a  footing  in  that  house  that  he  had  some  right  to 
interfere  in  family  concerns.  He  rose  to  his  feel  and  took 
M.  de  Bargeton,  saying,  "  Do  you  wisli  to  speak  to  Stanislas?" 

"  Yes,"  Mid  the  old  gentleman,  well  pleased  to  find  a  g<y- 
between  who  perhaps  might  say  his  say  for  him. 

■'  Very  well ;  go  into  Am*He'»  tiedroora,"  said  the  comp* 
trollcr  of  excise,  likcwiie  well  pleased  at  the  prospect  of  a 
duel  which  possibly  might  make  Mme.  de  Bargeion  n  widow, 
while  It  put  a  bar  between  her  and  Lucien,  the  cause  of  the 
quarrel.     Then  Chltelet  went  to  M.  de  Chandour. 

*'  Stanislas,"  he  Miid,  "  here  comes  Bjrgeion,  to  call  you  to 
account,  no  doubt,  for  the  things  you  have  been  saying  about 
NaTs.  Go  into  your  «rife*s  room,  and  behave,  both  of  you, 
like  gentlemeri'.     Keep  the  thing  very  c|uiet,  make  a  great 
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show  of  politeness,  behave  with  phlegmstic  Brilbh  dignity,  in 
short." 

In  another  miDule  Stanislu  and  Ch&telet  went  to  Bai^ton. 

"Sir,"  said  the  injured  husband)  "do  you  say  that  you 
discovered  Madame  dc  Bjrgctoi)  and  Monsieur  d«  Rubcreprt 
in  an  equivocal  ))osilian  ? ' ' 

"Monsieur  Chardon,"  corrected  Stanislas  with  ironical 
BtrcB ;  he  did  not  take  Bargcton  seriously. 

"  So  be  it,"  answered  the  other.  "  If  you  do  not  witlidta* 
your  assertions  at  once  before  the  company  now  in  yoM 
house,  1  must  aslc  you  to  look  fur  a  second.  My  lath«r-in>lav, 
Monsieur  de  Negrci>eli»e,  will  wait  upon  you  ai  four  o'cltKk 
to-morrow  muining.  Both  of  us  may  as  well  make  our  final 
arrangements,  for  the  only  way  out  of  the  alTair  is  the  one 
that  I  have  indicated.  I  choose  pistols,  as  the  insulted 
parly." 

This  was  the  speech  that  M.  dc  Bargcton  had  ruminated  od 
the  way ;  it  was  the  longest  that  he  had  ever  made  in  life. 
He  brought  it  out  without  excitement  or  vehemence,  in  ibe 
simplest  way  in  the  world.  Stanislas  turned  pale.  "After 
all,  what  did  I  sec?  "  said  he  to  him»cir. 

Put  between  the  shame  of  eating  his  words  before  the  whole 
town,  and  fear,  hideous  fear  that  caught  him  by  the  throat 
with  burning  fingers ;  confronted  by  this  mule  permnage,  who 
seemed  in  no  humor  to  stand  nonsense,  Stanislas  cho6e  Ibc 
more  remote  peril. 

"All  right.  To-morrow  morning,"  he  said,  thinking  that 
the  matter  mieht  be  arranged  somehow  or  other. 

The  three  went  back  to  the  room.  Everybody  scanned 
their  faces  lu  they  came  in;  Chtielet  was  smiling,  M.  de 
BargeloD  looked  exactly  as  if  he  were  in  his  own  house,  btti 
Stanislas  looked  ghastly  pale.  At  the  sight  of  his  face,  socse 
of  the  women  here  and  there  guessed  the  nature  of  the  cod* 
fcrencc,  and  the  whisffcr  "  They  are  going  to  fight  I  "  circle 
laicd  from  ear  to  car.    One-half  the  room  was>of  the  opinion 
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that  Sianislu  <nt  in  tlic  wionf;,  >iu  white  iact  and  his  de- 
iDunor  cunvictcd  lum  ui  a  tic ;  the  other  huK  admired  H.  de 
Bargcton's  altitude.  Ch&iclct  was  solemn  and  mysterioas. 
H.  de  Bargeion  stayed  >  few  minuter,  iKniiniied  people's 
^es,  and  retired, 

"Have  you  pinit^?"  CliHtelct  asked  In  a  whisper  of  Stan- 
islas, who  (book  Tiom  bead  to  foot. 

Am^lic  knew  what  it  all  meant.  She  fell  ill,  and  the  women 
flocked  about  her  to  take  lier  into  her  bedroom.  There  was 
a  terrihc  sensation;  everybody  talked  at  once.  The  men 
slopfied  in  the  drawing-room,  and  declared  with  one  voice 
that  M.  de  Bargeton  was  within  hii  right. 

"  Would  you  have  thought  the  old  fogey  capable  of  acting 
like  this?"  asked  M.  de  Sainiot. 

"But  he  was  a  cradc-sbot  when  Iw  was  yoiing,"  laid  the 
pitiless  Jacques.  "  My  Euher  oflen  otied  to  tell  me  of  Barge- 
ton's  exploits." 

"  Pooh  t  Put  ilKm  at  twenty  paces,  and  they  will  misseach 
other  if  you  give  them  uvaliy  pUtoU,"  laid  Francis  addressing 
OiJUelet. 

CUUelet  stayed  a^er  the  rest  had  gone  to  reaauire  Stanislas 
and  his  wife,  and  lo  ciplain  that  all  would  go  off  well.  In  a 
duel  between  a  man  of  sixty  and  a  man  of  thirty-five,  all  the 
advantage  lay  with  the  latter. 

Early  neat  moniing,  as  I.acien  sal  at  breakfast  with  David, 
who  had  come  Inck  .ilonc  from  Marsac,  in  came  Mine.  Our- 
don  with  a  scared  face. 

"Well,  LiKien,"  she  said,  "have  you  heard  the  news? 
Every  one  is  talking  of  ii,  even  the  people  in  the  market. 
Monsieur  dc  Bjirgcton  .ill  but  killed  Monsieur  de  Chandour  this 
morning  in  Monsieur  Tulloy's  meadow;  people  are  making 
puns  on  the  name*  It  seems  that  Monsieur  de  Chandour 
said  that  he  found  you  with  Madame  de  Bargeton  yester- 
day." 

*  TUe  I'oic  (killed  (be  goote). 
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"It  ia  a  lie  I  Madnnic  dc  BaxgetOQ  is  innocent,"  cried 
LacicD. 

"  I  lieard  about  the  duel  from  a  couniryman,  who  saw  tl  all 
from  his  cart.  Monsieur  dc  Negrejieliiise  came  urer  Ml  three 
o'clock  in  the  morjiing  to  be  Moiimcut  de  Bargelon's  secoDd  i 
he  told  Monsieur  dc  Chandour  that  if  anything  ha|)peaed  to 
his  son-in-iaw,  he  should  avenge  him.  A  cavalry  officer  lent 
the  pistols ;  Monsieur  de  Ndgrepcli^se  tried  thciu  over  and 
over  again.  Monsieur  de  Ch&ielet  tried  to  prevent  them  tioa 
practicing  wilh  the  jmiuis,  but  llicy  referred  ihe  qaeitiun  to 
[he  officer ;  and  he  said  that,  uiiIchs  ihey  meant  to  behave  like 
children,  ihcy  ought  to  have  pistols  in  working  order.  The 
seconds  put  them  at  twcDly-fivc  paces.  Monsieur  dc  Batgeton 
lookvd  as  if  he  had  jusi  come  out  for  a  walk.  He  was  the  finr 
to  fire;  the  bail  lodged  In  Monsieur  de  Chandour's  neck,  and 
he  dropped  before  he  could  return  the  shot.  The  hotuc- 
suigeonal  the  hospital  has  just  said  that  Monsieur  de  Chandoar 
will  have  a  wry  neck  for  the  re:si  of  hb  days.  I  came  to  tell 
you  how  it  ended,  lest  you  should  go  to  Madame  de  Bargeton's 
or  show  yourself  in  AngoulCmc,  for  some  of  Monsieur  de 
Chandour's  friends  might  call  you  out," 

As  she  spoke,  the  apprentice  brought  in  Gentll,  M.  de 
BargctoDs'  footman.  The  man  had  come  with  a  note  for 
Lucien ;  it  was  from  Louise. 

"  You  have  doubtless  heanl  the  news,"  she  wrote,  "  of  the 
duel  bciwecn  Chandour  and  my  husband.  We  shall  not  be 
«t  home  to  any  one  to-day.  Be  careful ;  do  not  show  your- 
telf.  I  ask  this  in  the  name  of  the  affection  yon  bear  me.  Do 
JPOU  not  think  that  it  would  be  best  to  tpend  this  melancholy 
inj  in  listening  to  your  Bealrire,  whose  whole  life  has  been 
changed  by  this  event,  who  has  a  thousand  things  to  say  to 
you?" 

"Luckily,  my  marriage  is  fixed  for  the  day  after  to-OMi^ 
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rem,"  nid  David, "  and  you  will  have  an  cicuse  for  not  going 
to  sec  Madame  dc  Bargcton  quite  so  often." 

"Dear  David,"  rclunicd  Lucien,  " s>)ie  a*ks  me  lo  go  to 
her  to-day;  and  I  ought  to  do  as  she  wishes,  I  think  ;  she 
knowi  better  than  we  do  how  I  should  act  in  the  present  slate 
of  things," 

"  Then  is  everything  ready  here  ?  "  asked  Mme.  Chardon. 

"Come  and  see,"  cried  David,  delighted  to  exhibit  the 
transformation  of  the  second  floor.  Rveryihing  there  was  new 
and  fresh,  everything  was  pervaded  by  the  sweet  influence! 
of  early  married  days,  still  crowned  by  the  wreath  of  orange 
blossoms  and  the  biidal  veil )  days  when  the  springtide  of  love 
finds  its  reflection  in  material  things,  and  everything  is  white 
and  spotless  and  has  nut  lost  \\%  bloom. 

"  Eve's  home  will  be  fit  for  a  princess,"  said  the  mother, 
"  but  you  have  spent  too  much,  you  have  been  reckless." 

David  smiled  by  way  of  aiiiwer.  But  Mme.  Clvardon  had 
tonKhed  the  sore  spot  in  a  hidden  wuund  which  catucd  the 
poor  lover  cruel  pangs.  The  cost  of  carrying  out  hn  ideas 
had  far  exceeded  his  estimates  ;  he  could  not  afford  to  build 
above  the  slwd.  Hit  mother-in-law  must  wait  a  while  for  the 
home  he  had  meant  to  make  for  her.  There  is  nothing  roore 
keenly  painful  lo  a  generous  nature  tUan  a  failure  to  keep 
such  promises  as  these;  it  is  like  mortification  lo  the  little 
vanities  of  afTcciion,  xs  they  may  be  styled.  David  sedulously 
hid  his  embatraasmeni  to  spare  Lucien  ;  lie  was  afraid  that 
Lucien  might  be  overwhelmed  by  the  sacrifkes  made  for  his 
sake. 

"  Eve  and  her  girl  friends  have  been  working  very  hard 
too,"  said  Mme.  de  Chardon.  "  The  wedding  clothes  and 
the  house-linen  are  all  ready.  The  girls  are  so  fond  of  her 
that,  without  letting  her  know  about  it,  they  have  covered 
the  mattresses  with  white  twill  and  a  rose-colored  piping  at 
the  etiges.  So  pretty  I  It  makes  one  wish  one  wu  going  to 
be  married." 


162  LOST  ILLUSIONS. 

Hoihcr  and  daughter  bad  spent  alt  their  Uttic  Barings  to 
furnish  David's  home  with  the  tilings  of  which  a  younj;  bocli- 
elor  newer  thinks.  They  knew  \\\a\  lie  was  fufui^ing  with 
great  splendor,  Tor  something  h^d  l>ecn  said  about  ordering  a 
dinner-scTvice  from  Limogci,  and  the  two  women  had  Ktrivco 
to  make  Eve's  roniributions  to  the  housekeeping  worthy  vi 
David's.  This  tittle  einutation  in  love  and  generosity  cooU 
but  bring  the  husliand  and  wife  into  diAcuUies  at  ilie  very 
outset  of  their  married  life,  with  every  »ign  of  liomely  c-orefart 
about  them,  comfort  that  might  be  regarded  as  positive  Ituury 
in  a  place  so  behind  the  limes  at  the  Angoultmc  of  thoie 
days. 

As  soon  as  Lucien  saw  his  motlier  and  David  enter  the 
bedroom  with  ihe  l>liie-and-whiie  drafverics  and  neat  furniture 
that  he  knew,  he  slipped  away  to  Mmc.  de  Bargeion.  He 
found  Nai's  at  table  with  her  huslund ;  M.  de  Borgeion's 
earty  morning  walk  had  sharpened  his  apjxiite,  and  be  was 
breakfasting  quite  unconcernedly  after  alt  ihat  had  pMsed. 
Lucien  saw  the  dignified  face  of  M.  de  NigTvpeliaCt  the  old 
provincial  noble,  a  relic  of  the  old  French  nobU$u,  sitttnf 
betide  Nau. 

When  Gcniji  announced  M.  de  Rubempri,  the  wbtio- 
headed  old  man  gave  him  a  keen,  ctirioos  glaiKC  ;  the  father 
was  anxious  to  form  bis  own  opinions  of  this  man  whom  hia 
daughter  had  singled  out  for  notice.  Lucien's  extreme  beauty 
made  such  a  vivid  imprestion  upon  him  that  he  could  not 
rc]>rcct  an  approving  glance  ;  but  at  the  same  time  he  »eeroed 
(o  regard  the  affair  as  a  flirtation,  a  mere  p.-mii)g  fancy  on  his 
daughter's  part.  Breakfast  over  Louise  could  leave  her  father 
and  M.  de  B.iTgelon  together ;  she  beckoned  Lucien  to  follow 
her  as  she  witlidrcw, 

"  Dear,"  she  said,  and  the  tones  of  her  voice  were  half. 
glad,  half-melancholy,  "  I  am  going  to  Paris,  and  my  father 
is  taking  Bargeion  t>ack  with  him  to  the  E«carbas,  where  he 
will  stay  during  my  absence.     Madame  d'Esjurd  (she  was  ■ 
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Blamonl-Chauvry  before  her  marru^e)  ha*  great  inftaence 
heriKlf  and  ii)6t)cnual  relation*.  Thed'&panU  ateconncc- 
tiuna  of  ours ;  ihcy  aic  th«  oldur  branch  of  the  N^e]Ktt3scs ; 
and,  if  she  voucluafn  to  acknowledge  the  reIalion»hip,  I  ia* 
tend  to  cultivate  her  a  good  deal  \  »Ik  may  perhaps  procdrc  a 
place  (or  Bargeion.  At  my  Boliciiaiion  ii  might  bv  desired 
at  conrt  that  l>e should  rcpretcnc  the  Charcnte,  and  thai  would 
be  a  step  toward  his  election  here.  If  he  were  a  deputy,  it 
would  (uiiher  other  tiep«  that  I  wbh  lo  take  in  Paris. 
You,  my  darling,  have  brought  about  this  change  lit  my 
life.  After  this  morning's  duel,  I  am  obliged  10  ahut  up 
my  houte  for  some  time;  for  there  will  be  people  who  will 
side  with  the  Chandours  against  us.  In  our  poution,  and 
in  a  timall  town,  abtence  is  the  only  way  of  softening 
down  bnd  feeling.  But  I  shall  either  succeed,  and  never 
tee  Angouictnc  again,  or  I  shall  not  succeed,  and  then  I 
mean  to  wiiil  in  Paris  until  the  time  comes  when  I  ran 
■pend  my  inmnters  at  the  EMarbu  and  the  winters  in  Paris. 
It  is  the  only  life  for  a  woman  of  quality,  and  1  have 
waited  too  long  before  entering  upon  it.  TTie  one  day 
will  be  enough  for  our  preparations ;  to-morrow  night  I 
shall  set  out,  and  you  are  coming  with  nie.  are  you  not  ? 
Yon  shall  start  first.  I  will  overtake  you  between  Mansle 
and  RulTec.  and  we  shall  soon  be  in  Paris.  There,  beloved, 
is  the  life  for  a  man  who  has  anything  in  hitu.  W'c  are 
only  at  our  case  among  otir  equals;  we  are  uncotnfonaUe 
in  any  other  society.  Paris,  beside,  is  tlw  capital  of  tite 
intellectual  world,  the  stage  on  which  you  will  siKceed ; 
overleap  the  gulf  tliat  separates  ns  quickly.  Von  must  rwt 
allow  your  iileax  to  grow  rancid  in  the  provinces ;  put 
youraelf  into  communication  at  once  with  the  great  men 
who  represent  the  nineteenth  century.  Try  to  stand  well 
with  the  court  and  with  those  in  power.  No  honor,  no  dis- 
tinction comes  lo  seek  out  the  talent  that  perishes  for  lack 
of  light  in  a  little  town ;  tell  me,  if  you  can,  the  name  of 
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Any  great  work  of  art  executed  in  ihc  pTorince«.  Od  the 
conirary,  see  how  Jean-Jacques,  himself  suhlime  in  h»  pov- 
eny,  fell  the  irresi&tible  attraction  of  that  sun  of  the  intelkctval 
world,  whkh  produces  ever-new  glories  and  uimuUtes  the 
intellecl — Parii,  wliere  men  rub  against  one  another.  What 
is  it  buE  your  duty  to  hasten  to  take  your  i>laice  in  tlie  tuecev- 
sion  of  pleiades  that  rise  from  generation  to  genmlion? 
You  have  no  idea  how  it  contribuiei  to  the  success  of  a  clever 
young  man  to  be  brought  into  a  high  light,  socially  speaking. 
I  will  introduce  you  to  Madame  d'E^pard ;  it  is  not  easy  to 
get  into  her  set;  but  you  meet  all  the  greatest  jKople  at  her 
house,  cabinet  rainisiers  and  ambassador,  and  great  orators 
from  the  Chamber  of  Deputies,  and  peers  and  men  of  influ- 
ence, and  wealthy  or  lamous  people.  A  young  man  with 
good  looks  and  more  than  sufficient  genius  could  fail  to  excite 
interest  only  by  very  bad  management. 

"There  is  no  pettiness  about  those  who  are  truly  great ; 
they  will  lend  you  their  support ;  and  when  yon  yourvclf  have 
a  high  [KMition,  your  work  will  riie  iromeuKly  in  public 
opinion.  The  great  problem  for  the  artist  is  the  problem  of 
putting  himself  in  evidence.  In  these  ways  there  will  be 
hundreds  of  chances  of  making  your  way,  of  linecarcs,  of  a 
pension  from  the  civil  list.  The  Bourbons  are  so  fond  of  en- 
couraging letters  and  the  art*,  and  you,  therefore,  must  be  a 
religious  poet  and  a  royalist  i>oei  at  the  same  time.  Not 
only  is  it  the  right  conrse,  but  it  is  the  way  to  get  on  in  life. 
Do  the  Liberals  and  the  Opposition  give  placet  and  reward* 
and  make  the  fortunes  of  men  of  letters?  Take  the  right 
road  and  reach  the  goal  of  genius.  You  have  my  secret,  do 
not  breathe  a  syllabic  of  it.  and  prepare  to  follow  me,  WoaM 
you  rather  not  go?  "  she  added,  surprised  that  her  lover  made 
no  answer. 

To  Lucien,  listening  lo  the  alluring  word*  and  bewildered 
by  the  rapid  bird's-eye  view  of  Paris  which  they  brought  be- 
fore htm,  it  seemed  as  if  hitherto  he  had  been  using  only  half 
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hiR  brain  and  stxldenty  hod  found  tbe  other  lialT,  so  >«rifily 
his  idcju  widened.  He  saw  himself  ^lagiialiiig  in  AngouMtiK" 
like  a  frog  under  a  stone  in  a  marsh.  Parji  and  Iter  iplendors 
arose  before  him ;  Paris,  the  Eldorado  of  provincial  inugin- 
ing*,  with  goMen  robes  and  the  royal  diadrm  about  Ixr 
brouri,  and  arms  oatstretched  lo  talent  of  every  kind.  Great 
men  would  greet  him  there  as  cmc  of  iheir  order.  Ever)-> 
thing  smiled  upon  genius.  Tlicte  there  were  no  jeatoos 
booby-squires  to  invent  stinfjing  gibex  and  humiliate  a  man 
of  letters  ;  there  was  no  stngnd  indiffcrenee  to  jwetry  in  Paris. 
Paris  was  the  fountain-head  of  poetry ;  there  the  poet  was 
brought  into  the  light  and  paid  for  his  work.  Publi%hen 
should  no  sooner  read  the  opening  page*  of  "  An  Archer  of 
Charles  IX."  than  they  would  open  Iheir  cash-boxes  with 
"  How  much  do  you  want  t "  And,  beside  all  this,  he  umler- 
stO()d  that  this  journey  with  Mme.  de  Bargeton  would  virtually 
give  her  lo  him  ;  that  they  should  live  together. 

So  at  the  words,  "  Would  yoti  rather  not  go  ?"  tears  came 
into  his  eyes,  he  flung  hi*  arm*  about  Louise,  lield  her  lightly 
to  his  heart,  and  marbled  her  throat  with  impax$ione<l  kisses. 
Suddenly  he  checked  himself,  as  if  memory  had  dealt  him  a 
blow. 

'•  Great  heavens !  "  he  cried,  "  my  sister  ia  to  be  married 
the  day  after  to-morrow  I  " 

"^f*  f'^tt*"V*'"'^  WM  the  laiH  y«pirinn  cf^  9T  "T*N^  "*^ 
ringte-hearted  bovhood.  The  so  powerful  tics  that  blixl 
young  hearts  to  home,  and  a  fint  friendship,  and  all  early 
affections  were  to  be  instantly  severed  at  one  ruthless  and 
cruel  blow. 

"Well."  cried  the  haughty  NigrepelBK,  "and  what  has 
your  sister's  marriage  to  do  with  the  progress  of  our  love? 
Have  you  set  your  mind  so  much  on  being  best  man  at  a 
wedding-party  of  tradespeople  and  workingmcn  that  you  can- 
not give  up  these  exalted  joys  for  my  s.tke  ?  A  great  sacrilice 
tiKJeedl"  she  went  on,  scornfully.     "This  morning  I  KDt 
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my  husband  out  to  light  in  your  quarrel.  There,  sir,  go  ;  I 
am  miMakcn  in  you." 

She  sank  fainiing  upon  the  sofa.  Luden  went  lo  her,  en- 
treating her  |>ar<loii,  (tailing  execrations  upon  his  fainily,  his 
sister,  and  David. 

"1  had  such  faiih  in  you  I  "  she  said.  "  Monskor  de 
Cftnte-Croix  had  an  adored  mother  ;  but  to  win  a  letter  fron 
mc  and  the  words,  '  I  am  satisfied,'  he  fell  in  lite  thick  df 
tlic  fighi.  And  now,  when  I  ask  you  take  a  journey  with  roe, 
you  cannot  even  think  of  giving  up  a  wedding-dinner  fof 
my  sake." 

Lucicn  was  ready  to  kill  himself;  his  desperation  was  M 
unfeigned  that  Louiiie  forgave  him,  though  at  the  same  time 
she  made  him  feel  that  he  mtisl  redeem  hin  mistake. 

"  Come,  come."  she  said.  "  he  discreet,  and  to-nmrrowat 
midniiihc  be  upon  the  road,  a  hundred  paces  out  of  Mansle." 

Liiricn  felt  the  globe  shrink  under  his  feet ;  )>e  went  ImcIe 
to  David's  house,  hopes  pursuing  him  as  the  Furiw  followed 
Orestes,  for  he  had  glimmerings  of  endless  diffirnliies.  all 
summed  up  in  the  appalling  words,  "  Where  is  the  money  to 
eome  from  ?  " 

He  Mood  in  nieh  terror  of  David'*  perspteaKity  that  he 
locked  himself  into  his  pretty  new  study  nniil  he  could  re> 
cover  himself,  his  head  was  swimming  in  this  new  position. 
So  he  must  leave  the  rooiiM  just  furnished  for  him  at  such  a 
COM,  and  all  the  wcrifices  that  had  been  m.ide  for  him  had 
been  made  in  vain.  Then  it  occurred  to  Lucien  that  his 
mother  might  take  the  rooms  and  ^avc  David  the  lieavy  ex- 
pense of  biiililing  at  the  end  of  the  yard,  as  he  had  meant  to 
do ;  his  departure  would  lie,  in  fact,  a  convenience  to  the 
family.  He  discovfred  any  quantity  nf  ^r^tjM  '^"'"THi  f"!j;i* 
sudden  flight ;  for  there  is  no  such  Jesuit  as  the  desire  of  your 
heirt.  He  hurried  down  at  once  lo  tell  ihe  news  to  hi*  sister 
in  I/Houmeiu  and  to  lake  counsel  with  her.  A*  he  reached 
Postcl's  shop  he  bethought  himself  that,  if  all  other  mean* 
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failed,  he  c«ul<l  borrow  enough  to  live  upon  iat  b  year  from 
his  father's  saoccaior. 

"Three  francs  per  day  will  be  abundance  for  me  if  I  live 
wiih  Louise,"  he  iboDght ;  "  ii  »  only  a  thousand  francs  for 
a  whole  year.  And  lu  six  nnontlts'  time  I  shall  hare  plenty 
of  inoocy," 

Then,  under  seal  and  promise  of  secrecy,  Ei-e  and  her 
mother  heard  Lucien's  confidences.  Both  the  women  began 
to  cry  as  they  heard  of  llic  ambitious  plans;  and  when  he 
asked  the  reason  of  their  (louUe,  they  told  him  (hat  every 
penny  they  poaiessed  had  been  spent  on  lable-linen,  house* 
linen.  Eve's  wedding  clothes,  and  on  a  host  of  things  that 
David  bad  overlooked.  Tliey  had  been  so  glad  (o  do  this, 
for  David  had  made  a  marriage-settlement  of  ten  ihtwisnnd 
francs  on  Eve.  I.utien  ihcii  spoke  of  )iia  idea  of  a  loan,  and 
Mroe.  Chardon  ondcrtook  to  ask  M.  Postel  to  tend  them  a 
thousand  francs  for  a  twelvemonth. 

"But,  Lucien,"  said  Eve.  as  a  thought  clutched  at  her 
heart,  *'  you  will  not  be  here  at  my  wedding  I  Oh  1  come 
b»cV,  I  will  put  it  off  for  a  «ew  days.  Surely  she  will  give 
you  leave  to  come  Imck  in  a  fortnight,  if  only  yo«i  go  with 
her  now?  Surely  she  would  spare  you  to  us  for  a  wee*, 
Lucien,  when  we  brought  you  np  (or  her?    We  .ihall  have  no 

luck  if  you  are  not  at  the  wedding ■     But  will  a  thowand 

francs  l>e  enough  for  you  ?  "  slic  added,  suddenly  interrup<ing 
herKlf-  "Your  coat  suits  you  divinely,  but  you  have  only 
that  one  I  You  have  only  two  6nc  shirts,  iIm  other  six  are 
coarse  linen ;  and  three  of  your  white  lies  are  just  common 
mmlin,  there  arc  only  two  lawn  cravalt,  and  your  pocket- 
baiKlkerchic^  are  not  good  ones.  Where  will  you  find  a 
sister  in  Paris  who  will  get  up  your  litvcn  in  one  day  as  you 
want  it  ?  You  will  want  ever  so  much  more.  Then  you  have 
just  the  one  pair  of  new  nankeen  trouters.  last  year's  Irouaen 
are  tteht  for  Vfni ;  yon  will  be  oMiged  to  have  clothes  made  in 
it  fs  prices  arc  not  like  Angouttme  prices.    You 
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have  only  two  presentable  white  vests;  I  have  mended  the 
others  already.  Come,  I  advise  you  to  take  two  ilwusand 
francs." 

David  came  ia  as  she  sjmkr,  and  apparently  heard  the  two 
la&t  words,  for  he  looked  at  ibe  brother  and  sister  and  said 
nothing. 

"  Do  not  keep  anything  Trotn  me,"  he  said  at  last. 

"  Well."  exclaimed  Eve,  "  he  k  going  away  with  Mer." 

Mmc.  Chardon  caiue  in  again,  and,  not  seeing  David, 
began  at  once — 

"PoKtel  is  willing  to  lend  y oil  the  thousand  fruitA,  LtlcieD," 
she  Mid,  "  but  only  for  six  months ;  and  even  then  he  wants 
you  to  let  hira  have  a  bill  indorsed  by  your  brother-in-law. 
for  he  says  that  you  are  giving  him  no  security." 

She  turned  and  saw  David,  and  there  was  a  deep  silence  fn 
the  room.  The  Chardons  thought  how  they  had  abtned 
David*s  goodness,  and  felt  ashamed.  Tears  stood  in  the 
young  printer's  eyes. 

"  Then  you  will  not  be  here  at  our  wedding !  "  be  b^sn. 
"You  are  not  going  to  live  with  usl  And  here  have  I  been 
squandering  all  that  I  had  I  Oh  I  Lucien,  as  I  came  along, 
bringing  Eve  her  litlle  Wis  of  wedding  jewelry,  I  did  do( 
think  that  I  should  be  sorry  1  spent  the  money  on  them." 
He  brashed  his  hand  over  hb  eyes  as  he  drew  the  little  cases 
from  his  pocket. 

He  set  down  the  tiny  morocco-covered  boxes  on  the  table 
in  front  of  hit  mother-in-law. 

"Oh  I  why  do  you  think  so  much  for  me?"  protested  Eve, 
giving  him  a  divinely  sweet  smile  that  belied  her  words. 

"Mamma,  dear,"  8.itd  David,  "just  tell  Monsieur  Postel 
that  I  will  put  my  name  to  the  bill,  for  I  can  tell  from  your 
face.  I.ucicn,  that  you  have  quite  made  up  your  mind  to  go." 

Lucien's  hcail  sank  dejectedly;  there  was  a  little  panse, 
then  he  said,  "Do  not  think  hardly  of  me,  my  dear,  good 
angels." 
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He  pat  his  arms  about  Eve  and  David  and  drew  tbein 
cloM,  and  licld  them  lightly  to  him  ai  he  addetl,  "  Wait  and 
lee  wliat  cotncs  of  it,  and  you  shall  know  how  much  1  love 
yon.  What  is  the  good  of  our  high  thinking,  David,  if  it 
tlon  not  enable  us  10  disregard  the  petty  ceremonial  in  which 
the  law  entangles  out  alTcctions?  Shall  I  not  be  with  you  in 
spirit,  in  spite  of  the  distance  between  us  ?  Shall  we  not  be 
united  in  thought?  Have  1  not  a  destiny  to  fulfill?  Will 
pubtishers  come  here  to  seek  my  ■  Archer  of  Charles  IX.* 
and  the  '  Matguerita?'  A  little  sooner  or  a  little  later  \ 
should  be  obliged  in  any  cose  to  do  as  I  am  doing  to-day, 
should  I  not  ?  And  ^all  1  ever  find  a  better  opportunity 
than  this?  Docs  no4  my  success  entirely  depend  upon  my 
entrance  on  life  in  Paris  tlirough  tlM  Marquise  d'E»pard's 
salon  7" 

"  He  Is  right,"  said  Eve,  ■'  you  yourtelf  were  saying,  were 
yoii  not,  that  he  ought  to  go  to  Paris  at  once?" 

I>avid  took  Eve's  hand  in  his,  and  drew  her  into  the  narrow 
little  room  where  she  had  slept  for  seven  yean. 

"  Lore,  were  you  saying  just  now  that  he  would  want  two 
thousand  francs?"  he  said  in  her  ear.  "Postel  is  only  lend- 
ing one  thousand." 

Eve  gave  her  betrothed  a  look,  and  he  read  all  her  anguish 
JD  her  eyes. 

"  Listen,  my  adored  Eve,  we  are  making  a  bad  start  in  life. 
Yet,  my  expenses  have  taken  all  my  capital ;  I  have  just  two 
thousand  francs  left,  and  half  of  it  will  be  wanted  to  carry  on 
the  business.  If  we  give  your  brother  the  thousand  francs,  it 
will  mean  that  we  are  giving  away  our  bread,  that  we  shall  live 
in  anxiety.  If  I  were  alone.  I  know  wliat  1  should  do ;  bat 
we  are  two.     Deride  for  m," 

Eve,  distracted,  sprang  to  her  lover's  arms,  and  kissed  him 
tenderly,  as  she  answered  through  her  tears — 

"  Do  Bs  you  would  do  if  you  were  alone;  I  will  work  lo 
earn  the  money." 
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In  spite  of  il>e  mcst  impassioned  kiss  ever  given  and  taken 
by  betrothed  loveni,  Djtvtd  left  Eve,  overcome  with  troiUite, 
and  went  out  lo  I.ncien. 

"  Do  not  worry  yourself,"  he  ssid ;  "  you  shall  have  your 
two  thousand  francs," 

'•Go  in  to  sec  Posicl,"  said  Mme.  ChardoD,  "for  you  moil 
both  give  your  si(;naiuret  to  the  bill." 

When  Liicien  :ind  Oavid  cjime  back  again  anexpectedty, 
they  found  Eve  and  her  mother  on  their  knees  in  prayer.  The 
women  felt  £uie  that  Lacien's  return  wrould  bring  the  realtift- 
tion  of  many  hopes ;  but  at  that  rooroent  they  could  only  ftH 
how  much  they  were  losing  in  the  parting,  and  tlie  hajipiMS 
to  come  seemed  too  dearly  bought  by  an  absence  that  broke 
lip  their  life  together,  and  would  fill  the  coming  days  with  in- 
numerable fear*  for  Lucicn. 

••  If  you  could  ever  forget  thissight,"  Dtvid  said  in  Lucien't 
ear,  "  you  would  be  the  basest  of  men  !  " 

Dawl,  no  donbt,  thought  that  these  grare  wonU  were 
needed  \  Mme.  de  Bargelon's  influence  seemed  lo  htm  less  to 
to  be  feared  than  his  friend's  unlucky  instability  of  character, 
Lucien  wat  so  easily  led  for  good  or  evil.  Eve  soon  packed 
Locien's  clothe*;  the  Fernando  Cortei  of  literattire  carried 
bitt  little  baggage.  He  was  wearing  his  best  overcoat,  hb 
best  vest,  and  one  of  the  two  (ine  shirts.  The  whole  of  hit 
linen,  the  celebrated  coat,  and  his  tnaniivript  made  up  so 
small  a  package  that,  to  hide  it  from  Mme.  de  Bargeton, 
David  proposed  to  send  it  by  coach  to  a  paper  merchant  with 
whom  he  had  dealings  and  wrote  and  advised  him  to  ibai 
effect,  and  asked  him  to  keep  the  parcel  until  Lucien  sent 
for  it. 

In  spite  of  Mme.  de  Bargeton's  precautions,  ChAtelet  found 
out  that  she  was  leaving  Anj^oul^me ;  and.  with  a  view  of  dis- 
(-oveiing  whether  she  was  traveling  alone  or  with  Lucieit,  he 
Kent  his  man  to  Ruffcc  with  instructions  to  watch  every  car 
riagc  that  changed  horses  at  that  sta|;e. 


LOST  ILLUSION'S. 


m 


"  If  she  ia  uking  her  poet  with  her,"  ihonght  he,  *'  1  have 
hcT  now." 

Lactcn  set  out  bcrorc  daybreak  the  next  morning.  David 
went  with  hiro.  David  had  lured  a  cabtiolcl,  pretending  that 
he  mts  going  to  Marsac  on  business,  a  little  piece  of  decep- 
tion which  seemed  probable  under  the  circnruuaiices.  Tli« 
two  friends  went  to  Marsac,  and  s|)eiii  \\xc\  of  the  day  with 
the  old  "bear."  Ak  evening  mme  on  ihey  Kt  out  again, 
snd  in  the  beginning  of  the  dawn  ibey  waited  in  the  road, 
on  the  further  side  of  Mansle,  for  Mme.  de  Bargcton.  Wheii 
the  Mirenty- year-old  travcting  carriage,  which  he  had  many  a 
lime  seen  in  the  coach-hoiMC.  apfieared  in  night  l^icien  felt 
niore  deepljr  nored  than  he  had  ever  been  in  his  life  before; 
he  iprang  into  David's  arms. 

*'  Cod  grtnt  that  this  may  be  for  your  good  1  "  uid  David, 
and  be  climbed  into  the  shabby  cabiiolet  and  drove  away  with 
a  Iccltng  of  dread  clutching  at  his  heart ;  he  had  terrible  pre- 
eeotiiBcnis  of  the  fate  awaiting  Lucieo  in  Paris. 

11 
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Lucien  had  gone  <o  Paris;  anii  David  Stehaid,  with  ibe 
courage  and  iiilcihgcnce  of  the  ox  which  painters  girc  ibe 
Evangelist  for  .ic  company  log  symbol,  Kt  liioactf  lo  make 
the  large  fortune  for  which  he  had  wished  that  eveninK  down 
by  the  Charcntc,  when  he  mI  with  Eve  by  the  weir  and  tix 
gave  him  her  hand  and  her  heart.  He  wanted  to  make  the 
money  quickly,  and  less  for  hiniscK  than  for  Eve's  sake  and 
Lucien's.  He  would  place  his  wife  amid  the  elegant  and 
comfortable  surroundings  that  were  hers  by  right,  aod  hi* 
strong  arm  should  Mintaiii  her  brother's  ambitioru — this  wm 
(he  programme  that  he  saw  before  his  eyes  in  letten  of  fire. 

Journalism  and  politics,  the  immense  development  of  ll»c 
booktrade,  of  liiciaiurc  and  of  the  science* ;  the  increase  of 
public  interest  in  matters  touching  the  various  indnstries  ia 
the  country  ;'  in  fact,  the  whole  social  tendency  of  the  epoch 
following  the  ettabtiishment  of  the  Restoration,  produced  aa 
enormous  increase  in  the  demand  for  paper.  Tlie  supf>ly 
required  was  almost  ten  times  as  large  as  the  quantity  iB 
which  the  celebrated  Ouvraid  speculated  at  the  outlet  of  the 
Revolution.  Then  Ouvrard  could  buy  up  first  tlte  entire  stock 
of  paper  and  then  the  manufacturers;  but  in  the  year  i8)t 
there  were  so  many  papcr-milli  in  France  that  no  one  could 
hope  to  repeat  his  success  ;  and  David  hart  ncitlwr  atidacity 
enough  nor  capital  enough  for  such  a  speculation.  Machinery 
for  produciDj!  paper  in  any  length  was  just  coming  into  use  in 
England.  Ii  was  one  of  the  most  urgent  needs  of  the  time, 
therefore,  that  the  )ia|>er-trade  should  keep  pace  with  the  re- 
quirements of  the  French  system  of  civil  eovemment,  a  system 
llflSJ 


LOST  ILLUSIONS.  tM 

by  which  the  itgbt  of  dJKUsuon  was  to  be  extended  to  every 
lOin,  aod  the  whole  &t>ric  bawd  ufKtn  continual  cxprenion 
of  individual  ofiinion  ;  a  grave  roitrortune,  for  the  luilion  that 
deltlieiaiM  i.t  but  little  wont  to  act. 

So,  sirange  coincidence!  while  Lucicn  wu drawn  into  the 
great  machinery  of  jouraalisni,  where  he  was  like  to  leave  hit 
honor  and  his  intelligence  torn  to  xhredt,  David  S^hard,  at 
(be  back  of  his  (iTiniing-houtc,  foretaw  all  the  practical  con- 
sequence! of  the  increased  activity  of  (he  periodical  prcsa. 
He  taw  the  direction  in  which  titc  spirit  of  the  age  was  lend- 
ing and  sought  to  And  means  to  the  icquiicd  end.  He  saw 
also  that  ihcrc  was  a  fortune  awaiting  the  dtscoverei  of  cheap 
paper,  and  the  event  has  jmtified  his  clear- tig hiedness.  Within 
the  last  fifteen  years,  the  Patent  Office  ha's  received  more  tlian 
a  hundred  applications  from  persons  claiming  to  have  di»- 
covered  cheap  subsiances  to  be  employed  in  the  manufacture 
of  paper.  David  felt  more  than  ever  convinced  that  this 
would  be  no  brilliant  triumph,  it  is  true,  bat  a  useful  and 
immensely  profitable  discovery  \  and,  after  his  brother-in-law 
went  to  Paris,  he  became  inoie  and  more  absorbed  in  the 
problem  which  he  had  set  himself  to  solve. 

The  expenses  of  his  marriage  and  of  Lucicn's  journey  to 
Paris  had  exhausted  all  his  resources ;  be  confronted  the  ex- 
trcmc  of  poverty  at  the  very  outset  of  married  life.  Me  had 
kept  oDe  thousand  francs  for  the  working  expenses  of  (he 
business,  and  owed  a  like  sum,  for  which  he  had  given  a  bill 
to  Posiel  the  druggist.  So  here  was  a  double  problem  for 
this  deep  thinker  ;  he  mmt  invent  a  n>etbod  of  making  cheap 
paper,  and  that  quickly ;  he  muM  m.-ike  the  discovery,  in  fact, 
in  order  to  apply  the  proceeds  to  the  needs  of  the  household 
and  of  the  busine«.  What  words  can  describe  the  brain  that 
can  forget  the  cruel  preoccupation  caused  by  hidden  want,  by 
the  daily  needs  of  a  family  and  the  daily  drudgery  of  a 
printer's  business,  which  requires  such  minute,  painstaking 
care  \  and  soar,  with  the  enihusiasra  and  intoxication  of  tlK 
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onui  of  science,  inio  the  regions  of  the  uiiknowQ  in  quest  of  a 
Mcictwhicli  daily  eludes  the  mosl  subtle  extwriinent  ?  And 
the  invcnior,  alas!  as  will  shorlly  l>=  Ken,  \\as,  jileniy  of  woes 
to  endure,  beside  tlie  ingratiludc  of  the  many;  idle  folk  thM 
can  do  Dothing  themselves  tell  them,  "  Such  an  one  is  a  born 
inventor;  he  could  not  do  otlieiwisc.  He  no  more  de&erves 
credit  for  his  invention  thao  a  prince  for  being  born  to  rule  I 
He  is  simply  exercising  his  natural  faculiies  and  his  work  b 
its  own  reward,"  and  ihe  people  believe  theia. 

Marriage  brings  profound  mcnia]  and  physical  perturba- 
tions into  a  girl's  life ;  and  if  she  marries  under  the  ordinary 
conditions  of  lower  middle-cla»  life,  she  must  moreover  begin 
to  study  luially  new  interests  and  imiiate  herself  in  the  intri* 
cacies  of  business.  With  marriage,  therefore,  she  enters  upoa 
a  phaxe  of  her  existence  when  she  Is  necessarily  on  the  waicfa 
before  she  can  act.  Unfortunately,  David's  lore  for  his  wife 
retarded  this  training;  he  dared  not  tell  her  the  real  ctate  of 
aflfairs  on  the  day  after  their  wedding  nor  for  some  linte  after- 
ward. His  father's  avarice  condemned  him  to  the  roost 
grinding  jKiverty,  but  he  could  not  bring  himself  to  spoil  Ihe 
honeymoon  by  beginning  his  wife's  commercial  education 
and  prosaic  apprenticeship  to  his  laborious  craft.  So  it  came 
to  pass  that  housekeeping,  no  less  than  working  expenses,  ate 
up  the  thousand  franoi,  his  whole  fortune.  For  four  mODllB 
David  gave  no  thought  to  Ihe  future,  and  his  wife  rcmataed 
in  ignorance.  The  awakening  was  terrible  I  Postel'a  bill 
fell  due;  there  was  no  money  to  meet  it,  and  Eve  knew 
enough  of  the  debt  and  its  cause  to  give  up  her  bridal  trinkets 
and  silver. 

lliai  evening  Eve  tried  to  induce  David  to  talk  of  their 
affairs,  for  she  had  noticed  that  he  was  giving  less  attention 
lo  the  business  and  more  to  the  problem  of  which  he  had 
once  spoken  to  her.  Since  the  first  few  weeks  of  mamed  life, 
in  fact,  David  spent  most  of  his  time  in  the  shed  in  the  bade 
yard,  in  the  little  room  where  he  was  wont  lo  mould  his  ink* 
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rollers.  Three  monilts  after  his  return  to  Angoultnie,  he  had 
replaced  tlic  old-rosiitooed  rouixl  iiik-balU  by  rullen  made  of 
strong  glue  uid  trcjtde,  and  an  ink-table,  ou  which  the  ink 
was  evenly  diuiibuied,  an  improvement  so  obvious  that 
Coinict  Brothers  no  sooner  taw  it  than  they  lulopled  the  plan 
llKinselvet. 

By  the  partition  wall  of  this  kitchen,  «s  it  were,  David  had 
set  up  a  little  furnace  with  a  copper  pan,  ouennibly  to  save 
the  cost  of  fuel  over  tlic  recai-ting  of  tiLt  rollent,  though  ilie 
moulds  had  not  been  used  twice,  and  hung  there  nisling  upon 
the  wall.  Nor  was  tins  all;  a  solid  oak  door  had  been  put 
in  by  liU  orders,  and  the  walls  were  lined  with  sheet-iron ;  he 
even  replaced  the  dirty  window-sash  by  panes  of  ribbed  glass, 
to  that  no  one  without  could  peer  through  and  watch  htm  at 
his  work. 

When  Ere  began  to  »|>eak  al)out  the  future,  he  looked  un* 
easily  at  her  and  cut  her  short  at  the  lirst  word  by  saying,  "  I 
know  all  that  you  must  think,  child,  when  you  see  that  tb« 
workshop  is  left  to  itself,  and  that  I  am  dead,  as  it  were,  to 
all  bttsioess  interests;  but,  see,"  he  continued,  bringing  Ikt 
to  the  window  and  pointing  to  the  mysterious  shed,  "  there 
lies  our  fortune.  For  some  month*  yet  we  must  endure  our 
lot.  but  let  us  bear  it  lutienily;  leave  me  to  solve  the  prot^ 
lem  of  which  I  told  you  and  all  oar  troubles  will  be  at  aa 
end." 

David  was  so  good,  bis  devotion  was  so  thoroughly  to  be 
taken  upon  his  word,  that  the  poor  wife,  with  a  wile's  anxiety 
as  to  daily  exjwnses,  determined  to  spare  her  husband  the 
household  cares  and  to  take  the  bunlen  ui>on  herself.  So  she 
came  down  from  the  prrtty  bluc-and -white  room,  wltcre  she 
sewed  and  talked  contcnteiUy  with  her  nwlher,  look  po«C3- 
sion  of  one  of  the  two  dens  at  (he  back  of  the  printing- room, 
and  set  herself  to  learn  the  btwinem  roniine  of  tyixjgraphr. 
Was  it  not  heroism  in  a  wife  who  expected  ere  long  to  be  • 
root  her? 
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During  the  past  few  months  David's  workmen  liad  left  hia 
one  by  one ;  ihcre  was  not  work  enough  (or  ihem  to  do, 
Coiniet  Brothcis,  on  tlie  other  hand,  were  overwltelmed  with 
orders;  they  were  employing  all  the  worVmen  of  the  depart- 
ment ;  the  alluring  prospect  of  high  wages  ercn  brought  them 
a  few  from  Itordeaux,  more  especially  apprentices  whothoufht 
themselves  sufficiently  expert  to  cancel  their  articles  and  go 
elsewhere.  When  Eve  came  to  took  into  the  alTain  of 
S^chard's  printing  works  bIic  discovered  that  he  cinptoyed 
three  persons  in  all. 

First  in  order  stood  Cirizet,  an  apprentice  of  Dtdot'St 
whom  David  had  chosen  to  train.  Most  foremen  hare  some 
one  favorite  among  the  great  number  of  workers  tinder  them, 
and  David  had  brought  Ciriiet  lo  AngoulCme,  where  he  had 
been  learning  more  of  the  busine^.  Marion,  as  much  attached 
to  the  house  as  a  walch-dog,  was  the  second  ;  and  the  third  was 
Kolb,  an  Alsacien.  at  one  time  s  porter  in  tlw  employ  of  the 
Messrs,  Didot.  Kolb  had  been  drawn  for  tniliiary  service. 
chance  brought  him  to  Angoul*me,  and  David  rccogniied  the 
man's  face  at  a  review  jiKt  as  his  lime  w»  about  to  expire. 
Kolb  came  to  sec  David,  and  was  smitien  forthwith  by  ibe 
charms  of  the  portly  Marion  ;  she  possessed  all  the  qnalitict 
which  a  man  of  his  class  looks  for  in  a  wife — the  robun 
healih  that  lironies  the  cheeks,  the  strength  of  a  man  (Mxrion 
could  lift  a  form  of  type  with  ease),  the  scrtipulotis  hoDCMy 
on  which  an  .Mstcien  sets  such  store,  the  faithful  serricc 
which  l>cspeak^  a  sterling  character,  and,  finally,  the  thrift 
which  had  saved  a  little  sum  of  a  thousand  francs,  beside  1 
Mock  of  clothing  and  linen,  neat  and  clean,  as  eotintry  liDcn 
can  be.  Marion  herself,  a  big,  stout  woman  of  thirty-sU,  felt 
sufficiently  (tattered  by  the  admiration  of  a  ruirasier,  who 
stood  five  feet  seven  inches  in  his  stockings,  a  well-built  warrior, 
strong  as  a  bastion,  and  not  unnaturally  suggested  that  he 
should  become  a  printer.  So,  by  the  time  Kolb  received  his 
full  dijchargc,  Marion  and  David  between  tHem  had  trans- 
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formrd  liim  into  a  tolerably  creditable  "  bear,"  though  their 
pupil  coald  neither  tcid  nor  write. 

Job-printing,  u  it  is  called,  was  not  so  abundant  at  this 
season  but  thai  C^rizct  could  manage  it  without  belp.  Ciri- 
let— compositor,  clicker,  and  foreman — reatiicd  in  his  person 
ilw  "  phenomenal  tripliciiy  "  of  Kant ;  he  set  up  type,  read 
proof,  took  orders.,  and  made  out  invoices;  but  the  most  part 
of  the  time  he  had  nothing  to  do,  and  used  to  read  novels  in 
his  den  at  the  back  of  the  workshop  while  he  waited  for  an 
order  for  a  bill-head  or  a  trade  circular.  Marioti,  trained  by 
old  Stehard,  prepared  and  wetted  down  ilie  paper,  helped 
Kolb  irith  the  printing,  hung  the  sheets  to  dry,  and  cut  tliem 
to  siie;  yei  cooked  the  dinner  none  the  ka>  and  did  her 
marketing  very  early  of  a  morning. 

Eve  lold  Ctiiiet  to  draw  out  a  halance-shect  for  the  last 
six  months,  and  found  that  the  fcross  receipts  amounted  to 
eight  hundred  francs.  On  (he  other  hand,  wages  at  the  rate 
of  three  francs  per  day — two  francs  to  C^rizet  and  one  to 
Kolb— reached  a  total  of  six  hundred  francs ;  and  as  the 
goods  supplied  for  the  work  printed  and  delivered  amounted 
to  some  liundred-odd  fraiKS,  it  was  clear  to  Eve  thai  David 
had  been  carrying  on  business  at  a  loss  during  the  first  half- 
year  of  their  married  life.  There  was  nothing  to  show  for 
rent,  nothing  for  Marion's  wages,  nor  for  interest  on  capital 
repfCsented  by  the  plant,  the  license,  and  the  ink  ;  nothing, 
finally,  by  way  of  allowance  for  the  host  of  things  included  in 
the  technical  cxpreasloa  "wear  and  tear,"  a  term  which 
owes  its  origin  to  the  cloths  and  silks  which  are  used  to  mod- 
erate the  force  of  the  impression  and  to  save  wear  to  tlie 
type ;  a  square  of  sttilT  (the  hlank/f)  being  f^accd  between 
ihe  platen  and  the  sheet  of  paper  in  the  press. 

Eve  made  a  rough  calculation  of  the  resources  of  (be  print- 
ing-office and  of  the  output,  and  saw  how  little  hope  there 
was  for  a  business  drained  dry  by  the  all-devouring  activity  of 
the  brothers  Cointet ;  for  by  ibis  lime  the  Coinlcts  were  not 
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only  contract  prinirnt  to  the  town  and  iIm  |rrefecture,  asA 
printffs  10  the  diocese  by  s|>ccul  a|)|H>intraeni — ihcy  were 
papcr-mskcts  and  proprietors  of  a  new)'|Kii>er  to  boot.  That 
newspaper,  sold  iwo  ycarv  ago  by  the  S^haixls,  father  atid 
son,  for  twenty-two  tliousaod  francs,  wag  now  bringing  in 
cigliiccD  thousand  francs  per  annum.  Eve  began  to  under- 
stand the  motives  lurking  beneath  ttie  apparent  generosity  of 
the  brothers  Coinlet ;  they  were  leaving  the  Stehard  estate 
lishment  just  sufficient  work  to  gain  a  pittance,  but  sot 
enough  to  cstabhsh  a  rival  house. 

When  Eve  took  tlie  management  of  the  business  she  began 
by  taking  stock.  She  set  Kolb  and  Marion  and  Cirizei  to 
work,  and  the  vrorksliop  was  pul  to  rights,  cleaned  ont,  and 
set  in  order.  Then  one  evening  when  David  came  in  from  a 
country  exnirsion,  followed  by  an  old  woman  with  a  huge 
bundle  tied  up  in  a  cloth,  Eve  asked  counsel  of  him  as  to  the 
best  way  of  lurning  to  profit  the  odds  and  ends  left  them  by  old 
S^hard,  promising  that  »hc  herself  would  look  afiei  ibe  bus»- 
t)ess.  Acting  upon  her  hnsbantl's  advice,  Mme.  Stehard  sorted 
all  the  remnants  of  paper  which  she  found,  and  printed  old  pop- 
ular legends  in  double  columns  upon  a  single  sheet,  stxh  aa 
peasani5  paste  upon  their  cottage  walls,  the  histories  of  "  The 
Wandering  Jew,"  "Robert  the  Devil,"  "La  Belle  Mague- 
lonnc."  and  sundry  miracles.     Eve  sent  Kolb  out  as  a  hawker. 

Cdrizet  had  not  a  moment  to  spare  now;  he  was  composing 
the  naive  pages  with  the  rough  cuts  thai  adomed  them  from 
morning  to  night ;  Marion  was  able  to  manage  the  taking  off} 
anil  all  domestic  cares  fell  to  Mme.  Chardon,  for  Ere  was 
busy  coloring  the  prints.  Thanks  to  Kolb'a  activity  and  bon- 
city,  Etc  sold  three  thousand  broad  sheets  at  asoa  apiece, 
and  made  three  hundred  francs  in  all  at  a  cost  of  thirty  francs. 

But  when  every  peasant's  hut  and  every  little  wineshop  (or 
twenty  leagues  around  was  papered  with  these  legends,  a  fresh 
speculation  must  lie  discovered ;  the  Alucien  could  not  go 
beyond  the  limito  of  the   department.      Ere,  taming  over 
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cvcryihing  in  the  whole  printing-house,  had  found  a  collec- 
lioa  of  figures  for  jmniing  i  "Sheplierd's  Calendar,"  a  kind 
of  alnunac  m«ant  for  those  who  cannot  read,  leilcr-piess 
being  rcpbced  liy  sjrmbolj,  signs,  and  pictures  in  colofcd 
ink»— red,  black,  and  blue.  Old  Stchard,  who  could  neither 
read  nor  write  himself,  lud  made  a  good  deal  of  monejr  at 
one  lime  by  iMinging  out  an  almanac  in  hieroglyph.  It  was 
in  book  form,  a  lingte  sheet  folded  to  make  one  hundred  and 
twrnty-cigiit  pages. 

1'hoTouglily  salisficd  with  the  success  of  the  brood  aheeti, 
a  piece  of  business  only  undertaken  by  country  print iiig-oSices. 
Mme.  S&hard  invested  all  the  proceeds  in  the  "Shcphetd's 
Calendar,"  and  began  it  upon  a  large  Male.  Millions  of 
copies  of  thi«  wotk  are  sold  annually  in  France.  It  is  printed 
upon  even  coarser  paper  than  the  ".Almanac  of  Lt*ge,"  a 
ream  (five  hundred  sheets)  costing  in  the  first  instance  about 
four  francs ;  white  the  printed  sheets  sell  at  the  rate  of  a  sou 
a  piece — twenty-five  francs  per  ream. 

Him.  Stehard  deleimined  to  use  one  hundred  reams  for 
the  first  impression ;  fifty  thousand  copies  would  bring  in 
two  thousand  francs.  A  man  so  decftly  alMorbed  in  his  work 
as  David  in  his  researches  is  lehlom  observant;  yet  David, 
taking  a  look  around  his  workshop,  was  ostonMMd  to  hear 
the  groaning  of  a  press  and  to  see  Ciriiet  always  on  his  feet. 
setting  up  type  under  Mmc.  S^hard's  direction.  There  was 
a  pretty  triumph  for  Eve  on  the  day  when  I>ivid  came  in  to 
see  what  she  was  doing,  and  praised  the  idea,  and  thought  the 
calendar  an  excellent  stroke  of  buiinnu.  Ftirtherroore,  David 
promised  to  give  Mivice  in  (he  matter  of  colored  inks,  for  an 
almanac  meant  to  appeal  to  the  eye ;  and,  finally,  he  resolved 
to  recast  the  ink-rollers  himself  in  his  myslcrioui  workshop, 
SO  as  to  help  his  wife  as  Uz  as  he  could  in  her  important  liltic 
enterprise. 

But  just  as  the  work  began  with  strenuous  industry  there 
came  ktlers  from  Lucicn  in  l^rit,  heart-sinking  letters  Uut 
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told  hts  mother  and  stUer  and  brother-ia-tair  of  hit  Gularel 
and  diiircu;  and  when  Eve,  Mme.  Chudon,  and  Dariiil 
each  secrelly  Kent  moacy  to  iheir  poet,  tt  mwt  be  plain  totli 
reader  that  the  three  hundred  fnncs  thejr  sent  were  Idee  thdr 
very  blood.  The  ovcrwhelmini  ncwi,  tt>e  disheftrtcaingseMC 
that  work  as  bravely  ai  i.\K  might  she  nude  so  liitte,  \eh  Etc 
looking  forward  with  a  certain  dread  to  an  event  which  fllb 
the  cup  of  )ui>pint3a  to  the  full.  The  time  wa*  coming  very 
near  now,  and  to  herself  she  said,  "  If  my  dear  David  hM 
not  reached  the  end  of  his  researches  before  my  confinetncDt, 
what  will  become  of  us  ?  And  who  will  look  after  oar  poor 
printing-office  and  the  business  that  is  growing  up?  " 

The  "Shepherd'*  Calendar"  ought  by  rights  to  lia«  bcea 
ready  before  the  tst  of  January,  t>ut  Cirizei  wu  working  ds- 
accountably  slow ;  all  the  work  of  composing  fell  to  htn ; 
and  Mme.  Stchard,  knowing  so  litilc,  could  not  find  bait, 
and  was  lain  to  content  herself  with  watching  (he  ]rotui{ 
Parisian. 

Ciriiet  came  from  the  gi«it  Gouodling  hospital  in  nuu. 
He  had  l>een  apprenticed  to  tlte  MM.  Didot,  and  between  the 
ages  of  fourteen  and  Ncvenieen  lie  wax  David  Sichard's  &nat- 
ical  worshiper,  David  put  him  under  one  of  the  clevereft 
workmen  and  took  him  for  his  copyholder,  his  page.  Ctri- 
eei's  intelligence  naturally  interested  David  ;  he  won  the  Ud's 
affection  by  procuring  amusements  now  and  again  for  him, 
and  comforts  from  which  he  was  cut  off  by  poverty.  Nattne 
had  endowed  Ctriiei  with  an  iniignificanl.  rather  pretty  little 
countenance,  red  hair,  and  a  ]Mir  of  dull  blue  eyes  ;  he  had 
come  to  Angoul£me  and  brought  the  mantven  of  the  Parisian 
ttrcet-boy  with  him.  He  was  formidable  by  reasoo  of  a 
quick  sarcastic  turn  and  a  spiieful  disposition.  Perhaps  David 
looked  less  strictly  after  him  In  Angoulfme  ;  or,  perhaps,  at 
the  lad  grew  older,  his  mentor  put  more  trust  in  him  or  in 
the  sobering  influences  of  a  country  town  ;  Uit  be  that  as  it  may, 
Ciriiel  (all  unknown  to  his  sponsor)  was  going  completely  to 
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tUe  bad,  and  the  primer's  apprentice  wu  acting  tl>e  part  of  a 
Don  Juao  among  little  woikgirU.  His  morality,  learned  la 
Fans  (Iri liking -uloons,  laid  down  the  law  of  lelf-intercst  as 
the  K>lc  nilc  for  gaidancc ;  he  knew,  moreover,  that  next  jrear 
he  would  be  "drawn  for  a  soldier,"  to  use  the  popular  ex- 
pression, saw  that  he  had  no  prospects,  aud  ran  into  debt, 
thinking  that  mod  he  should  be  in  the  army,  and  none  of  his 
creditors  would  run  after  him.  David  still  potsetsetl  »ome 
ascendency  over  the  young  fellow,  due  not  (o  hit  position  n 
master,  nor  yei  to  the  inteicsl  thai  he  had  taken  in  his  pupil, 
but  to  the  great  intellectual  power  which  the  sometime  street- 
boy  (uUy  recognized. 

Before  long  Cirtiel  began  to  fralcrniie  with  the  Cointeti' 
workpeople,  drawn  to  them  by  the  mutual  attraction  of  Uome 
and  jacket,  and  the  class  feeling,  which  is,  perhaps,  sirongert 
of  all  in  the  lowest  ranks  of  society.  In  their  company 
C6rizet  forgot  the  little  good  doctrine  which  David  had  man- 
ngcd  to  instil  into  him ;  but.  nevertheless,  when  the  oibcrs 
)oked  the  boy  about  the  presses  in  his  workshop  ("old  sabots," 
as  the  "  bears  "  contemptuously  called  them),  and  showed  him 
the  nugnificent  machines,  twelve  in  number,  now  at  work  in 
the  Cointets  great  priniing-ofBte,  where  the  single  wootten 
press  was  only  used  for  experiments,  C^rizet  would  stand  up 
for  David  and  fling  o«it  at  the  braggarts. 

"  My  boss  will  go  farther  with  his  '  sabots '  than  yours  with 
their  cast-iron  contrivances  that  turn  out  mass  hooks  all  d4y 
long,"  he  would  Iwasl.  "  He  is  trying  to  find  out  a  Kcrei 
that  will  lick  alt  the  printing-offices  in  France  and  Navarre." 

"  And  meantime  you  take  your  orders  from  a  washerwoman, 
you  snip  of  a  foreman  on  two  francs  a  day." 

"  She  is  pretty  though,"  retorted  Cirinet ;  "  it  b  better  to 
have  her  to  look  at  than  the  phizxes  of  your  bosses." 

"And  do  you  live  by  looking  at  his  wife?" 

From  the  region  of  the  wineshop,  or  from  the  door  of  the 
printing-ofl^ce,  where  these  bickerings  took  place,  a  dim  light 
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began  to  bruk  in  upon  the  brothers  Coiniet  a&  to  the 
Mate  of  thin^  in  the  S^hard  establishiDent.     They  came  to 
hear  of  Eve's  ex|>eriineiit,  and  held  it  ex|>edient  to  stop  these 
Rights  at  once,  lest  the  business  thould  begin  to  procper  under 
the  poor  young  wife's  inanagemcni. 

"  Let  U3  give  her  a  rap  over  the  knuckles  and  disgtst  ber 
with  the  butinem,"  said  the  brothers  Cointet. 

One  of  the  |>air,  the  pTOCtical  printer,  s;>okc  to  C^>iet, 
and  aske<l  him  to  do  jiroof-rcading  for  them  by  piecework,  to 
relieve  their  reader,  who  had  more  than  he  coutd  manage. 
So  it  came  lo  pass  that  COrirct  earned  more  by  a  few  hoars' 
work  of  an  evening  for  the  brothers  Cointet  than  by  a  whole 
dajr's  wurk  for  Divid  S6chard.  Other  transactions  followed ; 
the  Coimets  seeing  no  small  aptitude  in  Ciriiei,  be  was  toM 
that  il  was  a  pity  that  he  should  be  in  a  position  to  little 
favorable  to  his  intcrcsls. 

"You  might  be  foreman  some  day  in  a  big  printing-office, 
making  six  francs  a  day,"  said  one  of  the  Cointeti  one  day, 
"  and  with  jour  intelligence  you  might  come  lo  hare  a  share 
in  the  business." 

"  Wlicre  it  theuteof  my  beingagood  forcraan?"  retumed 
Ctrizel.  *'  I  am  an  orphan,  I  shall  be  drawn  for  the  annjr 
neat  year,  and  if  I  get  a  bad  ntunber  who  is  there  to  pay 
some  one  else  to  lake  my  place  ?  " 

"  If  you  moke  yourself  useful,"  said  the  well-to-do  prinler, 
"why  should  not  lomebody  advance  the  money?" 

"  It  won't  l>c  my  bcm  in  any  case  I "  said  Oriiet. 

■*  Pooh  I  Perhaps  by  that  lime  he  will  have  foond  oat  the 
secret." 

The  words  were  spoken  in  a  way  that  could  not  but  route 
the  worst  thoughts  in  the  listener;  and  Ciriact  gave  llie 
lupermnker  and  printer  a  very  searching  look. 

"  1  do  not  know  what  he  is  Imsy  almul,"  he  began  pru- 
dently, as  the  master  said  nothing,  "bat  he  is  no{  the 
kind  of  man  to  look  for  capiiab  in  the  tower  cat«  1 " 


LOST  ILLUSIONS.  Iffi 

"  Look  here,  nijr  friend,"  uid  tlve  printer,  Uking  up  hxlf-a^ 
dozen  shecis  of  the  diocesan  prayer-book  and  holding  them 
om  to  Ciriiei,  ■•  if  you  r.iii  correct  these  for  u5  by  to-moirowf 
you  shall  have  eighteen  francs  to-morrow  for  then.  We  are 
not  shabby  hcic ;  we  put  our  competitor's  foreman  in  the  way 
of  making  money.  A!>a  nutter  of  £ict,  wc  miglit  let  Mn>e. 
Sfchard  go  too  far  to  draw  bock  with  her  '  Shepherd's  Calen- 
dar,'  and  ruin  her ;  very  well,  we  give  you  permission  to  tell 
her  tliai  wc  arc  bringing  out  a  '  Shepherd's  Calendar '  of  our 
own,  and  to  call  her  attention,  too,  to  tile  bet  that  she  will 
not  be  the  fini  in  the  field." 

Cirizet's  motive  for  working  tra  slowly  on  the  composition 
of  the  almanac  should  be  clear  enough  by  this  time. 

When  Eve  heard  thai  the  Cointcts  meant  to  spoil  iKr  poor 
little  speculation,  dread  sciicd  upon  her ;  at  Arst  she  tried  to 
see  a  proof  of  attachn>ent  in  Ciriiel's  l>yi)Ocritkal  warning  of 
competition;  but  before  long  she  saw  signs  of  an  overkeen 
curiosity  in  her  sole  compositor — the  curiosity  of  youth,  the 
tried  to  think. 

"  C*riiet,"  she  said  one  morning,  "  you  stand  abotil  on  the 
threshold  and  wait  for  Monsieur  Stehard  tn  the  pasnge,  to 
pry  into  his  private  affairs ;  when  he  comes  out  into  the  yard 
to  melt  down  the  rollers  you  are  (here  lookiiif;  at  him,  instead 
of  geiting  on  with  the  almanac.  These  things  are  not  right, 
especially  when  you  see  tim  I,  his  wife,  respect  his  secrets, 
and  lake  so  much  trouble  on  myself  to  leave  him  fi«e  to  give 
himself  up  to  his  work.  If  you  had  not  wasted  lime  the 
almanac  would  be  finished  by  now,  and  Kolb  would  be  Belling 
it  and  the  Coiniets  could  have  done  as  no  harm." 

"Eht  matlame,"  aniwered  C^riset.  "Here  I  am  doing 
five  francs'  wonh  of  composing  for  two  franes  a  day.  and 
don't  you  think  thai  is  enough?  Why,  if  I  did  not  read 
proofs  of  an  evening  for  the  Cointets,  I  might  feed  myself  on 
husks." 

"You  are  turning  ungrateful  early,"  said  Eve,  deeply  hurt, 
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not  SO  much  by  C^rizet's  gmmbting  *s  by  hit  coarse  tone, 
threatening  attitude,  and  aggressive  btare;  "you  will  get  on 
in  life." 

"  Not  with  a  woman  to  order  me  about  though,  for  it  b  not 
often  that  the  month  has  thirty  days  in  it  then." 

Feeling  wounded  in  her  womanly  dignity,  Eve  gave  Cirixet 
a  withering  look  and  went  u]Ktsiis  again.  At  dinacr-tiiDc  she 
spoke  to  David. 

"Are  you  sure,  dear,  oT  that  little  rogue  Ctrtzet?" 

•*C*rizet!"  said  David.  "Why,  he  was  my  yotingxier; 
I  trained  him,  I  look  him  on  as  my  copyholder.  I  put  bin 
to  composing^  anything  that  he  is  he  owes  to  mt  in  fact) 
You  might  as  well  ask  a  father  if  he  is  sure  of  his  child.*' 

Upon  this,  Eve  told  iier  husband  that  Cbiiel  was  reading 
proofs  for  the  Cointets. 

"  Poor  fellow  t  he  must  live,"  said  David,  humbled  by  llie 
consciousness  that  he  had  not  done  his  duly  as  a  master. 

"  Yes,  but  there  is  this  difference,  dear,  between  Kolb  ant 
Ciriiet — Kolb  tramps  about  twenty  league*  every  day,  spend) 
fifteen  or  twenty  sous,  and  brings  us  back.ieven  and  eight  and 
sometimes  nine  francs  of  sales ;  and  when  his  expenses  are 
paid  he  never  asks  for  more  than  his  wages.  Kolb  would 
sooner  cot  off  liis  hand  than  work  a  lever  for  the  Cointets; 
Kolb  would  not  |>eer  among  the  things  thai  you  throw  oot 
into  the  yard  if  people  offered  him  a  thousand  crowns  to  do 
it ;  but  Ciriict  picks  them  up  and  looks  at  them." 

It  is  hard  for  noble  natures  to  think  evil,  to  l>elieve  in  in- 
gratitude; only  through  rough  experience  do  they  learn  the 
extent  of  human  corruption ;  and,  even  when  there  b  nothing 
left  them  to  learn  in  this  kind,  they  rise  to  an  indulgence 
which  is  the  latii  degree  of  contempt. 

"Pooh!  pure  Paris  street-boy's  curiosity,"  cried  David 
Sfchard. 

'■Very  well,  dear,  do  me  the  pleasure  to  step  downstairs 
and  look  at  the  work  done  by  this  boy  of  yours,  and  tell  me 
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then  whether  he  ought  not  to  have  finished  otir  almanac  this 
month. " 

David  went  into  the  workshop  after  dinner,  and  saw  that 
the  calendar  should  have  been  set  up  in  a  week.  Then,  when 
he  heard  that  the  Coinleli  were  bringing  out  a  similar  almanac, 
he  came  lo  the  rescue.  He  look  command  of  the  jmniing- 
office,  Kolb  helped  at  home  instead  of  selling  broadsheett. 
Kotb  and  Marion  pulled  ofT  [he  impre^ions  from  one  form, 
■  nile  David  woikcd  another  pre^  with  Citieet,  and  superin- 
tended the  printing  in  various  inks.  Every  sheet  raaiA  be 
primed  four  separate  limes,  for  which  reason  none  but  small 
hotues  will  attempt  to  i>mdiice  a  "  Shepherd's  Catcnclar,"  and 
that  only  in  the  conntry  where  labor  is  cheap  and  the  amount 
of  capita]  employed  in  the  business  is  so  small  that  the  interest 
amounts  to  lilile.  Wherefore,  a  press  which  turns  out  beautiful 
work  cannot  corojiete  in  the  printing  of  sheets,  coarse  thoagh 
they  may  be. 

So,  for  the  first  time  since  old  S^hard  retired,  two  presses 
were  at  woik  in  the  old  house.  TIte  calendar  was,  in  its  tray, 
a  Biasterpiece ;  but  Eve  was  obliged  to  sell  it  for  less  than  a 
sou,  for  the  Cointets  were  supplying  hawkers  al  the  rate  of 
three  centimes*  jwr  copy.  Eve  made  no  loss  on  the  cojnes 
sold  (6  hawkers ;  on  Kolb's  sales,  made  directly,  she  gained  ; 
but  her  little  speculation  was  spoiled.  Cirizet  saw  that  his 
fair  employer  distrusted  him ;  in  his  own  conscience  Ive  posed 
as  the  accuser,  and  said  to  himself,  "Vou  suspect  me,  do  you? 
I  will  have  my  revenge,"  for  the  Paris  street-boy  is  made  on 
this  wise.  Ciriiet  accordingly  took  pay  out  of  all  proportion 
to  the  work  of  proof-rending  done  for  the  Coinlets,  going  to 
their  office  every  evening  for  the  sheds  and  returning  them 
in  the  morning.  He  came  to  be  on  familiar  terms  with  them 
through  the  daily  chat,  and  at  length  saw  a  chanceof  escaping 
the  military  service,  a  liait  held  out  to  him  by  the  brothers. 
So  far  from  requiring  promptings  from  the  Coinlets,  he  vru 
■  FItc  nntintei  aniltc  one  n»l 
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the  first  to  propose  the  espionage  and  exploilalion  of  David'i 
researches. 

Eve  SAW  how  little  she  could  depend  upon  Cintet,  and  to 
find  another  Kolb  was  simply  impossible ;  she  nwde  up  hef 
mind  lodi^missheronccomposiior,  for  the  insight  of  a  woman 
whu  loves  told  her  ihat  C^rixci  wm  a  traitor;  but,  as  this 
meant  a  dcaih-blow  to  the  business,  she  took  a  man's  rencdutioo. 
She  wrote  to  M.  Mflivicr,  with  wiiom  David  and  ihe  CoJDtet) 
and  almost  every  jiapermaker  in  the  depnrtment  had  business 
relations,  and  asked  him  to  put  ihe  following  advertbcnwnt 
into  a  irade^paper : 

"  For  Sale,  as  a  going  concern,  a  Printing-oflke,  with 
License  and  Plant ;  situated  at  AngouKme.  Apply  for  par- 
ticulars to  M.  Mitivicr,  Rue  Scrpcntc." 

The  Coiniets  saw  the  advertisement.  "  Thai  little  woman 
has  a  head  on  her  shoulders,"  they  said.  "  It  is  time  that  wc 
took  her  business  under  our  own  control,  by  giving  her  enough 
work  to  live  upon  ;  wc  might  find  a  real  competitor  in  David's 
successor;  it  is  to  our  interest  to  keep  an  tye  upon  that  work- 
shop." 

The  Coinleit  went  to  upcak  to  David  SiehanH;  tnoved 
thereto  by  this  thought.  Eve  mw  them,  knew  ihnt  her  siniia- 
gcm  had  succeeded  at  once,  and  felt  a  thrill  of  the  keenest  joy. 
They  stated  their  proposal.  Tliey  had  more  work  than  they 
could  undertake,  their  pieties  could  not  keep  pace  with  the 
work,  would  M.  Sdchard  print  for  them?  Tliey  had  sent  to 
fiordeaus  for  workmen,  and  ronid  find  enough  to  give  full 
employment  to  Duvid'ii  three  presses. 

"Gentlemen."  said  Eve,  while  Orixd  went  htoss  to 
Ditvid's  workshop  (o  announce  the  two  printers,  "  while  my 
hij'^lund  was  with  the  McMi!rurs  Didot  he  came  to  know  of 
excellent  woikcrs.  honest  and  indo&irious  men ;  lie  will  choooc 
his  successor,  no  doubt,  from  among  Ihe  best  of  them.     If  he 
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a(4d  hb  bsnaea  ouuighi  for  some  twenty  thouund  Trancs,  it 
would  bring  us  in  a  thouiund  frxncs  per  annuia ;  that  would 
be  better  iban  lo«ing  a  thou&and  yearly  over  sucU  irade  as  you 
leave  us.  Why  did  you  envy  us  the  poor  link  almunac  ipecu- 
laiion,  especially  as  we  have  always  brought  it  out?" 

"Oh,  why  did  you  not  give  us  notice,  Riadame?  We 
would  not  have  interfered  with  you,"  one  of  the  bioihert 
answered  blandly  (he  was  known  an  "the  tall  Coincet"). 

"  Oil,  contc.  gentlemen  I  you  only  began  your  almanac  after 
CArizet  told  you  that  I  was  bringing  out  mine." 

She  spoke  briakly,  looking  full  at  "  the  tall  Cointet  "  as  ali« 
■poke.  He  lowered  his  eyes ;  Cirizei's  treachery  was  proven 
lo  her. 

This  brother  managed  the  business  and  the  paper-mill ;  ha 
was  by  lar  the  clevcrci  man  of  business  of  the  two.  Jean 
showed  no  small  ability  in  the  conduct  of  the  printing  estab- 
IbhmcDi,  but  in  intellectual  capacity  he  might  be  ssid  to  take 
colonel's  rank,  while  Boniface  was  a  general.  Jean  left  the 
command  to  Bonilace.  This  latter  was  thin  and  spire  in 
person ;  his  face,  sallow  as  an  altar  caudle,  was  mottled  with 
reddish  patches;  his  lips  were  pinched;  there  was  something 
in  his  eyes  thnt  reminded  you  of  a  cat's  eyes.  Buoifaoe 
Cointet  never  excited  himself ;  be  would  listen  to  the  gronest 
insults  with  tl>e  serenity  of  a  bigot,  and  reply  in  a  smooth 
voice.  He  went  to  inaM,  he  wcni  to  confession,  he  look  the 
sacrament.  Beneath  hi.i  caressing  mannert,  beneath  an  almost 
spiritless  look,  lurked  the  tenacity  and  ambition  of  tlte  priest, 
and  the  greed  of  the  man  of  business  consumed  with  a  ihint 
for  riches  and  honors.  In  ihc  year  iSjo  "tall  Cointet" 
wanted  all  that  the  ttmrgMtiie  finally  obtained  by  the  Revolu- 
tion of  1830.  lit  his  heart  he  hated  the  artstocrats,  and  in 
religion  he  was  indifferent ;  he  was  as  much  or  as  little  of  a 
bigot  as  Bonaparte  was  a  member  of  the  Mountain  ;*  yet  bis 
vertebnl  column  bent  with  a  flexibility  wonderful  to  behold 

*  Tbe  eatran*  democntic  pwly  of  ite  CoavcnUaa. 
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before  the  nobUsse  and  the  offictal  hierarchy ;  for  the  powen 
that  be,  he  humbled  hiRuteir,  he  wu  nieeic  and  obsequious.  Odc 
final  characteristic  will  describe  hini  for  thote  who  ve  accta- 
tomed  to  dealings  with  j11  kinds  of  meii,  and  can  appreciate 
its  value — Coiniet  concealed  the  expression  of  hii  ejres  by 
wearing  colored  glasses,  ostensibly  to  preserve  his  sight  frooi 
the  reflection  of  the  sunlight  on  the  white  buildings  in  Ibe 
streets;  for  Angoul&me,  being  set  upon  a  bill,  b  exposed  to 
the  full  glare  of  the  sun.  Tall  Cointet  was  reall)'  scarcely 
above  middle  height ;  he  looked  much  taller  than  he  acioally 
wax  by  reason  of  the  ihiiinns,  which  (old  of  overwork  aod  i 
brain  in  continual  ferment,  liis  lank,  sleek  gray  hair, ctt  in 
sorocwhai  ecclesiastical  fashion;  the  black  trousers,  bladt 
stockings,  black  vest,  and  long  puce-colored  greatcoat  (styled 
a  Ih'ile  in  the  South),  all  completed  liis  resemblance  to  a 
Jesuit. 

Boniface  was  called  "  tall  Coiniet "  to  distinguish  him  from 
his  brother  "fat  Cointet,"  and  tl»e  nicknames  cxpreued  a 
difference  in  character  as  well  as  a  physical  difference  between 
a  pair  of  equally  redoubtable  personages.  As  for  Jean  Cointet, 
a  jolly  slout  fellow,  with  a  face  from  a  Flemish  inlerior, 
colored  by  the  southern  sun  of  Angoulfme,  thick-sci,  shon 
and  paunchy  as  Sancho  Panza ;  with  a  smite  on  hts  lips  and  t 
pair  of  sturdy  shoulders,  he  was  a  striking  contrast  to  his 
older  brother.  Nor  was  the  dilTcrence  only  phyiica]  and 
intellectual.  Jean  might  almost  be  called  Liberal  in  poliiks; 
he  belonged  to  the  Lcfc-Ccntre,  only  went  to  mass  on  Soa- 
days,  and  lived  on  a  rcmarlcably  good  undctsiandin);  with  the 
Liberal  men  of  buaineu.  There  were  those  in  L'  Houmeau  who 
said  that  this  divergence  between  the  brothers  was  more  appar- 
ent than  real.  Tall  Cointet  turned  his  brottwr's  seeming  good- 
nature to  advnniage  very  skillfully.  Jc.in  was  his  bludgeon. 
It  was  Jean  who  gave  all  the  hard  words ;  it  was  Jean  who 
conducted  the  executions  which  little  beseemed  the  elder 
brother's  benevolence.     Jean   took  the  storms  department; 
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he  would  fly  into  a  nge,  aod  propuK  lerms  tb&t  Dobodjr 
could  ibink  of  acoepting,  lo  pave  the  mvf  for  bit  brotber's 
lew  unreuonable  propositions.  And  by  wich  policy  the  pair 
aiuined  their  ciid&,  sooner  or  Uier. 

Eve,  with  a  woman's  tact,  h«d  soon  divined  the  cbjiraclera 
of  the  two  biotliers  ;  &l>c  waa  on  her  guard  with  foes  la  for- 
midable. David,  informed  beforehand  of  everyihing  by  his 
wife,  leni  a  profotudly  inattentive  miod  lo  hit  eneniKs'  pro- 
posals. 

"  Come  lo  an  undcr^anding  wiih  my  wife,"  he  said,  as  be 
left  the  Cointcis  in  the  office  and  went  back  to  Ins  lalwratory, 
"  ^lad^iue  S^chaid  kno««  inoie  about  t)ie  biuitiess  than  1  do 
mjMlf.  I  am  interested  i»  something  tlut  will  pay  better 
than  this  i>oor  plare;  I  hope  lo  find  a  way  to  retrieve  tbe 
tones  that  I  have  madi:  through  you " 

"And  how?"  asked  the  fat  Coiniet,  chuckling. 

Eve  gave  her  husband  a  look  that  meant,  "  Be  careful !  " 

"  You  will  t>e  my  tributaries,"  said  David,  "  and  alt  other 
consumers  of  papcre  beside." 

"Then  what  arc  yo«  inveuigating ? "  asked  the  hypo- 
critical Boniface  Cointet. 

Boniface's  (juexlion  slipped  out  smoothly  and  iiuinu3tin;;Iy, 
and  again  Eve's  eyes  implored  her  husband  to  give  an  answer 
that  was  no  answer,  or  to  say  nothing  at  all. 

"  I  am  trying  lo  produce  paper  at  fifty  per  cent,  lets  than 
the  present  cost  price,"  and  he  went.  He  did  not  see  tbe 
glances  exchanged  between  the  brothers.  "Thai  Is  ait  in- 
ventor, a  nun  of  his  build  cannot  sit  with  his  hands  before 
him.  I>et  u^  exploit  him,"  said  Boniface's  eyes.  "  How 
can  we  do  it  ?  "  said  Jean's. 

Mme.  S^hard  spoke.  "  David  treats  me  just  in  tbe  same 
way,"  she  said.  "  If  I  show  any  cniiorsiiy,  be  feels  suspicious 
of  my  name,  no  doubt,  and  out  comes  that  remark  of  his ;  it 
b  only  a  formula,  after  all." 

"  If  your  biaband  can  work  out  tbe  formula,  he  will  c«r- 
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uinly  make  it  fortune  more  quickly  than  by  printiog  ;  I  am 
not  surprised  lliat  he  leaves  the  business  to  ilscir,"  said  Boni- 
face, looking  across  the  enipiy  workshop,  where  Kolb,  Mated 
upon  a  wet  ling-board,  was  rubbing  Ills  bread  with  a  clore  Oif 
garlic  \  "  but  ii  would  not  suit  our  views  to  see  this  place  ia 
the  hands  of  an  energetic,  pushing,  ambitious  competitor," 
he  continued,  "  and  perhaps  it  might  be  possible  to  arrire  u 
an  understanding.  Suppose,  for  instance,  that  you  consented 
for  a  consideration  lu  allow  us  10  put  in  one  of  our  own  men 
to  work  your  presses  for  our  bcncAl,  but  nominally  for  yoa ; 
the  thing  ii  sometimes  done  in  Paris.  We  woukl  find  the 
fellow  work  enough  lo  enable  him  to  rent  your  place  and  pay 
you  well,  and  yet  make  a  little  profit  for  hinwdf." 

"  It  depends  on  the  amount,"  said  Eve  StelMrd.  "  What 
is  your  oiler?"  she  added,  looking  at  Bunif.tce  to  let  him  see 
that  she  understood  his  scheme  perfectly  well. 

"  What  is  your  own  idea  ?  "  Jean  Cointct  pnt  in  briskly. 

"  Three  thousand  franci  for  six  months,"  said  she. 

'*Why,  my  dear  young  lady,  you  were  proposing  to  sell 
the  place  outright  for  twenty  thousand  francs,"  s^id  Boniface 
with  much  suavity.  "  The  interest  on  twenty  thounnd  fraaa 
is  only  twelve  hundred  francs  per  annum  at  six  per  ceni." 

For  a  moment  F.ve  was  thrown  into  confusion  ;  she  saw 
the  need  for  discretion  in  matters  of  business. 

"  You  wish  to  use  our  presses  and  our  name  as  well,"  she 
said ;  "  and,  as  I  have  already  shown  you,  I  can  still  do  a 
little  business.  And  then  we  p.iy  rent  to  M.  S^hard  senior, 
who  does  not  load  us  with  presents." 

After  two  hours  of  debate.  Eve  obtained  two  thoasand 
francs  for  six  monthx,  one  ihotL-uind  to  be  paid  in  adiraiMc. 
When  everything  was  concluded,  the  brothers  informed  her 
that  they  meant  lo  put  in  C6riict  as  lessee  of  the  premises, 
lu  spite  of  herself.  Eve  started  with  surprise. 

"Isn't  it  belter  to  have  somebody  who  knows  the  wotk- 
shop?"  asked  the  fat  Cointet. 
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Eve  made  no  reply;  she  look  leave  of  the  brothera,  vowing 
inwardly  to  look  after  Cirixct. 

"  Well,  here  are  our  enemies  in  the  place  I  "  laughed 
David,  when  Ere  brought  out  the  papert  for  hi«  signature  at 
dinner-time. 

"  I^aw ! "  said  she,  "  1  will  answer  for  Kolb  and  Marion  \ 
they  alone  would  look  after  thin^i.  Beside,  we  shall  be  mak- 
ing an  in'.-ome  of  four  thousand  francs  from  the  workshop, 
which  only  costs  us  money  as  it  is ;  and,  looking  ibrward,  I  see 
a  year  in  which  you  may  realize  your  hopes." 

"  Vou  were  born  to  be  the  wife  of  a  »:icnii6c  worker,  u 
70a  said  by  the  weir,"  said  David,  grasping  her  hand  ten- 
derly. 

Bui  though  the  Sfchard  household  had  money  tulRcieRt 
that  winter,  they  were  none  the  less  submitted  to  CAriset't 
espionage,  and  all  unconsciously  became  dependent  upon 
Bonibce  Cointet. 

"  We  have  them  now  I  "  the  manager  of  the  paper-mill  had 
ciclaimcd  as  he  left  the  house  with  bis  brother  the  printer. 
"They  will  begin  to  regard  the  rent  as  a  regular  income! 
they  will  count  upon  it  and  ron  themselves  into  debt.  In  wn 
montltt'  lime  we  will  decline  to  renew  the  agreement,  and 
then  we  »hall  see  what  this  man  of  genius  has  at  the  bottom  of 
hb  mind  ;  we  will  offer  to  help  him  out  of  his  difficulty  by 
taking  him  into  partnership  and  exploiting  his  dtscovery." 

Any  shrewd  man  of  business  who  should  have  seen  tall 
Cointet's  face  as  he  uttered  those  words,  "taking  him  into 
ptirinenhip,"  would  hare  known  that  it  behooves  a  man  to  be 
even  more  carcfiil  in  the  selection  of  the  partMr  whom  he 
takes  before  the  Tribunal  of  Commerce  than  in  the  choice  of 
the  wife  whom  l»c  weds  at  the  mayor's  office.  Was  it  not 
enough  already,  and  more  than  enough,  that  the  rathtes 
huniera  were  on  the  track  of  the  quarry?  How  should 
David  and  his  wife,  with  Koll)  ami  Marion  to  help  them, 
escape  the  toils  of  a  Boniface  Cointet? 
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A  draft  for  five  hundred  Trancs  came  from  Lucten,  and 
with  Certzti's  second  payment,  enabled  them  to  meet  all  th 
expenses  of  Mine.  S^chard's  confinement.  Eve  and  ih 
mother  and  David  had  thought  lliat  LucJen  had  forgottcB 
them,  and  rejoiced  over  (lijs  token  of  remennbrance  u  thejr 
had  rejoiced  over  his  success,  for  his  first  exploits  in  jottnial- 
ism  made  even  more  noise  in  Angoul^me  than  in  Paris. 

But  David,  thus  lulled  into  a  fai&e  security,  was  to  reoeire 
a  staggering  blow,  a  cruel  letter  from  Lucien : 

Lueien  to  David. 

••  My  dear  David  : — I  have  drawn  three  bilh  on  you,  and 
negotiated  them  with  Mttivier;  they  fait  due  in  one,  two, 
and  three  months'  time.  I  took  this  hateful  course,  which  I 
know  will  burden  you  heavily,  because  the  one  alternative 
was  suicide.  I  will  explain  my  necessity  some  time,  and  I  will 
try  beside  to  send  the  amounts  as  the  bills  fait  due. 

"Burn  this  letter;  say  nothing  to  my  mother  and  sister; 
for,  I  confess  it,  I  have  counted  upon  you,  upon  the  heroism 
known  so  well  to  your  despairing  brother. 

"LuaXN   DK   RlTBUfFRt." 

By  this  lime  Eve  had  recovered  from  her  confinemeot. 

"Your  brother,  poor  fellow,  is  in  desperate  straitc,"  David 
told  her.  "  i  have  wni  him  three  bills  for  a  tboutand  franc) 
at  one,  two,  and  three  months;  jtist  make  a  note  of  them," 
and  he  went  out  into  the  fields  to  escape  his  wife's  question- 
infs. 

But  Eve  had  felt  very  uneasy  already.  It  was  six  months 
since  Lucien  had  written  to  them.  She  talked  over  the  newt 
with  her  mother  till  her  foreliodings  grew  w  dark  that  she 
made  up  her  mind  to  dissipate  them.  She  wonid  lake  a  bold 
step  in  her  despair. 

Young  M.  de  Rastignie  had  come  to  spend  m  few  days  with 


I 


LOST  ILLVSJOHS.  W 

his  HmAf.  He  had  spoken  of  Lucien  in  Icnos  that  set  Paris 
gooip  circuUting  in  Angoultme,  till  at  last  it  reached  the 
jounuli&t's  mother  and  sitter.  Eve  went  to  Mute,  de  Ras- 
tignac,  asked  (he  favor  of  ao  interview  with  her  sod,  spoke  of 
all  Iter  feart  and  aiked  him  fur  the  truth.  In  a  moment  Eve 
heard  of  her  brother's  connection  with  the  actress  Coralie,  of 
his  diiel  with  Michel  Chresticn,  arising  out  of  his  own  treacb- 
erooE  behavior  to  Daniel  d'Arthei ;  she  received,  in  short,  a 
vetBion  of  Lucien's  history,  colored  by  the  personal  feeling  of 
a  clever  and  envious  dandy.  Rastignac  expiefoed  sincere 
admiration  for  the  abilities  v>  terribly  compromised,  and  a 
pBlriotic  fear  for  the  future  of  a  native  genius;  spite  and 
yaiaasj  masqueraded  as  pity  and  friendliness.  He  spoke  of 
Lucien's  blunders.  It  seemed  that  Lucien  had  forfeited  the 
(avor  of  a  very  great  person,  and  that  a  patent  confcrriDg  the 
right  to  Iiear  the  name  and  arms  of  Rubcmpri  had  actually 
been  made  out  and  subsequently  torn  up. 

"If  your  brother,  madame,  had  been  well  advised,  he 
woald  have  been  on  the  way  to  honors,  and  Madame  de 
Bargeton's  husband  by  this  time;  but  what  can  you  expect? 
He  deserted  her  and  insulted  her.  She  is  now  Madame  l« 
Comtessc  Sixtc<le  Ch&telet  to  her  own  great  regret,  (or  she 
loved  Lucien." 

"  Is  it  possible  I  "  exclaimed  Mme.  Stehard. 

"Your  brother  is  tike  a  young  eagle,  Uinded  by  the  first ' 
rays  of  glory  and  luxury.     Wlien  an  eagle  falls,  who  can  tell 
how  Ux  he  may  sink  before  he  drops  to  the  bottom  of  some 
precifHce  "i    The  Call  of  a  great  man  is  always  proportionately 
great." 

Kve  came  away  with  a  great  dread  in  her  heart ;  thoae  last 
words  pierced  her  like  an  arrow.  She  hod  been  wounded  to  the 
quick.  She  said  not  a  word  to  anybody,  btil  again  ai>d  again 
a  tear  rolled  down  her  checks  and  fell  upon  the  child  at  her 
breast.  So  )urd  is  it  to  give  up  illusions  sanctioned  by  family 
feelings,  illusions  that  have  grown  with  our  growth,  that  Eve 
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hid  doubted  Euginc  de  Rastignac.  She  would  rather  hear  ■ 
true  friend's  accoiim  of  her  brother.  Lticten  had  given  them 
d'Arth«"s  address  in  the  days  when  he  wm  full  of  enthosiaim 
for  the  brotherhood  ;  she  wrote  a  pathetic  letter  to  d'Artbez, 
and  received  ihe  following  reply: 

D  'Arthtt  to  Mme.  Siifiard. 

"  Madame  : — You  a^k  me  to  tell  you  the  truth  about  tbe  life 
that  your  brother  is  leading  in  Paris;  you  arc  anxiotu  for 
enlightenment  as  to  his  protpecU;  and,  to  encourage  a  frank 
answer  on  my  part,  you  repeat  certain  things  that  M.  de 
Rastignac  has  told  you,  asking  me  if  tliejr  are  true.  With 
regard  to  the  purely  personal  matter,  mad^me,  M.  de  Rat- 
tignac's  confidences  must  be  corrected  in  LtKien's  favof. 
Vrtiir  brother  wrote  a  criticism  of  my  book,  and  brought  it 

e  could  not  bring  himself 

;  to  the  orders  of  his  party 

dear  to  him.     Alas  I  mad- 

compreheivd  all  patsions 

I ;  I  undersloo<l  that  where 

di  the  friend  is  inevitably 

tier's  way  ;  I  corrected  hb 

ft  my  fall  approval. 

is  kept  my  friendship  and 

esteem ;  to  this  it  i*  <irnictin  to  maicc  an  answer.    Your  brother 

if  on  a  road  that  leails  to  ruin.     At  thts  moment  I  still  (cd 

totry  for  him  ;  before  long  I  shall  have  forgotten  him,  of  •« 

purpDur,  not  so  much  on  account  of  what  he  has  done  already 

as  for  that  which  he  inevitably  will  do.     Your  Locien  Is  not  a 

poet,  he  ha!(  the  poetic  temper;  he  dreams,  lie  does  not  think  ; 

he  spends  himself  in  emotion,  he  does  not  create.     He  is,  in 

feet — permit  me  to  say  it — a  womanish  creature  that  loves  to 

Bbine,  the    Frenchman's  great    failing.      Lncien  will  always 

■aefifice  his  best  friend  for  the  pleasure  of  displaying  hts  on 
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wit.  He  would  not  besilale  losign  a  pact  with  the  devil  to- 
morrow  if  so  he  might  secure  a  Tew  ye^us  of  luiurious  and  glo- 
rious life.  N^y,  has  he  not  done  worse  already  t  He  lias 
bartered  his  future  for  the  &hori-lived  delights  of  living  openly 
with  an  actress.  So  far  he  lias  not  seen  the  dangers  of  his 
position  \  the  girl's  youth  and  beauty  aitd  devotion  (for  she 
wonliips  hiiDj  have  closed  his  eyes  to  the  truth ;  he  cannot 
see  that  no  glory  nor  success  nor  fortune  can  induce  the  world 
to  accept  the  {>o$iiion.  Very  well,  as  it  is  now,  so  it  will  be 
with  each  new  temptation — your  brother  will  not  look  beyond 
the  enjoyiueni  of  the  tnomeni.  Do  not  be  alarmed ;  Lucien 
will  never  go  so  far  as  a  crime,  lie  has  not  tlie  strength  of 
character ;  but  he  would  take  the  fruits  of  a  crime,  lie  would 
share  the  benefit  but  not  the  risk — a  thing  thai  sccnu  aWior- 
rcnt  to  the  whole  world,  even  to  scouiidreU.  Oh,  he  would 
despite  hinuelf,  he  would  rc]>ent ;  but  bring  him  once  more  to 
the  test,  and  he  would  fail  again  ;  for  he  ts  weak  of  will,  he 
cannot  retist  the  alturcmcnts  of  pleasure  nor  forego  the  least 
of  his  ambition*.  He  is  indolent,  like  all  who  would  fain  be 
poets;  he  thinks  it  clever  to  ju^gte  with  the  riiffiruliies  of  life 
instead  of  faring  and  nvercoming  them.  He  wilt  be  brave  at 
one  time,  cow.irdly  at  another,  and  rt«erves  neither  rredit  for 
hts  courage  nor  blame  for  his  cowardice.  Lucien  it  like  a 
harp  with  strings  thai  are  slackened  or  tighicncd  by  the  at- 
mosphere. He  might  write  a  great  book  in  a  glad  or  angry 
mood,  and  care  nothing  for  the  success  that  he  had  desired  for 
so  long. 

'■  When  he  first  came  to  Paris  he  fell  under  the  influence  of 
an  unprincipled  young  fellow,  and  was  daisied  by  his  com- 
panion's adroitncfts  and  experience  in  the  difficuliies  of  a  lit- 
erary life.  Tlw  juRgler  completely  bewitched  Lucien  ;  he 
dragged  him  into  a  life  which  a  man  rannoi  lead  and  respect 
himself,  and.  unluckily  for  I.ncien,  love  shed  its  magic  over 
the  path.  The  admiration  that  is  given  too  readily  is  a  sign 
of  want  of  judgment ;  a  poet  ought  not  to  be  paid  in  the  sauae 
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coin  u  a  dancer  on  Ihe  tight-rope.  We  all  felt  hurt  when  ia- 
irigue  and  literary  tascaliijr  were  preferred  to  the  courage  and 
honor  of  those  who  counseled  Lucten  rather  to  face  the  battle 
than  to  filch  success,  to  spring  down  into  the  areas  rather 
than  become  >  irumpet  in  the  orchestra. 
\  "Society,  madame,  oddly  cnougli,  shows  plentiful  iadal- 
gcncc  to  young  men  of  LucieD's  stamp ;  they  arc  popnUr,  the 
¥ror)d  is  fascinated  by  ihcir  external  gifts  and  good  looki. 
Nothing  is  asked  of  them,  all  their  sins  are  forgiven ;  they  i« 
treated  like  perfect  natures,  others  are  Wind  lo  their  defects, 
they  are  the  world's  spoiled  children.  And.  on  the  other  hand, 
the  world  is  slcm  beyond  measure  to  strong  and  complete  na- 
tures. Pcrbjps  in  this^  apparently  Sagrant  injustice  society  acts 
sublimely,  taking  a  harlequin  at  his  just  worth,  asking  nothinc 
of  him  but  amiiEcment.  promptly  forgetting  him ;  and  aakng 
divine  great  deeds  of  those  before  whom  she  bends  the  knee. 
Everythint;  is  judged  by  the  laws  of  its  being  ;  (he  diamond 
mast  be  flawless;  the  ephemeral  creation  of  fashion  may  be 
flimsy,  bizarre,  inconsequent.  So  Lucien  may  perhaps  suc- 
ceed to  admiration  in  spite  of  his  mistakes ;  he  has  only  lo 
profit  by  some  happy  vein  or  to  be  among  good  companions ; 
bill  if  an  evil  angel  croises  his  p;i[h  he  will  go  to  the  very 
depths  of  hell.  'Tis  a  brilliant  as-seniblage  of  good  qualities 
embroidered  upon  too  slight  a  tissue ;  lime  vrean  the  flowers 
away  till  nothing  but  the  web  is  left ;  and  if  thai  is  poor  staff, 
you  behold  a  rag  at  the  lost.  So  long  as  Lucien  is  yonng, 
people  will  like  him  ;  l>ut  where  will  he  be  as  a  uun  of 
ihiny?  That  is  the  question  which  those  who  love  him  sin- 
cerely are  bound  to  ask  themselves.  If  I  alone  had  come  to 
think  in  this  way  of  Lucien  I  might  perhaps  have  spared  you 
the  {Min  which  my  plain  sjteaking  will  give  you  \  but  to  evade 
the  qneslions  put  by  your  anxiety  and  to  answer  a  cry  of 
.anguish  like  yotir  letter  with  commonplaces  seemed  to  me 
alike  tinworihy  of  you  and  of  me,  whom  you  »ieem  too 
highly;  and,  beside,  those  of  my  friends  who  knew  Lociea 
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uc  onjwitnous  in  Iheir  judgment.  So  it  appeared  to  mc  to 
be  a  duty  to  jnit  the  truth  before  you,  terrihle  t)iouj;h  it  may 
be.  Anything  may  be  exjiecied  vf  Lucieii,  anything  g<x>d  or 
evil.  That  is  our  opinion,  and  this  letter  Is  suniraed  up  in 
that  sentence.  If  the  vicissitudes  of  his  present  way  of  life 
(a  very  wretched  and  slippery  one)  should  bring  the  poet 
bacic  to  you,  tise  all  your  influence  to  keep  him  among  you ; 
for  until  \va  chjiracter  luu  acquired  stability,  Paris  will  not  be 
safe  for  him.  He  u*«)  lo  t{xalc  of  you,  yoii  and  your  hus- 
liand.  as  his  guardian  angcis ;  he  has  forgotten  you,  no  doubl ; 
but  he  vitl  remember  you  again  when  tossed  by  tempest,  with 
no  refuge  left  to  him  but  his  home.  Keep  your  heart  for  hitn, 
madame ;  he  will  need  it. 

"  Permit  roe,  madame,  lo  convey  to  you  the  expression  of 
the  sincere  respect  of  a  man  to  whom  your  rare  qualities  are 
known,  a  nun  who  honors  your  mother's  fears  so  much,  that 
he  desires  lo  style  himself  your  devoted  servant, 

"  D'AnniK." 

Two  days  after  the  letter  came  Eve  was  obliged  to  find  a 
wet-nurse ;  b«r  millc  had  dried  up.  SIk  had  made  a  god  of 
her  brother ;  now,  in  her  eyes,  he  was  depraved  through  the 
exercise  of  his  noblest  faculties ;  he  was  wallowing  in  the  mire. 
She,  noble  creature  that  she  was,  was  incapable  of  swerving 
from  honesty  and  scrupulous  delicacy,  from  all  the  pioos  tradi- 
tions of  the  hearth,  which  still  burns  so  clearly  and  sheds  its 
light  abroad  in  qtiiet  country  homes.  Then  David  had  been 
right  in  his  forecasts !  The  le.idcn  hues  of  grief  overspread 
Eve's  while  brow.  She  told  her  husband  her  secret  in  one 
of  the  |)ellucid  talks  in  which  married  lovers  tell  everything 
to  each  other.  The  tones  of  David's  voice  brought  comfort. 
Though  the  tears  stood  in  his  eyes  when  he  knew  that  grief 
had  dried  his  wife's  fair  breast,  and  knew  Eve's  despair  ibtt 
she  could  not  fulfill  her  mother's  duties,  he  held  out  rrtmifing 
hope*. 
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"Your  brother's  imiijinttion  has  led  him  astray,  you  see, 
child.  It  is  so  iintuial  thai  a  i>ocl  tliouM  wish  for  blue  and 
purple  robes  and  hurry  as  cAgerly  after  Tesiivjils  as  he  docs. 
It  is  a  bird  that  loves  glitter  and  luxury  with  such  simple  sin* 
ceiity,  that  Gud  (oigives  him  if  tnaa  tondemus  him  iot  it." 

"  Bui  lie  is  draining  uur  lives  \  "  exclaimed  poor,  unha|)f>y 
Eve. 

"  He  is  draining  our  lives  just  now,  but  only  a  few  months 
ago  he  saved  us  by  sending  us  the  firstfruils  of  his  eainiDgs," 
said  ihc  good  David.  He  h^d  the  scn&e  to  kc  that  his  wilir, 
in  her  despair,  was  going  beyond  the  limit,  and  that  love  for 
Lucien  would  very  soon  come  luck.  -'Fifty  years  ago,  or 
thcrcabouif,  Mcrctcr  slid  in  his  'Tableau  de  Paris'  that  a 
man  cannot  live  by  liietature,  poetry,  letters,  or  science,  by 
the  creatures  of  his  brain,  in  short ;  and  Lucien,  poet  tlut  he 
is,  would  not  believe  the  exiwriencc  of  live  eeoturie^  The 
harvests  that  are  watered  with  ink  are  only  resjied  ten  or 
twelve  years  after  the  sowing,  if  indeed  there  is  anjr  harvest 
after  all.  Lucien  has  taken  the  green  wheat  for  tlvc  sheaves. 
He  will  have  learned  something  of  life  at  any  rate.  He  vac 
the  dupe  of  a  woman  at  the  outset ;  he  was  sure  to  be  duped 
sfterward  by  the  world  and  false  friends.  He  has  bought  his 
experience  dear,  that  is  all.  Our  ancestors  used  to  say,  '  If 
the  son  of  the  house  brings  back  his  two  ears  and  his  honor 
safe,  all  is  well "' 

"  Honor  I  "  poor  Eve  broke  in.  "Oht  but  Lucien  has 
fallen  in  so  many  ways!  Writing  against  his  conicieiKel 
Attacking  his  best  friend  I  Living  u|>on  an  actress  I  Showw 
ing   himself  in   public   with   her.     Bringing  us  to  lie  on 

straw " 

\     "Oh,  that  is  nothing "    cried   David,  and  suddenly 

Blopped  short.  The  secret  of  Lucten's  forgery  Itad  nearly 
jesca[)e<l  him,  and,  unluckily,  his  siart  left  a  vague,  uneasy  im- 
|)ression  on  Eve. 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  nothing  ?  "  she  answered.    "  And 
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where  ihall  we  find  the  money  to  meet  bills  for  three  thou- 
nnd  frana?" 

"We  Bliall  be  obliged  to  renew  the  lease  wiib  C^riiet.  to 
begin  with,"  said  David.  "The  Cointcls  Iiave  been  allow- 
ing him  fifteen  per  cent,  on  the  work  done  for  ihem,  and  in 
that  way  alone  he  has  made  six  liundred  fiaiio,  beside  coiw 
triviog  to  make  6ve  hundred  francs  by  job-printing." 

"  ir  the  Cointeu  know  that,  perhaps  they  will  not  renew 
the  lease,"  taid  Eve.  "  Tliey  will  be  afraid  of  hira,  for 
Cirizet  ia  a  dangerous  man." 

"  Eb  ]  what  is  that  to  met  "cried  David,  "we  iliall  be 
rich  in  a  very  little  while.  When  Lncien  is  rich,  dear  angel, 
he  will  have  nothing  but  good  qualities." 

"Oh!  David,  my  dear  ^  what  is  this  that  you  have  said 
unthinkingly  ?  Then,  Lucien  fallen  into  the  clutclics  of  pov- 
erty would  not  have  the  force  of  character  to  resist  evil  ? 
And  you  think  just  as  Monsieur  d'Arlhei  thinks  t  No  one  is 
grcai  nnlcss  he  has  strength  of  character,  and  Lucien  is 
weak.  An  angel  who  roust  not  be  templed — what  is 
that?" 

"  What  but  a  nature  that  is  noble  only  in  its  own  region, 
its  own  sphere,  its  heaven?  I  will  spare  him  the  struggle; 
LiKien  is  nor  meant  for  it.  Look  here  !  I  am  so  near  the 
end  now  that  I  can  talk  to  you  about  the  means." 

He  ilrew  several  sheets  of  white  paper  from  his  pocket, 
brandished  them  in  triumph,  and  laid  them  on  bis  wife's 
Up. 

"  A  ream  of  this  paper,  royal  siie,  would  coU  five  francs 
at  the  most."  he  added,  while  Eve  handled  the  sjiecimeni 
with  almost  childish  surprise. 

"Why,  how  did  you  make  these  sample  bits?"  she 
asked, 

••  With  an  old  kitchen  sieve  of  Marion's." 

"  And  are  you  not  satisfied  yet  ?  "  a5ke<l  Eve. 

"The  problem  docs  not  tic  in  the  manufacturing  process; 
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it  is  a  question  of  the  first  cost  of  the  palp.  Alas,  child,  1 
am  only  a  late  comer  in  »  difficult  path.  As  long  ago  as  1794 
Mme.  Ma&^un  ttied  lo  use  printed  paper  a  second  time  ;  she 
snccecded,  but  wliat  a  price  it  cost !  The  Matqub  of  Salis- 
bury tried  10  use  straw  as  a  material  in  tftoo,  and  the  wne 
idea  occurred  to  S^gtiin  in  France  in  iSoi.  Those  sheets  ia 
your  hand  are  made  from  the  common  tush,  the  amndo /irag' 
mifei,  but  1  shall  try  nettles  and  thistles;  for  if  the  maierial 
b  to  continue  to  be  cheap,  one  must  look  for  sonMtbing  that 
will  grow  in  marshes  and  wastelands  wliere  nothing  else  cao 
be  grown.  The  whole  secret  lies  in  the  preparation  of  Ibe 
stems.  At  present  my  method  is  not  quite  simple  enough. 
Still  in  spite  of  this  difficulty,  1  feel  sure  that  I  can  giire  tbe 
French  paper-trade  the  privilege  of  our  literature;  paper* 
making  will  be  for  France  what  coal  and  iron  and  coarw 
potter's  clay  are  for  England— 4  monopoly.  I  mean  to  be 
the  Jacqiiari"  of  the  trade." 

Eve  rose  to  her  feet.  David'ssimple-mtndednpcshad  roused 
her  10  enthusiasm,  10  admiration ;  she  held  out  her  arm  to 
him  and  held  him  lightly  to  her,  while  she  laid  her  head  upon 
his  shoulder. 

"You  give  me  my  reward  as  if  I  had  succeeded  already," 
he  said. 

For  all  answer  Eve  held  up  her  sweet  (ace,  wet  with  tean, 
to  his,  and  for  a  moment  she  could  not  speak. 

"The  kiss  was  not  for  the  man  of  genins,"  the  said,  "but 
for  my  comforter.  Here  is  a  rising  glory  for  the  glory  that 
has  set ;  and,  in  the  midst  of  my  Rrief  for  the  brother  that 
has  fallen  so  low,  my  husband's  greatness  is  rerealed  to  me. 
Yes,  you  will  be  great,  great  like  the  Graindorges,  the  Rouvcts, 
and  Van  Rohais',  and  the  PeriLian  who  discovered  madder, 
tike  all  (he  men  you  have  told  me  about ;  great  men  whom 
nobody  remembers,  because  their  good  deeds  were  obscure 
industrial  triumphs." 

*  Or  Jacquard,  the  inventor  of  Ihe  weaving  looM. 
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"  What  are  ihejf  dOTng  Just  now  ?  " 

It  wu  Boniboe  Coiniet  who  $|x>kc.  He  wu  walking  ap 
and  down  otiltkle  in  the  Place  du  MOncr  with  Cdrizet,  watch- 
ing the  silhouettes  of  the  husband  and  wife  on  the  blindi. 
He  alwa)^  came  at  midnight  for  a  chat  with  Ctriul,  for  the 
latter  played  the  spy  upon  his  former  mister's  every  movement. 

"  He  ix  showing  tier  the  i>apcr  he  niatle  this  morning,  no 
doubt,"  said  C^ticl. 

"What  is  it  made  of?"  asked  the  paper  mannlacnirer. 

"  Impossible  to  guess,"  aiMweied  C<Tixet ;  "  I  made  a  hole 
in  the  roof  and  scrambled  up  and  watched  the  boss ;  he  was 
boiling  i>ul[i  in  a  copper  pan  all  last  nighi.  TiKre  was  a  iKap 
of  ttttIT  in  a  cotdct,  but  I  could  make  nothing  of  it ;  it  looked 
like  a  heap  of  low  as  near  as  I  could  make  oai." 

"  Go  no  farther,"  said  Boniface  Cointct  in  unctuous  tones ; 
"  it  would  not  be  right .  Madame  S6chard  will  offer  to  renew 
your  lease ;  tell  her  that  you  are  thinking  of  setting  up  for 
yourself.  Offer  her  half  the  value  of  the  plant  and  license, 
and,  If  she  takes  the  bid,  come  to  rae.  In  any  case  spin  the 
matter  out.     Have  they  no  money  ?  " 

"  Not  a  sou,"  said  Cfriiet. 

"  Not  a  sou,"  repealed  tall  Cointet.  "  I  hare  them  now," 
said  he  to  himself. 

Metivier,  paper  manufacturers*  wholesale  agent,  and  Coiniet 
Brothers,  prinien  and  paper  manufactuTers,  were  also  bankers 
in  all  but  name.  This  surreptitious  banking  system  defies  all 
the  ingenuity  of  the  Internal  Revenue  Department.  Every 
banker  ti  required  to  take  out  a  liceme  which,  in  Paris,  costs 
five  htindred  francs ;  but  no  hitherto  devised  method  of  con- 
rrollin([  commerce  can  detect  the  delinquents  or  compel  them 
to  pay  their  due  to  the  government.  And  though  Mttivier 
■nd  Ihe  Cotntels  were  "outside  brokers,"  in  the  language  of 
the  Stock  Exchange,  none  the  less  among  them  they  could 
set  some  hundreds  of  thousands  of  francs  moving  every  three 
months  in  the  markets  of  Paris,  Bordeaux,  and  AngouUme. 
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Now  it  so  fell  out  that  that  very  evening  CoiDtet  Brothcn 
had  received  Lucien's  foigcd  bills  in  ilie  cou»e  of  biuinets. 
Upon  this  debt  tall  Cointet  forthwith  eiccted  a  formidabh 
engine,  pointed,  as  will  preseuily  be  seen,  agaiiM  the  poor, 
paiieoi  inventor. 

By  seven  o'clock  next  morning  Boniface  Cointeiwas  ukinf 
a  walk  by  the  mitl-siteam  tlut  turned  the  wheels  in  hit  big 
factory;  the  sound  of  liii:  water  covered  his  talk,  for  he  wax 
talking  with  a  compuniou,  a  young  man  of  ninc-and-twcniy, 
who  had  been  appointed  attorney  to  the  Courl  of  FiisI  In- 
stance in  Angoultme  some  six  weeks  ago.  The  fOUDg  man's 
name  was  Pierre  Petit-Claud. 

"  You  are  a  sdiool- fellow  «( David  Sicbard's,  arc  you  not?" 
asked  tall  Coinlel  by  way  of  greeting  lo  llie  young  aitomejr. 
Petit-Claud  had  lost  no  time  in  answering  to  the  wealthy 
manufacturer's  summons. 

"  Yes,  sir,"  said  Petit-Claud,  keeping  sie))  with  tall  Coinlet. 

"  Have  you  renewed  the  acquaintance  ?  " 

"  We  have  met  once  or  twice  at  mo&l  since  he  came  back. 
It  could  hardly  have  been  otherwise.  In  Paris  J  was  buried 
away  in  the  office  or  at  the  courts  on  weekdays,  and  on  Sun* 
days  and  holidays  I  was  hard  at  work  studying,  for  I  had  only 
myself  to  look  to."  (Tall  Cointet  nudded  approvingly.) 
"  Wlieti  we  met  ngain,  Davi<1  and  I,  he  asked  me  what  I  had 
done  with  myself.  1  told  him  that  a^er  I  had  finished  my 
lime  at  Poitiers  I  had  risen  to  be  Master  Olivet's  head  clerk, 
and  that  xome  time  or  other  I  hoped  to  make  a  bid  for  hit 
berth.  I  know  a  good  deal  more  of  Lucicn  Clurdon  (de  Ri>- 
bempri  he  callx  himwlf  now),  he  was  Madame  de  Bargelon'a 
lover,  our  great  poet,  David  Stehard's  brother-in-law,  in 
Uct." 

"ThcD  you  can  go  and  tell  David  of  your  apfxiintmcni  and 
offer  him  your  services,"  said  tall  Cointet. 

"One  can't  do  that,"  s-iid  the  young  attorney. 

"  He  has  never  had  a  lawsuit  and  he  has  no  attorney,  w 
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one  am  do  thst,"  said  Coinict,  scanoing  the  other  narrowljr 
from  belund  his  colored  specucles. 

A  certain  (Quantity  of  gall  mingled  with  the  blood  in  Pierre 
Petit-Claud's  veins ;  hit  father  was  a  tailor  in  L'Houmcau,  and 
hisschool-fellowE  liad  looked  itown  upon  him.  Hts completion 
was  of  the  muddy  and  unwholnome  kind,  which  tells  a  tale 
of  bod  health,  late  hours  and  penury,  and  almo&t  always  of  a 
bad  dispcsition.  The  best  description  of  him  may  be  given 
in  two  familiar  expressions — he  was  sharp  and  snappish.  Hit 
cracked  voice  suited  his  sour  face,  meagre  look,  and  magpie's 
eyes  of  no  particular  color.  A  magpie's  eye,  according  to 
Napoleon,  is  a  sure  sign  of  dishonesty.  "  Look  at  So-and- 
so,"  he  said  lo  Las  Cases  at  St.  Helena,  alluding  to  a  confi- 
dential servant  whom  he  had  t>ecu  obliged  lo  dismiss  for  mal- 
versation. "  I  do  not  know  how  I  could  have  been  deceived 
in  him  for  so  long;  he  has  a  magpie's  eye."  Tall  Cointet, 
surveying  the  weedy  little  Liwyer,  noted  his  face  pitted  with 
smallpox,  the  thin  hair,  and  the  forehead,  bald  already,  re- 
ceding toward  a  bald  cranium  \  saw,  loo,  ihe  confession  of 
weakness  in  his  attitude  with  the  hand  on  the  hip.  "  Here  is 
my  ronn,"  said  he  to  himself. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  Petit-Claud,  who  had  dmnk  scorn 
like  water,  was  eaten  up  with  a  strong  desire  to  succeed  in 
life ;  he  had  no  money,  but  nevertheless  he  had  the  audacity 
to  buy  his  employer's  connection  for  thirty  thousand  francs, 
reckoning  upon  a  rich  marriage  to  clear  off  the  debi.and  looking 
to  his  employer,  after  the  usual  custom,  to  find  him  a  wife,  for 
an  attorney  always  has  an  interest  in  marrying  his  successor, 
because  he  it  the  sooner  paid  off.  But  if  Petit-Claud  counted 
upon  his  employer,  he  counted  yet  more  upon  himself.  He 
had  more  than  average  ability,  and  that  of  a  kind  not  often 
found  in  the  provinces,  and  rancor  was  the  mainspring  of  his 
power.     A  mighty  haired  makes  a  mighty  effort. 

There  is  a  great  difference  between  a  country  attorney  and 
an  attorney  in  Paris ;  tall  Cointet  wu  too  clever  not  to  know 
U 
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this,  and  to  tum  the  meaner  passions  that  more  a  pcttiTogging 
lawyer  to  good  account.  An  eminent  attorney  in  Paris,  and 
tbete  are  many  who  may  be  so  qiiahried,  is  bound  to  iKnaess, 
to  some  extent,  the  dipiomatisi's  qualities;  he  has  so  much 
business  to  transact,  business  in  which  large  interests  are  iu- 
votved  ;  questions  of  such  wide  interest  ace  submitted  to  him 
that  l)e  does  not  look  upon  procedure  as  machinery  for  bring- 
ing money  into  hiK  |>ocIcet,  but  as  a  weapon  of  attack  or  de- 
fense. A  couniry  aciomey,  on  the  other  hand,  cultivates  tbe 
science  of  costs,  bfeutillt  (little  things),  as  it  is  called  in  Parts, 
a  host  of  small  items  that  swell  lawyers'  bills  and  require 
stamped  paper.  These  less  weighty  matters  of  the  law  com> 
plelely  fill  the  country  attorney's  mind  ;  he  has  a  bill  of  cost* 
always  before  his  eyes,  wheicas  his  brother  of  Faiis  thinks  of 
nothing  but  his  fees.  The  fee  ts  a  honorarium  paid  by  a  client 
over  and  above  the  bill  of  costs,  for  the  more  or  less  skillful 
conduct  of  his  case.  One-half  of  the  bill  of  costs  goes  to  the 
Treasury,  whereas  the  entire  fee  belongs  to  the  attorney.  Let 
us  admit  frankly  that  the  fees  received  are  seldom  is  Urge  as 
the  fee«  demanded  and  deser^-ed  hy  a  clever  lawyer.  Where- 
fore,  in  Paris,  attorneys,  doctors,  and  barristers,  like  courte- 
sans with  a  chance-come  lover,  take  very  considerable  precau- 
tions against  the  gratitude  of  clients.  The  client  before  and 
after  the  lawsuit  would  furnish  a  subject  worthy  of  Messonlcr; 
there  would  be  brisk  bidding  among  attorneys  for  the  posses- 
sion of  two  such  admirable  bits  of  genre. 

There  is  yet  another  difference  between  the  Parisian  and 
the  country  attorney.  An  attorney  in  Paris  very  seldom  a|>- 
pears  in  court,  though  he  is  sometimes  called  upon  to  act  as 
rtfire  (arbitrator).  Barristers,  at  the  present  day.  swarm  in  the 
provinces;  but  in  iSu  ilie  country  attorney  very  often  united 
the  functions  of  solicitor  and  counsel.  As  a  result  of  Ihi* 
double  life,  the  attorney  acquired  the  peculiar  intellectual  de- 
fects of  the  banister,  and  retained  the  heavy  responsibilities 
of  the  attorney.     He  grew  talkative  and  fluent  and  lost  hia 
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lucidit}-  of  judgment,  the  fint  necessity  for  (he  conduct  of 
affairs.  If  a  man  of  more  than  ordinary  ability  trin  to  do 
the  work  of  tvro  men,  he  \s  apt  to  find  that  the  two  men  are 
mediocrities.  The  Paris  aiiomey  never  spendi  himself  in 
forenric  eloquence  ;  and,  as  he  seldom  attempts  to  argue  for 
and  sgainsc,  he  has  some  hope  of  pieseiving  his  mental  recti- 
tude. ]l  is  true  that  he  brings  ihe  balbta  of  the  law  to  work, 
aod  looks  for  the  weapons  in  Ihe  armory  of  judicial  contradic- 
tions, but  he  keeps  his  own  convictions  as  to  the  case,  while 
he  does  his  best  to  gain  (he  day.  In  a  word,  a  man  lotet  his 
head  not  so  much  by  thinking  as  by  uttering  thoughts.  The 
spoken  word  convinces  (he  uitcrer ;  but  a  man  can  act  against 
hii  own  judgment  without  warping  it,  and  contrive  to  win  in 
a  bad  cause  without  maintaining  that  it  i.s  a  good  one,  like 
the  bairi^ler.  Perhaps  for  this  very  reason  an  old  attorney  i* 
the  more  likely  of  the  two  to  make  a  good  judge. 

A  country  attorney,  as  we  have  seen,  haji  plenty  of  excuses 
for  his  mediocrity ;  he  takes  up  the  cause  of  petty  possioiu, 
he  undertakes  pettifogging  business,  he  lives  by  charging  ex- 
penses, he  strains  the  code  of  procedure  and  pleads  in  court. 
In  a  word,  his  weak  points  arc  legion  ;  and  if  by  chance  you 
come  across  a  remarkable  man  practicing  as  a  country  attor- 
ney, he  i»  indeed  above  the  average  level. 

"  I  thought,  sir,  that  you  sent  for  me  on  your  own  affairs," 
said  Petit-Claud,  and  a  glance  that  put  an  edge  on  his  words 
fell  upon  tail  Cointet's  impenetrable  blue  spectacles. 

"  Let  us  have  no  beating  about  the  bush,"  returned  Boni- 
face Coinlet.     "  Listen  to  me." 

After  that  beginning,  big  with  mysterious  import,  Cointet 
set  himself  down  upon  a  bench  and  beckoned  Petit-Claud  lo 
do  likewise. 

••  When  Monsieur  du  Hautoy  came  to  Angotilcme  in  1804 
on  his  way  to  his  consulship  at  Valence,  he  made  the  acquaint- 
aoc«  of  Madame  de  Senonche^  then  Mademoiselle  Z^phirine, 
and  had  a  daughter  by  her,"  added  Coinlet  for  the  attorney's 
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car "Yes/'he  coniinucd,  as  Pciit-Claud  gave  a  Hanj 

"  fcs,  and  Mademoiselle  Z<^|)hirine's  marriage  with  MoDSMsr 
de  Scnonches  soon  followed  the  birth  of  (he  child.  The  girl 
was  brought  up  in  my  mother's  house ;  «hc  is  the  Mademoe 
scUe  Fran^oise  de  la  Haye  in  whom  Madame  de  Senoocha 
takes  an  interest ;  she  is  her  godmother  in  the  usual  style. 
Now,  my  mother  farmed  land  belonging  to  old  Madame  de 
Cardanet,  Mademoiselle  Z^phirine's  grandmother ;  and,  as  she 
knew  the  secret  of  the  sole  heiress  of  the  Cardanets  and  the 
Scnonches  of  the  otiier  branch,  they  made  rk  trtntee  for  the 
little  Slim  which  Monsieur  Frangois  du  Haiiloy  meant  for  the 
girl's  fortune.  \  made  my  own  fortune  with  those  tea  tboo- 
sand  francs,  which  amount  to  thirty  thousand  at  the  prcseat 
day.  Madame  de  Scnonches  is  sure  to  give  ihc  wedding 
clothes  and  some  plate  and  furniture  to  her  goddaughter. 
Now,  I  can  put  you  in  the  way  of  marrying  the  giil,  my  lad," 
said  Coiniet,  slapping  Petil-Chud  on  the  knee;  "ai>d  when 
you  marry  Fran^oisc  dc  la  Haye,  you  will  have  a  large  number 
of  the  aristocracy  of  AngouICme  as  your  clients.  This  under- 
standing between  us  (under  the  row)  will  open  up  magnJA- 
cent  prospects  for  you.  Your  i>osition  will  be  as  much  as  any 
one  could  want ;  in  fact,  ihcy  don't  ask  better,  I  know." 

"What  is  to  be  done?"  Peti-CIaud  asked  eagerly.  •■Yon 
have  an  ailomey,  Master  Cachan " 

"And,  moreover.  I  shall  not  leave  Cachan  at  once  for 
you ;  I  shall  only  be  your  client  later  on,"  said  Cointet  sig- 
nificantly. "  What  is  to  be  done,  do  you  ask,  my  friend? 
Eh  I  why,  David  Stehard's  business.  The  poor  devil  has 
three  thousand  francs'  worth  of  bills  to  meet ;  he  will  no) 
meet  them ;  you  will  stave  off  legal  proceedings  in  such  a  way 
as  to  increase  the  expenses  enormously.  Don't  trouble  yoar- 
self ;  go  on,  pile  on  items.  Doubion,  my  process-server,  will 
act  under  Cachan's  directions,  and  he  will  lay  on  like  a  black- 
smith. A  word  to  the  wbe  i*  sufficient.  Now,  jrouDg 
nutB? " 


J 
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An  eloqncDl  paiac  fiillo»«<l,  and  (he  two  nMti  looked  a( 
e«cli  oibcr. 

••We  have  ocvcr  Men  each  other."  Coiniet  Kcumed;  "I 
h«ve  Dol  luul  a  ijlliblo  to  j>oui  j>ou  know  nothing  about 
Mon«icuf  du  Hautojr.  nur  about  Madame  dc  Scnonches,  nui 
MadciDOMclIc  dc  la  Hajrc ;  oalf,  when  the  time  comes,  two 
moDtht  hetice,  jrou  will  i^ropow  for  the  young  Utdy.  \i  we 
■hook)  waat  to  tcr  each  ot!^er,  rou  wdl  come  bcic  afict  datk. 
Let  M  have  notliing  in  writing  7  " 

"  Then  jrou  mean  to  tuiii^  S«chard  ?  "  aikcd  Petil-Oaud  of 
Coiatei.  \ 

'  Not  exactly ',  but  he  ntuK  be  in  gaol  (or  totne  tiwe        " 
••And  what  u  titc  object /f" 

"  Do  yoQ  think  that  I  attn  noodle  enough  to  Icll  you  thai  ? 
t  you  have  wit  enough  lio  find  out,  you  will  luve  KUae 
CDOUgh  to  hold  your  tongin^." 

•'Old  S«(;hard  bai  pl«)niy  of  money,"  nid  Pvtit-Clawl. 
He  waa  beginning  ilrcVdy  in  enter  into  Bnniface  Colntel'a 
a»l  foteuw  I  I  •aaiUe  cau*e  of  fiiilare. 
Bo  long  aa  the  UAher  lire*,  he  will  noi  give  bit  mo  a 
and  the  oM  \inn\et  hM  iw  mind  aa  yet  to  aetid  in 
otdn  for  hb  fun«ra]  canb." 

"Agrecdl"  ««ki  Pctii-CUud.  promptly  making  up  hia 
od.  "  I  don't  Kik  yon  for  goaraniecs ;  I  am  an  attorney. 
If  iny  ooe  pUyi  me  a  tnek,  there  will  be  an  account  lo  aettle 
between  ua,' ' 

•'The  rogue  will  go  Ear."  !hon|[hl  Coiutct ;  be  tudc  Petit- 
Clatal  good*nu>roiDg. 

The  day  after  thii  confcmee  waa  the  jioih  of  April,  and 
the  Cointeti  preaenled  the  fint  of  tlie  three  biUa  forged  by 
Ldden.  Untuckily,  the  bill  waa  brought  lo  poor  Mine. 
Stchard ;  and  *he,  *eelng  at  uoee  that  the  •igruiure  wa«  not 
fai  her  hoabaiKl't  handwriting,  wnt  foe  David  and  aaked  him 
poini-hUnk— 

■  You  did  not  p«  your  name  to  that  bill,  did  you  ?  " 


"No,"  said  he;  «  tiae 

tliat  he  sigticd  for  n 

Eve  relumed  thi  Iqr  the 

Coil)  lets. 

"We  cannot  me»,,.u, _„-_-,  .— -,  .— .-.^  ...at  ber 
etrenglh  was  failing,  she  went  up  to  her  room.  David  fol- 
lowed her. 

"  Go  quickly  to  the  Coinicts,  dear,"  Eve  said  faiotljr; 
"they  will  have  some  consideration  for  you;  beg  them  lo 
wait  1  and  call  their  aliention,  beside,  to  the  fact  that,  when 
Cirizet's  lease  is  renewed,  they  will  owe  yoa  a  tbonwDd 
francs." 

David  went  forthwith  to  his  enemies.  Now  any  foreman  may 
become  a  roaster  printer,  but  there  are  not  always  the  makings 
of  a  good  man  of  business  in  a  billed  typographer;  David 
knew  very  little  of  business;  when,  therefore,  with  a  beaviljr 
beating  heoii  and  a  sensation  of  throttling.  David  had  put  bii 
excuses  badly  enough  and  formulated  his  request,  the  aoswcf^ 
"  This  has  nothing  to  do  with  us ;  the  bill  has  been  paaaed  on 
lo  us  by  Mttivier ;  Metivier  will  pay  as.  Apply  to  Monsieur 
M4tivicr"-^cut  him  short  at  once. 

"  Oh  I "  cried  Eve  when  she  heanl  the  molt,  "  as  soon  at 
the  bill  is  returned  to  Monsieur  Mttivier,  we  may  be  easy." 

At  two  o'clock  the  next  day  VictoT-Ange-Herm«n<gi)ik 
Doublon,  baililT,  made  protest  for  non-payment  at  two  o'clock, 
a  time  when  the  Place  du  MAricr  is  full  of  people ;  so  that 
though  Doublon  was  careful  to  stand  and  chat  at  the  back 
dour  with  Marion  and  Kolb,  the  news  of  the  protest  wti 
known  all  over  the  bu%ines  trorld  of  Angoultme  that  evening- 
Tall  Cointet  had  enjoined  it  upon  Master  Doublon  to  show 
the  Sichards  the  greatest  consideration  ;  but  when  all  was  taid 
and  done,  could  the  bailifTs  hypocritical  regard  for  appear- 
ances save  Eve  and  David  from  the  disgrace  of  a  xi»pens*oa 
of  payment  ?  Let  each  judge  for  himself.  A  tolerably  loog 
digression  in  this  kind  will  teem  all  too  short ;  and  ninety  ool 
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of  every  hundred  readeis  will  seiie  with  avidiiy  upon  details 
that  posscja  all  th«  piquancy  of  novelty,  thus  efii;ibli»hi[ig  yet 
OBOe  ifain  the  iruih  of  the  well-known  axiom  that  (here  \* 
nothing  so  liiile  known  ai  tlui  which  everybody  ti  supposed 
to  know — the  Law  of  the  Land  to  wit. 

And  of  a.  truth,  for  the  immenM;  majority  of  Frcr>chmeR,  a ' 
minuEc  dcscripiion  of  some  part  of  ihe  machinery  of  banking 
will  be  as  interesting  as  any  chapter  of  foreign  travel.  Wlien  | 
X  tradesroaii  living  in  one  town  gives  a  bill  to  another  trades- 
man elsewhere  (as  D.ivid  was  supposed  to  have  dune  for  Lu- 
cien's  benefit),  the  transaction  ceases  to  be  a  simple  promis- 
sory note,  given  in  the  way  of  business  by  one  tradesman  to 
another  in  the  same  place,  and  becomes  in  some  sort  a  letter 
of  exchange.  When,  therefore,  Mtiivier  accepted  Lacieo's 
three  bills,  he  was  obliged  to  send  thcni  for  collection  to  his 
conespondenta  in  Angoulime— to  Cointct  Brothers,  that  is  to 
say.  Hence,  likewise,  a  certain  initial  Iocs  for  Lucien  in  ex- 
change on  Angoul^nie,  taking  the  practical  shape  of  an  abate* 
roeni  of  so  much  per  cent,  over  and  above  Ihe  discount.  In 
ihiswayStehaid's  bills  had  passed  into  circulation  in  the  bank. 
You  would  not  believe  how  greatly  the  quality  of  banker, 
united  with  the  august  title  of  creditor,  changes  the  debtor's 
position.  For  instance,  when  a  bill  has  been  passed  through 
the  bank  (please  note  ilut  expression),  and  transferred  from 
Ihe  money  market  in  Pari«  to  Ihe  financial  world  of  AngotH 
ICme,  if  that  bill  is  protesled.  then  the  bankers  in  Angoultme 
must  draw  up  a  detailed  account  of  the  expenses  of  protest  and 
mum;  'tis  a  duty  which  they  owe  to  thenMclves.  Joking 
apart,  no  account  of  the  most  romantic  adventure  could  be 
more  wildly  improbable  than  this  of  the  Journey  made  by  a 
bill.  Betvutd  a  certain  article  in  the  code  of  commerce  au- 
thoriiing  the  most  ingenious  plcasaniries  after  Maacarille's 
manner,  and  the  interpretation  thereof  shall  make  apparent 
manifold  atrocities  lurking  beneath  the  formidable  woid 
"  le«l." 
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Master  Doublon  registereiJ  the  protest  and  w«nt  htraidf 
with  it  to  MM.  Coiniet  Brothen.  The  linn  hul  asUndiog 
account  with  llicir  haiViS ;  he  gave  them  six  months'  credit ; 
and  the  lyiixe>  of  An^oultme  practically  toolt  a  Iwelrcraooih. 
tliou^h  tall  Coinict  would  say  month  by  month  to  the  lyous' 
jackal,  '■  Do  you  want  any  money,  Doublon  ?  "  Nor  was  ihu 
all.  Doublon  gave  the  influential  liouie  a  rebate  upon  every 
transaction ;  it  was  tlic  merest  trifle,  one  franc  fifty  centimn 
on  a  protest,  for  instance. 

Tall  Cointct  quietly  sealed  himself  at  his  desk  aitd  took  ovt 
a  small  iliect  of  paper  with  a  thirty-five  centime  >iamp  uiMO 
it,  chatting  as  he  Jid  so  with  Doublon  aa  to  the  standing  q( 
some  of  the  local  tradesmen. 

"  Well,  are  you  saiii^licd  with  young  Ganneiac?" 

"  He  is  not  doing  badly.  Lord,  a  currier  drives  • 
IraJe " 

"  Drives  a  trade,  yes ;  but,  as  a  matter  of  &ct,  his  rxpeows 
are  a  heavy  jnill  on  him ;  his  wife  spends  a  good  deal,  so  they 
lell  me " 

"Of  his  money?"  asked  Doublon,  with  a  very  knowing 
look. 

Tlie  lynx  meanwhile  had  finished  niling  his  sheet  of  paper, 
and  now  proceeded  to  trace  the  ominous  words  at  the  bead 
of  the  following  account  in  bold  characters: 

Aocotn*T  OF  ExpiNSK  OP  Protect  aud  Return. 

7i»<"ic/»///tr  one  thousand  franci.  traring  itate ef  FihnMty 
the  Itnth,  eighleen  kumireti  anii  tw^nty-lwii,  itrawn  fy  SAchacd 
junior  of  An/^iwi/mf,  /o  vn/fr  </  Lucien  Chardon,  gtAtrtriu 
de  Rubempr^,  indorttd  to  order  t^  Metivier,  aitj finally  la  iv 
order,  matured  tht  thiriittk  of  April  latt,  p^otntfd  tyV>txAiUKt, 
protttt-ttrvtr,  on  thefirtt  ef  May,  tightten  hutidrtd  attd  ttptntj' 

tttV. 
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Principal,  .... 
Exfuiuet  af  profttt,  .  .  . 
Bank  tharges,  ent-half  ptr  cent. , 
Brtfirragf,  ont-^uarter  ffr  (fitl. , 
Stamp  en  rtdrajt  and  prtttnt  aitfinnl, 
Inlerestand  fiestage,  .  . 


Exekange,  at  tht  ratt  «f  <mf   and  a 
quarter  ptr  etnt.,  on  1014  Jr.  10  C, 
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One  fhomianJ  and  thirty-seven  franet  ferty-fivt  eentimes,  for 
uihuh  we  repay  ourselves  by  our  dra/f  at  tight  ufon  M.  Milt- 
vier.  Rut  Strpeitlt,  Parit,  fayatle  te  ordtr  e/  M.  Gannerat 
0/  L'  Ififumeau. 

Conrrrr  Brothkhs. 

A>icoi;i.uit,  May  3,  1811. 

A(  the  fool  of  this  little  mcmorandtun,  draTicd  with  the  ease 
ihst  comes  of  long  praicike  (for  the  writer  chatted  with  r>ot>- 
blon  aa  he  wrote)  there  appeared  the  subjoined  form  of 
declaration : 

"We,  the  undenigned,  Postel  of  L'Hourocau,  pliarmaceu- 
ikal  chemist,  and  Gannerac,  fonrarding  agent,  merchants  of 
this  town,  hereby  certify  that  the  present  raie  of  exchange  on 
Paris  is  one  and  a  quRiter  per  cent. 

"AMOOOtiuc  Mijr  1,  tSaa." 

"Here,  Potiblon,  be  «o  good  as  to  step  around  and  ask 
Postel  and  Gannerac  to  put  their  names  (O  this  declaration, 
and  bring  it  back  with  you  to-morrow  morning." 

AihJ  Doublon,  qtiitc  accustomed  as  he  ¥ras  to  these  instra- 
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mcnts  or  torture,  forthwith  went,  33  if  it  were  the  simplest 
thing  io  the  world.  Evidently  tbc  protest  might  have  beca 
sent  in  an  envelope,  as  In  Parii,  and  even  »o  all  Angoaltaw 
was  siire  (o  hear  of  the  poor  Sichards'  anlurky  predicamenL 
How  they  all  blamed  his  «rant  of  buMneu  energy  I  Hs 
excessive  fondness  for  his  wife  had  been  the  ruin  of  him, 
according  to  some ;  others  maintained  that  ii  was  affection 
for  his  brother-in-law;  and  what  shocking  cooclusioiu  did 
they  not  draw  from  these  premises?  A  nun  ought  never  to 
embrace  (he  Interests  of  his  kith  and  kin!  Old  S^hard'i 
hard-hearted  conduct  met  with  approval,  and  people  admired 
him  for  his  treatment  of  his  son  1 

And  now^  all  you  who  for  any  reason  whatsoever  sboold 
forget  to  "  honor  your  engagements,"  look  well  into  the 
methods  of  the  banking  buaines,  by  which  one  thouand 
francs  may  be  made  to  pay  interest  at  the  rate  of  twenty-eight 
francs  in  ten  minutes,  without  breaking  the  law  of  the  Und. 

The  thousand  francs,  the  one  incontestable  item  in  ihe 
account,  comes  first. 

The  second  item  is  shared  between  the  baililT  and  the  la* 
ternal  Revenue  Department.  The  six  franc*  due  to  the  State 
for  providing  a  piece  of  stamped  paper  and  pulling  the  debt- 
or's mortification  on  record  will  probably  insure  a  long  lift 
to  this  abuse  ;  and,  as  you  already  know,  one  franc  fifty  cen- 
times from  Ibis  item  found  its  way  into  the  banker's  pockctt 
in  the  shape  of  Ooublon's  rebate. 

"  Bank  charges,  one-half  jier  cent.,"  runs  the  third  item, 
whidi  apjicars  >i|>on  the  ingenious  plea  that,  if  a  tinker  ha 
not  received  payment,  he  has  for  all  practical  ptirposcs  di»> 
counted  a  bill.  And  allhough  the  contrary  ntay  be  the  case, 
if  you  fail  to  receive  a  thousand  francs,  it  seems  to  be  very 
much  the  same  thing  as  if  yon  had  paid  them  away.  Every- 
body who  has  di-scounicd  a  bill  knows  that  he  has  10  pay  more 
than  the  »ix  per  cent,  fixed  by  the  law ;  for  a  small  |>ercenis^ 
appears  under  the  humble  title  of  "charges,"  representing! 
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premium  on  th«  financial  genius  and  iikill  with  which  the 
capitalist  putt  hii  money  out  to  iniernt.  Tlie  more  moDCjr  be 
makes  out  of  jrou,  the  mote  he  axks.  Wlieiefore  it  would  be 
uDctoubtedly  cheajier  to  discount  a  lull  with  a  ibol,  if  fooli 
there  be  in  the  profession  of  bill-discounting. 

The  law  lequues  the  banker  to  obtain  a  slock- broker's  cer- 
tificate for  tl>e  rate  of  exchange.  When  a  place  is  so  uDluckjr 
as  iQ  boast  no  stock  exchange,  two  merchants  act  instead. 
This  is  the  sisnificance  of  the  item  "brokerage)"  it  b  a 
fixed  charge  of  a  quarter  jicr  cent,  on  the  amount  of  the  pro- 
tested bill.  The  custom  \i,  to  consider  the  amount  as  paid  to 
the  merchants  who  act  for  the  siock-brokcr,  and  the  banker 
quieiljr  puis  the  money  into  his  cash-box.  So  much  for  the 
third  iicm  in  tills  dclighirul  account. 

The  fourth  includes  ihc  cost  of  the  piece  of  stamped  paper 
on  which  the  account  itself  api>ears,  as  well  as  the  cost  of  the 
stamp  for  the  redraft,  as  it  is  ingeuiomly  named,  nis.,  the 
banker's  draft  upon  hi»  colleague  in  Pari*. 

Tlie  fifth  is  a  cliarge  for  postage  an<l  the  legal  interest  due 
upon  the  amount  for  the  lime  that  it  may  happen  lobe  abtent 
from  the  banker's  strong-box. 

Tl»e  final  iicin,  the  exchange,  is  the  object  for  which  the 
bank  exists,  which  is  to  say  for  the  tranvni^on  of  snnts  of 
money  from  one  place  to  another. 

Now  sift  this  account  thoroughly  and  what  do  yod  find? 
The  nocihod  of  calculation  closely  rrscroWes  Polkhinelle'* 
arithmetic  in  Lablache's  Neapolitan  song,  "  fifteen  and  liTe 
make  twenty-two."  The  signatures  of  Messieurs  Postel  and 
Gannerac  were  obviously  given  to  oblige  In  the  way  of  buai- 
nen ;  llie  Cointetx  would  act  at  need  for  Gannerac  as  Gan- 
ncrac  Kird  for  the  Cointels.  ]t  wax  a  pracliral  application 
of  (he  well-known  proverb,  "  Reach  me  the  rhubarb  and  I 
will  paM  you  the  senna."  Cointel  Brothers,  moreover,  kept 
a  standing  account  with  H^tivicr ;  there  was  no  need  of  a  re- 
draft, and  no  redraft  was  made.     A  returned  bill  between  the 
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two  firms  sttnpty  meant  k  debit  or  credit  entry  and  another 
line  in  a  ledger. 

This  highly  colored  account,  therefore,  is  reduced  to  ibe 
one  thousand  francs,  with  an  additional  thirteen  frmnci  Cor 
expenses  of  protest,  and  half  per  cent,  for  a  month's  delay, 
one  thousand  and  cijfhtcen  francs  it  may  be  in  all. 

Suppose  that  in  a  large  banking-house  a  bit)  for  a  thovsand 
francs  is  daily  protested  on  an  average,  then  the  banker 
receives  twenty-eight  francs  a  day  by  the  grace  of  God  aad 
the  constitution  of  the  banking  system,  that  all-powerful  in- 
vention due  to  the  Jewish  intellect  of  the  Middle  Ages,  whkb 
after  sis  centuries  still  controls  monarchs  and  peoples.  Id 
other  words,  a  thousand  francs  would  bring  such  a  hoiae 
twenty-eight  francs  jKr  day,  or  ten  thomaiid  two  hundred  and 
twenty  francs  per  annum.  Triple  the  average  of  protests,  and 
consequently  of  expenses,  and  you  shall  derive  an  income  of 
thirty  thousand  francs  per  annum,  inieicst  upon  purely  licti- 
tious  capital.  For  which  reason  nothing  it  more  lovingly 
cultivated  than  these  lilllc  "  accounts  of  expenm." 

If  David  S^chacd  had  come  to  pay  his  bill  on  the  third  of 
May,  that  is,  the  day  after  it  was  protested,  MM.  Cointct 
Brothers  would  have  met  him  at  once  with,  "We  have  rc- 
turned  your  bill  to  Monsieur  Milivier,"  altlwugh,  as  a  matter 
of  fact,  the  documcni  would  have  still  been  lying  upon  the 
desk.  A  banker  has  a  right  to  make  out  the  account  of  »• 
penses  on  the  evening;  of  the  day  when  the  bill  is  protested, 
and  he  u«e«  the  right  to  "sweat  the  silver  crowns,"  in  the 
country  banker's  phrase. 

The  Kellers,  with  conespondenis  all  over  the  wwld,  make 
twenty  thouund  fmncs  per  annum  by  charges  for  pottage 
alone  ;  accuiints  of  expenses  of  protest  pay  for  Hailame  la 
Bnronne  de  Nucingen's dresses,  opera  bos,  and  carriage.  The 
charge  for  postage  is  a  more  shocking  swindle,  Ixcatne  a 
hmife  will  settle  ten  matters  of  business  in  aii  many  lines  of  a 
tingle  letter.     And  of  the  tithe  wrung  from  misfortune,  tbe 
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goverDinent,  strange  to  ia.y  \  takes  iu  share,  mad  the  Dalional 
revenue  »  swelled  by  a  tax  on  commercial  failure.  And  the 
Bank?  from  the  august  height  of  the  counting-house  »he 
Aiogi  ati  obicrvation,  full  of  comnionscnse,  at  ttic  debtor, 
"  How  is  it,"  she  asks,  ■' tliai  you  cannot  meet  your  bill?" 
ami,  unluckil)-,  there  is  iiu  rc|>ly  to  the  quextion.  VVIiereforc 
the  "account  of  expenses"  is  an  account  bristling  with 
dreadful  fictions,  fit  lo  cause  any  debtor,  who  henceforth  shall 
reflect  upon  this  instructive  p^ige,  a  salutary  shudder. 

On  tlie  4th  of  May,  Mdiivier  received  the  account  from 
Cointet  Bruihcrs,  with  instructions  to  proceed  against  M. 
Lucten  Chardon,  otherwise  de  Rubempri,  with  the  nimoct 
rigor  of  ihc  law. 

Eve  also  wrote  to  M.  M^tivicr,  and  a  few  days  Uier  received 
an  answer  which  reassured  her  completely: 

T»  M.  Si<harH Junior,  Printer,  Angou/iwu. 

"  I  have  duly  received  your  esteemed  larar  of  the  %\\i  ln> 
slant.  From  your  explanation  of  the  bill  due  on  April  joth, 
I  understand  that  you  tuve  obliged  yoiir  brother- in- law,  M. 
de  Rubempri,  who  is  spending  to  much  that  it  will  be  doing 
you  a  service  lo  summons  him.  His  present  pofLition  is  nich 
that  he  is  not  likely  to  delay  payment  for  long,  If  your 
brother-in-law  should  refuse  payment,  I  sliall  rely  upon  the 
credit  of  your  old-established  house.  I  sign  myself  now,  u 
ever,  your  obedient  servant, 

"  MtTITIBIL" 

"Welt,"  Slid  Eve,  commenting  upon  the  letter  to  David, 
"  [.acien  will  know  when  they  summons  him  that  we  could 
not  pay." 

What  a  change  wrought  in  Ew  those  fi-w  words  meant! 
The  love  tlwi  grew  deeper  as  she  came  m  know  her  himhand's 
character  better  and  Ixtter  was  taking  the  plac«  of  love  lor 
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Iter  brother  in  hcT  heait.  But  to  how  many  illusiont  had  ibe 
not  bade  fareweH  ? 

And  now  let  us  trace  out  the  whole  history  of  th«  bill  and  the 
account  of  expenses  in  the  business  world  of  Paris.  The  U« 
enacU  ihit  the  third  holder,  tlie  technical  expression  for  the 
third  party  into  whose  hands  the  bill  jMsseit,  is  at  liberty  to 
proceed  for  the  whole  amount  againit  any  one  of  the  various 
indorKTs  who  appears  to  him  to  be  the  ruost  likely  to  tnilEe 
prompt  payment.  M.  Mitivicr,  using  this  discretion,  serrcd 
a  summons  upon  Lucien.  Behold  the  successive  stages  of  the 
proceedings,  all  of  them  ]>eTfectly  futile.  Mitivier,  with  the 
Coiiilels  behind  him,  knew  that  Lucien  was  not  in  a  position 
to  pay,  but  insolvency  in  fact  is  not  insolvency  in  law  unlit  it 
has  been  formally  proved. 

Formal  proof  of  Lucieo's  inability  to  pay  was  obtained  in  the 
following  manner : 

On  the  5th  of  May,  Mttivier's  procesfrserver  gave  Lucien 
notice  of  the  protest  and  an  account  of  tlK  expense  thereof, 
and  summoned  him  to  ap)>ear  before  the  Tribanal  of  Com- 
merce, or  County  Court,  of  Parii,  to  hear  a  vaM  numlier  of 
things:  this,  among  others,  that  he  was  liable  to  imprisoninent 
as  a  merchant.  By  the  time  that  Lucien.  hard  pmscd  and 
hunted  down  on  all  sides,  read  this  jargon,  he  received  notice 
of  judgment  against  him  by  default.  Coralie,  his  mtsiresB, 
ignorant  of  the  whole  matter,  imagined  that  Lucien  had 
obliged  his  brother-in-law,  and  handed  htm  all  the  documents 
together — roo  late.  An  actress  sees  so  much  of  bailiffs,  duns, 
and  writs  upon  the  stage  that  she  looks  on  all  stamped  paper 
as  a  farce. 

Tears  filled  Lucien's  eyes;  he  was  unhappy  on  Stehud's 
account,  he  was  ashamed  of  the  forgery,  he  wished  to  pay,  be 
desired  to  gain  time.  Naturally  he  look  coaiuel  of  his  friends. 
But  by  the  time  Lousteau,  Blondel,  Bixion.  and  Nathan  had 
told  tile  ]Hiet  to  snap  hii  fingers  at  a  court  only  rMabli-nhrd  for 
tradesmen,  Lncicn  was  already  in  the  clutches  of  the  taw.     He 
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bebeU]  upon  big  door  Ihe  little  yellow  placard  which  Invei  It) 
xeSeciion  od  the  poticr't  countenance  and  exercises  a  moM 
astringent  influciice  upon  cicdti  ;  striking  terror  into  the  heart 
of  the  smallest  iradcsindi),  aiid  freezing  the  bloud  in  the  veing 
of  a  poet  tusceiJtible  enough  tu  care  about  Ihe  bits  of  wood, 
(itken  rag*,  dyed  woolen  stuffs,  and  multifarious  gimcracks 
entitled  furniture. 

When  ihc  broker's  men  came  for  Coralie's  funiiiure  the 
Mihor  of  the  "  Marguerites  "  Bird  to  a  friend  of  Bixiou's,  one 
Desroches,  a  barrister,  who  bur«l  oqi  laughing  at  the  sight  of 
Lucien  in  such  a  siaic  about  nothing  ai  all. 

"That  is  nothing,  my  dear  fellow.  Do  you  want  to  gain 
time?" 

"  Yes,  as  much  as  possible." 

"  Very  well,  apgily  for  slay  of  execution.  Go  and  look  vp 
MuMou,  he  is  ■  solicitor  in  the  Commercial  Court  and  a 
fiicndof  mine.  Take  your  documents  to  him.  Hcwill  make 
a  second  ap]>lication  for  you,  and  give  notice  of  uhjeclion  to 
the  jurisdiction  of  the  court.  Tliere  is  not  the  least  difficulty] 
you  are  a  journalist,  your  name  is  known  well  enough.  If 
ihey  Mintnons  you  before  a  civil  court  come  to  me  about  it, 
that  will  be  roy  affair ;  I  engage  to  send  anybody  who  offers 
lo  annoy  the  fair  Coralie  about  liis  buiineis."  Thus  spoke 
Desroches  to  I.ucien. 

On  the  aSth  of  May.  Lucien's  case  came  on  in  the  civil 
court,  and  judgment  was  given  before  Desroches  expected  it. 
Lueicn's  creditor  was  pushing  on  ttte  proceedings  against  him, 
A  second  execution  was  put  in,  and  again  Coralie's  pilaMen 
were  gilded  with  placards.  Desrocl»es  fell  ratlicr  foolish;  a 
colleague  had  "caught  him  napping,"  to  use  his  own  expres- 
sion. He  demurred,  not  without  reason,  that  the  furniture 
belonged  to  Mile.  Coralie,  with  whom  Lucicn  was  living,  and 
demanded  an  unier  for  inquiry.  Tlicretipon  the  judge  referred 
the  matter  to  the  regUlrar  fiir  inquiry,  the  furniture  was  proved 
to  belong  to  the  actress,  aitd  judgment  was  cntettd  aococd- 
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iogly.     Mt^tivicr  spjiualcdi  aitd  judgment  was 

confirmed  00 

appeal  on  liic  30tli  of  Juuc. 

On  the  71I1  u[  August,  Master  Cachan  received 

by  the 

coach  a  bulky   pacluge  indorsed    "  Mtlivier  tvrjtu 

Secbard 

and  Lucicn  Cliaidoii." 

Tiie  lim  ducumciit  was  a  neat  little  bill,  of 

«rhtc1i 

a  copy 

(accuracy  guaranteed)  a  licrc  given  fnr  liic  reader's  benefit : 

Tf  BUI  due  Ihe  tail  day  p/  Afril,  drawn  by 

Sichatd  junior  to  •.uder  0/  Lucicn  dc  Ru- 

bempri,  logtthtr  wth  exjteiutt  0/  fr^tit 

A 

(. 

1037 

45 

ii«y  ^Ih—Servins  nalite  of  fivieil  ami  sum- 

mwns  /c  appear  he/ore  iht  TriltuHat 

cf  Commerte  in  Paris,  May  jtA, 

8 

75 

"     fill— ^Judgment  tiy  df/aull  and  warrant  if 

35 

00 

"  tolh — Notifitalhit  of  yiidgmeni. 

S 

S<» 

"  iiri — Warrant  of  txfctilien,     . 

5 

s* 

"  14/A — InvtHlory  aiui  appraitemenl  previ^S 

to  extculiim,         .         .         ,          . 

16 

00 

"  18M — Expensa  tf  a^iif/;  piatardt. 

«5 

»S 

"  19/A — Hfgiitrafian 

4 

00 

"  3^h — VerifiealioH  ef  Inwnlary  and  appH- 

(ationfor  ttay  tf  rxKulii^n  on  Iht 

part  (f  the  said  Lfuien  dt  Ritbem- 

frt,  i/b/W/ing  t«  the  juritdietiom  €f 

the  Court 

■  3 

00 

"  ajrt — Order  ef  Ihe  C<.>trt  upon  appUtatian 

duly  rrpe/ifrd,  and  transfer  «f  tatt 

to  the  Crs'il  Omrl, 

35 

00 

"  »8rt — Nptite  of  iummary  praeeedingt  {h  ike 

Gvil  Court  at  Iht  tnslante  of  Mt- 

tivier,  represtnted  by  eaantel. 

6 

SO 

Carried  forward. 

itlj 

n 

^^^^^^^^B 

3 

'^ 

^^^^^I^^^^^^^^BHI^^^^^v 

r 
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A- 

e. 

Brought  ronrard, 

»i83 

95 

yun*  a^ — JuJgmdtt,  a/lrr  hearing  both  parties. 

eoiutemning  Lutien    Chanion    l« 

fay  totit  ef  suit  far  exptntes  of 

frttest  and  return ;  the  plaintiff 

A>  bear  totlt  pf  proeetiiingi  in  the 

Csmtmereial  Court,     . 

150 

00 

"    6th—/fotifiMtian  e/  fujgmenl. 

10 

00 

"   l^lh — Warrant  of  exe<uti<)it,   . 

5 

SO 

**  19/4 — Injfeniory  anJ  appr.iisemfHt  prepar- 

atory to  exeeutioH;  interpieader 

tiimmont  iy  the  Dtmoiitlit  Cora- 

Ue,  e/atiniig  goo/h  and  ehattels 

taken  in  exeektion :  dtmand  for 

immeitialt  speeial  inquiry  before 

further  pre^eedinf^i  be  taken. 

90 

00 

"      "  —/nJg/s  order  referring  matter  to 

regit/rar  for  immediate    tpeeiai 

40 

00 

"     "  —Judgment  in  favor  of  the  taid  Made- 

moitefte  Coralie. 

»SO 

00 

"  vith— Appeal  by  Affiiner, 

"J 

00 

"  yyth — Confirmation  of  Judgment, 

aS« 

00 

Total, 

1916 

45 

Sill  matirred  Afty  31 J/,  v>ith  expenies  of  protest 

>037 

45 

Sertiitg  notice  tf  protest,         .... 

8 

75 

Total.       . 
Bill  matured  June  y>tk,  v/ilh  expenses  ^pro- 

■046 

30 

'037 

45 

Serving  nolle*  of  protttt,          ,         ,       *d  -      . 

8 

7S 

Total,      . 

1046 

*o 

14 

^^ 
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This  document  was  accompanied  by  a  letter  from  Mttlvicr, 
insITucting  MmIcf  Cairimn,  notary  of  Angoultme,  to  prac^ 
CUlc  David  S^chaid  with  the  utmost  rigor  of  the  law.  W1ki» 
fore  Master  Vicior-Ange-Hcrm*nftgildc  Uoublon  summooed 
David  Siclurd  before  the  Tribunal  of  Commerce  in  Angoa- 
Icme  for  the  sum-total  of  four  thousand  and  eighteen  fraius 
eighty-five  centimes,  the  amount  of  the  tltrce  bills  and  q> 
pcnscs  already  incurred.  On  the  morning  of  the  very  diy 
when  Doubton  served  the  writ  upon  Eve,  recitiiting  her  lo  p«y 
a  sum  10  ciiormotis  in  her  eyes,  there  came  a  letter  likea 
thunderbolt  from  Mtlivier: 

To  Monsifur  Siehard /uniffr.  Printer,  AngomOmt, 

"  Sir  : — Your  brother-in-law.  M.  Chardon,  b  so  shamelail|r 
dishonest  tlut  he  declares  his  furniture  to  be  the  property 
of  an  actrcTis  with  whom  he  is  living.  Yoa  ought  to  hiw 
informed  me  candidly  of  these  circumstances,  and  not  have 
allowed  me  to  go  to  useless  expense  over  law  proceedings.  I 
have  received  no  .nnswer  to  my  letter  of  the  loth  of  May  tsst. 
You  must  not,  therefore,  take  it  ami«  if  I  aslt  for  immediate 
repayment  of  the  three  bills  and  the  expenses  lo  which  I  have 
been  put.     Yours,  etc., 

••  MtTIVIKt," 

Eve  had  heard  nothing  during  these  montlts  and  supposed, 
in  her  ignorance  of  commercial  law,  that  her  brother  bad 
made  reparation  for  his  sins  by  meeting  the  forged  bilU. 

"  Be  quick,  and  go  at  once  to  Petit-Claud,  dear,"  she  laid; 
"tell  him  about  it,  and  ask  his  advice." 

David  hurried  to  his  school-fellow's  office. 

"  When  you  came  to  tell  roe  of  your  apfioinlRtcnl  and 
offered  me  your  services,  I  did  not  think  that  I  should  itecd 
them  so  soon,"  he  said. 

Petit-Claud  studied  the  line  face  of  this  man  who  sat  0|^ 
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potiie  hiiD  in  the  oflice-chair,  and  surccly  IUtcn«d  to  th« 
detail*  of  the  case,  for  he  knrw  more  of  liiem  already  than 
(he  spcalter.  As  soon  as  be  saw  Sichard's  anxiety,  he  said 
to  himself,  "Tlie  trick  hassucc«dcd." 

This  kind  of  comedy  is  often  played  in  an  aitOTney'x  ofBce. 
"Why  are  the  Cointets  perjccutjng  him?"  Peiil-Claud 
wondered  within  himself,  for  the  attorney  can  use  hia  wit  to 
reail  his  clients'  thoughts  as  clearly  as  the  ideas  of  their 
oi>|)onen»,  and  it  I*  his  business  to  see  both  sides  of  lh« 
judicial  web. 

"You  want  to  gain  time,"  he  said  at  last,  when  Stehard 
had  come  to  an  end.  "How  long  do  you  want?  Some- 
thing like  three  or  four  months  ?  " 

"OhI  fourroonihtl  that  would  be  mysalvatJon/'cxclaimed 
David.     IVtit-ClawI  appeared  to  him  u  an  angel. 

"  Very  well.  No  one  shall  lay  hands  on  any  of  your  furni- 
ture, and  no  one  shall  arrest  yoii  for  four  months But  ii 

will  cost  you  a  good  deal,"  said  Pctii-Claud. 

"  £h  !  what  does  that  matter  to  me  ?  "  cried  S6chard. 

"You  are  ex[iec[ing  some  money  to  come  in  ;  hut  are  yoa 
■are  of  it?"  aske<l  Petit-Claud,  utonishcd  at  the  way  in 
which  his  client  walked  into  the  toils. 

"  In  three  months*  time  I  shall  have  plenty  of  money," 
said  the  sanguine  inventor,  with  an  inventor's  hopeful  con- 
ftdcnce. 

"  Your  father  it  Mill  above  ground,"  suggested  Petit-Claud ; 
"he  IE  in  no  hurry  to  leave  hit  vines." 

"  Do  you  think  that  I  am  connting  on  my  father's  death?" 
returned  David.  "  I  am  on  the  track  of  a  trade  secret,  the 
secret  of  making  a  sheet  of  paper  as  strong  as  Dtitch  paper, 
without  a  thread  of  cotton  in  it,  and  at  a  cost  of  fifty  per  cent. 
less  than  cotton  pulp." 

"  There  is  a  fortune  in  that  I  "  exclaimed  Peiit-Claud.  He 
knew  now  what  the  tall  Cointet  meant. 

"A  large  fonune,  my  friend,  for  in  ten  years'  lime  the 
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demand  for  paper  will  be  ten  limes  larger  (hu)  it  t>  to-dajr. 
Joutnaliam  will  be  the  craie  of  our  day." 

"  Nobody  known  your  secret  ?  " 

"  Nobody  except  my  wife." 

"You  have  nol  told  any  one  what  you  mean  to  do — the 
CoinlelS,  for  example  ?  " 

"I  did  uysoiHCihing  about  !!»  but  in  general  terms,  I 
think." 

A  sudden  spark  of  generouly  flashed  through  Pctil-Claud'i 
rancorous  soul ;  he  tried  to  reconcile  Steliard's  intemts  wilk 
the  Cointets'  projecis  and  his  own. 

"Listen,  David,  we  are  old  school -fellows,  you  and  I;  I 
will  fight  your  case ;  hut  understand  ihit  clearly— the  defense, 
in  the  teeth  uf  the  law,  will  cost  you  five  or  six  ihousaix) 
francs!  Do  not  compromise  your  prospects.  1  think  yoa 
will  be  compelled  to  share  the  ptolits  of  your  invention  with 
lotne  one  of  our  papier  manufarlurers.  Let  ui  see  now.  Yon 
will  think  twice  before  you  biiy  or  bnild  a  luiper-mill ;  ftitd, 
beside,  there  is  the  cost  of  the  patent.  All  th'»  n>eani  lime, 
and  money  too.  Tlic  servers  of  writs  wilt  be  down  upon  ynu 
too  soon,  perhaps,  although  we  are  going  to  give  them  the 
slip " 

"  I  have  my  Necret,"  said  Darid,  with  the  s)ro|>1icity  of  the 
man  of  books. 

"  Weil  and  good,  your  secret  will  be  your  pUnk  of  sififty," 
said  Pelit-Claud  ;  his  first  loyal  intention  of  troidinf^  a  lawsuit 
by  a  compromise  wai  fn»trated.  "  I  do  not  wish  to  know  it ; 
but  mind  this  that  I  tell  you.  Work  in  the  bowels  of  tbe 
earth  if  you  can,  so  that  no  one  may  waich  yon  and  gaJit  i 
hint  from  your  ways  of  working,  or  yoor  plank  will  be  stolen 
from  under  your  feet.  An  inventor  and  a  simpleton  oftett 
live  in  the  same  skin.  Your  mind  ram  so  much  on  yourV 
Mcrels  that  you  cannot  think  of  everything.  People  will  " 
begin  to  have  their  suspicions  at  last,  ami  the  place  is  fiitt  of 
pajier  manufacturers.     So  many  manufactnrers,  so  many  en^ 
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mict  for  you !  You  are  like  a  beaver  with  the  hunters  about 
jrou ;  do  not  give  them  your  skin " 

"Ttiank  you,  dear  lellow,  1  have  lold  myielf  all  this," 
exclaimed  S^hard,  "  but  I  am  obliged  to  you  for  showing  so 
much  concern  for  mc  and  for  your  forethought.  It  does  not 
really  matter  to  mc  tafxH.  An  income  of  twelve  l-.undred 
franci  would  be  enough  for  me,  and  my  father  ought  by  nghis 
to  leave  me  three  times  as  much  some  day.  Love  and  iltuugbi 
make  up  my  hfe — a  divine  life.  1  am  woriing  for  l^cien's 
lake  and  for  my  wife's." 

"Coroe,  give  me  (his  power^of-atiorncy,  and  think  of 
nothing  but  your  discovery,  if  ihcie  should  be  any  danger 
of  arrest  I  will  let  you  kitow  in  lime,  for  wc  tnuu  think  of  all 
poMibtlities.  And  let  me  tell  you  again  to  allow  »o  one  of 
whom  you  are  not  as  sote  as  you  are  of  yoursdf  to  oome  into 
your  place." 

"  C^rizet  did  not  care  to  continue  the  leaae  of  the  plant 
and  preiniiics,  hence  our  little  money  diftculiies.  We  bave 
no  oite  at  home  now  but  Marion  and  Kotb,  an  AUacicn  as 
tmsiy  OS  a  dog,  and  my  wife  and  her  mother——" 

"One  word."  Mid  Petii-Claitd,  "  don'tinnt  that  dog " 

"  You  do  not  know  him,"  cxclain>ed  David ;  "  be  is  Itke  a 
second  self." 

".May  I  try  him?" 

"Yes,"  said  SOchard. 

"There,  good-by,  but  send  Madame  Stehard  to  me;  I 
must  have  a  power-of-aiiorney  from  your  wife.  And  bear  in 
mind,  my  friend,  that  there  is  n  fire  burning  in  your  affjirw," 
said  Petii-Clnnd,  by  way  of  warning  of  all  the  troubles  gath- 
ering in  the  law  courts  to  burst  tipon  David's  head. 

"  Here  am  I  with  one  foot  in  Burgundy  and  the  other  in 
Champ.-i|>ne,"  he  added  to  hiuuielf  ai  he  closed  (he  office- 
door  on  David. 

tiarataed  by  money  difficulties,  beset  with  fears  for  hb 
wife's  health,  stung  to  the  quick  by  Lucten's  disgrace,  David 
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had  worked  on  xi  his  problem.  He  hod  been  trying  to  find 
a  Mngle  process  to  replace  the  various  operations  of  poundtnc 
and  maceration  to  which  all  flax  or  cotton  or  rags,  any  reg- 
stable  fibre,  in  fact,  must  be  subjected;  and,  at  he  went  to 
i'ctit-CUuil's  office,  he  abstractedly  chewed  a  bit  of  nettle- 
sulk  that  had  been  sleeping  in  water.  On  his  way  home, 
tolerably  satisfied  nritli  his  interview,  he  felt  a  little  ))elkl 
slicking  between  his  teeth.  Me  laid  ii  on  hts  hand,  Rjiirncd 
it  out,  and  %xh  that  tlic  pulp  w.is  far  sui>erior  to  any  iwcviout 
result.  The  want  of  cohesion  is  the  great  drawback  of  aU 
vegetable  fibre;  xtraw,  for  instance,  yields  a  very  brittle 
paper,  which  may  almoxt  lie  called  metallic  and  resonant. 
These  chances  only  befall  bold  inquirers  into  natare's 
methods ! 

"Now,"  said  he  to  himself,  *' I  must  contrive  to  do  liy 
machinery  and  some  chemical  agency  the  thing  tliat  1  myvll 
have  done  unconsciously." 

Wben  his  wife  saw  him,  his  face  was  radiant  with  belie{  is 
victory.     There  were  traces  of  tears  in  Eve's  face. 

"Oh!  my  darling,  do  not  trouble  yourself;  Pelii-CUod 
will  guarantee  that  we  shall  not  be  molested  for  levenl 
months  to  come.  There  will  be  a  good  deal  of  expense  otct 
it ;  but,  as  Petit-Claud  said  when  he  canw  to  tl»e  door  with 
me,  '  A  Frenchman  has  a  right  to  keep  his  creditors  waiting, 
provided  he  repa)'s  them  capital,  interest,  and  costs.'  Very  j 
well,  then,  we  shall  do  thai "  ^ 

".And  live  meanwhile^"  asked  poor  Eve,  who  tbouffat  of 
everything. 

"Ah!  that  Is  true,"  said  David,  carrying  his  hai>d  to 
his  ear  after  the  unaccountable  fashion  of  most  perplexed 
mortals. 

*<  Mother  will  look  after  little  Lucien,  and  I  can  go  back 
to  work  again,"  said  )^he.  B 

"Eve  I  oh,  my  Eve  I"  exclaimed  David,  holding  his  wibfl 
closely  to  him.     "  At  Sainies,  not  very  far  from  here,  in  tbe 
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■Ixteenth  ccntur^Ti  iherc  lired  one  of  the  very  greatest  of 
Frenchmen.  Tor  he  was  not  merely  the  inventor  of  %\xk,  he 
was  the  glorious  precursor  of  BufTon  and  Cuvicr  bc&idc ;  he 
was  the  first  geologitt,  good  simple  mjuI  that  )ic  was.  Berturd 
Pal t»y  endured  the  nianyrdom  appointed  Tor  all  seclcers  into 
Kcreis,  but  his  wife  and  children  and  all  hi«  ncighbon  were 
against  him.  His  wife  used  to  sell  his  tools ;  nobod/  under- 
flood  him,  he  wandered  abotit  the  countryside,  he  was  hunted 
down,  they  jeered  ai  him.    But  I— I  am  loved " 

"  l>carly  love<l  I  "  siid  ICvc,  with  the  quiet  serenity  of  the 
love  that  is  sure  of  itwU. 

"And  so  may  well  endure  all  that  poor  Bernard  Palissy 
suffered — Bernard  Paliwy,  (he  discoverer  of  ^ouen  ware,  the 
Huguenot  excepted  by  Charles  IX.  on  the  diy  of  Saint-Bar- 
tholonicw.  He  lived  to  be  rich  and  honorcl  in  hit  old  age. 
■nd  lectured  on  the  '  Science  of  Eanhs,*  as  he  called  it,  in 
the  fare  of  Europe." 

"  So  long  as  my  fingers  can  hold  an  iron,  you  shall  want 
for  rwthing,"  cried  the  poor  wife,  in  tones  that  totd  of  the 
deepnt  devotion.  "  When  I  was  Madame  Prieur's  forewoman 
t  had  a  friend  among  the  girls,  Bastne  Clerget,  a  cousin  of 
Postel's,  a  very  good  child ;  well,  Basine  told  me  the  other 
day  when  she  brought  back  the  linen  tliai  site  was  taking 
Madame  Prieur's  bnsineM  ;  I  will  work  for  Iwr." 

"  Ah !  you  shall  not  work  tltcrc  for  long,"  said  David ;  "  I 
have  found  out " 

Eve,  watching  his  lace,  saw  the  sublime  belief  in  success^ 
which  sustains  the  inventor,  the  belief  that  gives  him  courage  | 
to  go  forth  into  the  virgin  forests  of  the  country  of  Diicovery ;  | 
and,  tot  Il>e  first  time  in  her  life,  she  answered  that  confident 
look  with  a  half-«a(l  smile.     David  bent  hi«  head  mounifully. 

"  Oh  I  my  dear  I  I  am  not  laughing  I  I  did  not  dotibt  I 
II  was  not  a  sneer  I  "  cried  Eve  on  her  knees  before  her  hus* 
band.  "  But  I  sec  plainly  now  that  you  were  right  to  tell 
me  nothing  about  youi  experiments  and  your  hopes.    Ah  I 
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yes,  dear,  an  invcDlor  should  endure  the  long  fttinfol  uxnil 
of  a  great  idea  alone,  he  should  nol  utter  a  word  wf  it  cvoi  to    | 
his  wife.     A  woman   U  a  wonian  stiU.     This  Eve  of  yoon 
could  not  helji  smilinj;  when  she  hcaid  you  uy  '  1  have  fxed 
out,'  for  the  sevtjiitcciiih  time  this  month." 

David  bun^t  out  laughing  so  heartily  at  his  ovn  expene 

that  Eve  caught  his  hand  in  hers  and  kissed  it  reverently.    It 

(was  s  delicious  moment  for  i hem  both,  one  of  those  rowsof 

'  love  and  icnderness  that  grow  beside  the  dcwrt  )iaths  of  ik 

bittctciit  (luvcity,  nay,  at  times  in  yet  darker  depths. 

A*  the  atonn  of  misfontinc  grew,  Eve's  courage  redoubled; 
the  greatness  of  her  hustuind's  natnie,  his  inventor's  sinip^ 
city,  the  tear«  that  now  and  again  she  saw  in  t)te  eyes  of  tUi 
dreamer  of  dreams  with  the  lender  heart — all  these  tUop 
aroused  in  her  an  unsuspected  energy  of  reiustuice.  Ooce 
again  she  tried  the  plan  that  had  suoreeded  so  well  already. 
She  wrote  to  M.  Metivier,  reminding  him  that  the  priotisg- 
ofiice  was  for  sale,  offered  to  pay  him  out  of  the  proceeds,  and 
begged  him  not  to  ruin  David  with  needless  costs.  MAivicr 
received  the  hen>ic  letter,  and  shammed  dead.  Hit  bead 
clerk  replied  that  in  the  absence  of  M.  Mitivier  be  could  not 
take  it  upon  himself  to  stay  proceedings,  for  his  employer  bad 
made  it  a  rule  to  let  the  law  take  its  course.  Eve  wrote 
again,  offering  thisi  time  to  renew  tlie  bills  ai>d  pay  all  the 
costs  hitherto  incurred.  To  this  the  cletk  consented,  pro- 
vided that  Sichard  senior  guaranteed  payment.  So  Etc 
walked  over  to  Marsac,  taking  Kolband  her  mother  with  ber. 
She  braved  the  old  vine-drcsser,  and  so  charming  was  dw 
that  the  old  man's  face  relaxed  and  the  puckers  smooUwd 
out  at  the  sight  of  her ;  tnit  when,  with  inward  quakings,  riK 
came  to  spcalc  of  a  gu.irantec,  she  beheld  a  sudden  and  oon- 
plete  change  of  the  tipptc-ographic  conintenancc. 

"  If  I  allowed  my  van  to  put  his  hand  to  the  lips  of  ay 
caEh-t>nx  whenever  he  had  a  mind,  be  would  phmce  it  deep 
into  the  viuls,  he  would  take  all  1  have  I  "  cried  old  S^hard. 
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"That  U  tlie  way  with  children;  they  eat  up  tlietr  parents' 
pane.  Whut  did  I  do  mi-Mlf,  eh  ?  /  never  cost  my  parents 
a  brihing.  Your  printing -office  is  standing  idle.  The  tats 
and  the  mice  do  all  the  priming  that  is  done  in  It.  You 
have  a  pretty  face ;  I  am  very  fond  of  you ;  you  arc  a  careful, 
haid*woikin$  woman  ;  but  that  son  of  mine  !  Do  you  know 
what  David  i%  1  I'll  icll  you — he  is  a  scholar  thai  will  never 
do  a  stroke  of  work  I  If  I  had  reared  him,  as  I  was  reared 
myself,  without  knowing  his  letters,  and  if  I  had  made  a 
•bear'  of  him,  like  his  father  before  him,  he  would  have 
money  saved  an<)  put  out  at  intereit  by  now.  Oli !  he  ii  my 
cross,  that  fellow  is,  look  you  1  And,  unluckily,  he  is  all  the 
family  I  hare,  for  there  is  never  like  to  be  a  btet  edition. 
And  then  he  makes  you  unhappy " 

Eve  proicited  with  a  vche^nenl  gesture  of  denial. 

"  Yes,  he  does,"  affirmed  old  Sichard  ;  "  you  had  to  find 
a  wet-nurse  for  the  child.  Come,  come,  I  know  all  about  ii, 
you  arc  in  the  county  court,  and  tlie  whole  town  is  talking 
about  you,  I  was  only  a  '  bear,'  /  have  no  book-learning,  / 
was  iK>t  foreman  at  the  Didots',  the  first  printers  in  the  world  ; 
but  yet  I  i>ever  set  eyes  on  a  bit  of  stamped  paper.  Do  you 
know  what  I  say  to  myself  as  I  go  to  and  fro  among  my  vines, 
looking  after  them  and  getting  in  my  vintage,  and  doing  my 
bits  of  business  ?  I  say  to  myMlf,  '  You  are  taking  a  lot  of 
trouble,  poor  old  chap;  working  lo  pile  one  silver  crown  on 
another,  you  will  leave  a  fine  property  behind  you,  and  ibe 
bailifFt  and  the  lawyers  will  gel  it  nil :  or  else  it  will  go  in 
rtonscnsical  notioTis  and  crotchets.'  I»ok  yon  liere,  child; 
you  arc  the  mother  of  yonder  little  lad  ;  it  seemed  to  me  m  I 
hcM  him  at  the  font  with  Madame  Chsrdnn  thai  I  could  see 
his  old  grandfather's  copj>er  no«c  on  his  fare  ;  very  well,  think 
less  of  S(chard  and  more  of  thai  little  rascal.  I  can  trust  no 
one  but  you;  yow  will  prevent  him  from  squandering  my 
property — my  poor  property," 

"  But,  dear  Papa  Sichsrd,  your  son  will  be  a  cxedit  to  yoo. 
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you  will  Ec« ;  he  will  make  money  and  be  a  rich  man  one  fi 
these  days,  and  wear  the  cross  of  the  Legion  of  Honor  u  hii 
buUon-holc."  ^ 

"What  is  he  going  to  do  to  get  it?"  S 

"You  will  see.  Bui  nieanwliile,  would  a  thousand  crown 
rain  you  ?  A  ihousand  crowns  would  put  id  end  to  the  pro- 
ceedings. Well,  if  you  cannot  trust  him,  lend  the  mooey  la 
me;  1  will  pay  it  back;  you  could  make  it  a  charge  on  ray 
portion,  on  n>y  earnings " 

"Then  has  some  one  brought  David  into  a  court  of  law?" 
cried  the  vine-dresser,  amazed  to  lind  that  the  gossip  was  really 
tnie.  "  See  what  comes  of  knowing  how  lo  write  your  dubcI 
And  how  about  my  rent  I  Oh  I  little  girl,  I  must  go  to 
Angoul^me  at  once  and  a&k  Cachan's  advice,  and  see  that  I 
am  straight.  You  did  right  well  to  come  over.  Forewanml 
is  forearmed." 

After  two  hours  of  argument  Eve  was  fain  to  go,  deiealH 
by  the  unanswerable  dictum,  '■  Women  iwver  understand  bust- 
ness."  She  had  come  with  a  faint  hope,  she  went  back  a^ia 
almost  heart-broken,  and  re.tchrd  home  just  in  time  to  receive 
notice  of  judgment ;  Sichard  mtist  pay  Mitivier  in  full.  The 
appearance  of  a  bailiff  at  a  house-door  is  an  event  in  a  country 
town,  and  Doublon  had  come  far  too  often  of  Ute.  Tbe 
whole  neighborhood  wa.t  talking  about  the  S^hardB.  E<t 
dared  not  leave  her  house ;  she  dreaded  to  hear  the  whispen 
as  she  passed. 

"Ohl  my  brother,  my  brother  1"  cried  poor  Eve.  as  she 
hurried  into  the  passage  and  up  tbe  stairs,  "  1  can  never  for- 
give you,  unless  it  was " 

"AIbsI  it  was  that  or  suicide,"  said  David,  who  had  fol- 
lowed her. 

"Let  ns  say  no  more  about  it,*'  she  (aid  (luietly.  "Tbe 
woman  who  dragged  him  down  into  the  depths  of  Paris  has 
mtich  to  answer  for;  and  your  faiher,  my  David,  is  quite 
inexorable  !     Let  us  bear  it  in  silence." 
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A  discreet  rapping  at  the  door  cut  short  some  word  of  lov« 
oo  David's  lips.  Marion  appeared,  lowing  the  big,  burly 
Kolb  after  her  across  the  outer  room. 

"Mxdame,"  uid  Marion,  "we  have  known,  Kolb  and  I, 
that  jrou  and  the  roasier  were  very  much  pul  aljoiit ;  and,  as 
we  haNfe  eleven  hundred  francs  of  savings  between  us,  wt 
thought  we  could  not  do  belter  than  put  them  in  ihc  mtsirctt' 
hands ■■ 

"  Der  roisdrcss."  echoed  Kolb  ferveotl}-. 

"  Kolb,"  cried  David,  "  you  and  I  will  never  part.  Pay  « 
thousand  francs  on  account  to  Master  Cachan,  and  lake  a 
receipt  for  ii ;  we  will  keep  the  rest.  And,  Kolb,  no  power 
on  earth  must  extract  a  word  from  you  as  to  my  work,  or  my 
absences  from  home,  or  ihe  things  you  may  sec  mc  bring  bark  ; 
and  if  I  send  you  to  look  for  plants  for  mc,  you  know,  no 
human  being  must  let  eyes  on  yoii.  They  will  try  lo  corrupt 
you,  my  good  Kolb^  they  will  oCTer  you  thousands,  perhaps 
lerw  of  thousands  of  francs,  to  tell        ■" 

"  Dey  may  offer  me  millions, "  cried  Kolb,  "but  not  ein 
VOTt  from  me  ituU  dey  iraw.  Haf  I  not  peen  in  der  army, 
and  know  my  orders?" 

"  Well,  you  are  warned.  March,  and  ask  Monsieur  Petit- 
Claud  tn  Ko  with  you  ax  witness." 

•■  Vcs,"  said  Ihe  Ahacien.  "  Some  lay  I  hnpe  lo  be  rkh 
enough  to  dust  der  chacket  of  dat  man  of  law.  I  don't  like 
his  goninienance." 

■'  Kolb  is  a  good  man,  madamc,"  said  Wg  Marion  ;  "  he  w 
u  strong  as  a  Turk  and  as  meek  as  a  lamb.  Just  the  one 
that  would  make  a  woman  happy.  It  was  his  notion,  too, 
to  inresl  our  a-ivings  this  way — 'safings.'  as  he  calls  them. 
Poor  man,  if  he  doesn't  speak  right,  he  thinks  right,  and  I 
understand  him  all  the  same.  He  Itas  a  notion  of  working 
for  somebody  else,  so  a.<t  to  save  us  his  keep        " 

"  Surely  we  «h:ill  be  rich,  if  it  is  only  to  repay  these  good 
folk."  said  David,  looking  at  his  wife. 
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Eve  (hougiit  it  quite  simple ;  it  was  no  sarivriw  to  her  lo 
find  oihcr  natures  on  a  level  with  her  own.  The  dullest- 
nay,  (lie  most  indilTerenl — observer  could  have  seen  all  the 
beauty  of  her  nature  in  her  way  of  receiving  this  service.  ■ 

"You  wilt  be  rich  some  day,  dear  master,"  said  Marion; 
"  your  bread  is  ready  b.ilted.  Your  father  has  just  bought  »• 
other  farm,  he  b  putting  by  money  for  you;  that  he  is," 

And,  under  the  circumstances,  did  not  Marion  show  sn 
exquisite  delicacy  of  feeling  by  belittling,  as  it  were,  her  kind- 
ness in  this  way? 

French  procedure,  like  all  things  human,  has  its  defects; 
nevertheless,  the  &word  of  justice,  being  a  two-edged  weapon, 
is  excellently  adapted  alike  for  attack  or  defense.  Procedure, 
moreover,  has  its  amusing  side;  for  when  oppowd  lawyers 
arrive  at  an  understanding,  as  they  well  may  do,  without  ex*  ■ 
changing  a  word,  through  iheir  manner  of  conducting  their 
case,  a  suit  becomes  a  kind  of  war  waged  on  tite  lines  laid 
down  by  the  first  Marshal  Biron,  who,  at  the  li^e  of  Rouen, 
it  may  be  rcmembcrc;d,  received  his  son's  project  for  (jdcing 
the  city  in  two  days  with  the  remark.  "Vo«  must  be  in  ■ 
great  hurry  to  go  and  plant  cabbages!"  Let  two  com- 
manders-in>cbief  spare  their  troops  as  much  as  possible,  tet 
them  imitate  the  Austrian  generals  who  give  the  men  time  to 
eat  their  wop  though  thejr  fail  lo  effect  a  juncture,  and  escape 
reprimand  from  the  Aiilic  Council ;  let  them  avoid  all  decisive 
measures,  and  they  shall  carry  on  a  war  for  e\-er.  CichaQ,  ■ 
Petit-Claud,  and  Doublon  did  better  than  the  Austrian  gen- 
erals ;  they  look  for  their  example  Quintus  Fabius  Cunctator 
— (he  Austrian  of  antiquity.  fl 

Petit-Claud,  malignant  as  a  mule,  was  not  long  in  flnding 
out  all  the  advantages  of  his  position.  No  sooner  had  Boni- 
bee  Coinlet  guaninieed  his  costs  than  he  vowed  lo  lead 
Cachan  a  dance,  and  lo  daazle  tlte  paper  manufacturer  with  a 
brilliant  dicplay  of  genius  in  the  creation  of  items  to  be 
chMiged  to  Milivier.     UnltKkily  for  the  fame  of  the  young 
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forensic  Figaro,  ihe  writer  of  this  history  is  obliged  to  paaa 
over  the  scene  of  his  exploits  in  as  great  a  hurry  as  if  he  trod 
on  burning  coals ;  but  a  sinj;lc  bill  of  costs,  in  the  >lu|)e  of 
the  specimen  sent  from  Paris,  will  no  doubt  tuflice  for  the 
student  of  contemporary  mannenL  I^etm  follow  the  example 
let  us  by  the  Bulletins  of  the  Grande  Arm4e,  and  give  a  summary 
of  Petit-Cland's  valiant  feats  and  exploits  in  the  jnovince  of 
ptirc  law;  they  will  be  the  better  appreciated  foe  concise 
treatment. 

Etavid  Stehard  was  sammoned  before  the  Tribunal  of  Cora- 
merce  at  Angoulftme  for  the  3d  of  July,  niadc  default,  and 
notice  of  Judgment  was  served  on  the  8lfa.  On  the  loth, 
Dofiblon  obtained  an  execution  warrant,  and  atleropied  to  put 
in  an  execution  on  the  iiih.  On  this  PeiiuClaud  applied  Cor 
an  interpleader  summons  and  scnred  notice  on  M^tivier  for 
that  day  fonniftht.  M^ivier  made  application  for  a  hearing 
without  delay,  and  on  the  iqth  S^chard's  a|iplic3lion  was  dt>> 
missed.  Mntd  upon  this  followed  notice  of  judgment,  author- 
izing  the  issue  of  an  execution  warrant  on  the  tad,  a  warrant 
of  arreil  on  the  13d,  and  ballilT's  inventory  previous  to  the 
execution  on  the  >4ih.  M^tivier,  Doublon,  Cachan  Sc  Com- 
pany were  proceerting  at  this  furious  pace,  when  Petii-CUiMl 
suddenly  pulled  them  tip,  and  stayed  execution  by  lodging 
notice  of  appeal  to  the  Court-Royal.  Notice  of  appeal,  daly 
reiterated  on  the  15th  of  July,  drew  Metivier  off  to  Poiticra. 

"Cornel"  said  Petit-Claud  to  himself,  "there  we  are 
likely  to  Slop  for  some  lime  to  come." 

No  sooner  was  the  i^iorm  pasted  over  to  Poiiicrs,  and  ao 
attorney  practicing  in  the  Court-Royal  instrufied  to  defend 
the  case,  then  Petit-Claud,  a  chainp<ion  being  both  ways, 
made  application  in  Mme.  S^chard's  name  for  tlte  immediate 
•eparation  of  her  estate  from  her  husband's ;  iKing  "  all  dili- 
gence "  (in  legal  language)  to  such  purpose  that  be  obtained 
an  order  from  the  court  on  the  aSth,  and  inserted  notice 
alonee  in  the  "  Cliarcnie  Courier."     Now  David  the  lowf 
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had  scltlcd  ten  (houund  francs  npon  his  wife  in  the  irtBTTUg^ 
eoncract,  m.ikin|  over  lo  her  »  sectiriijr  the  fixtures  of  the 
printing-ofifice  and  the  household  furniture;  and  Pvtit-CUnd 
therefore  constituted  Mme.  Sfichard  her  htnband's  dr«1itor 
for  that  small  amount,  drawing  up  a  statement  of  her  clatM 
on  the  estate  in  the  presence  of  a  notary  on  the  tst  of  Anpiei. 

While  Peiit-CUud  was  busy  sccaring  the  homcbobl  prop- 
erty of  his  clients,  he  gained  the  day  at  Poitiers  on  the  point 
of  law  oil  which  the  demurrer  and  a]>|>eul  were  based.  He 
held  that,  as  the  Court  of  the  Seine  had  ordered  the  pUiniiff 
to  pay  costs  of  proceedings  in  the  Paris  commercial  courii 
David  was  so  much  the  less  liable  for  expenses  of  liiigatioB 
locurred  ugKiii  Lucieit's  account.  The  Cuurt-Royal  took  thii 
view  of  the  cate,  and  judgment  was  entered  acconlinjiy. 
David  S^hard  was  ordered  to  |iay  the  amount  in  dispute  is 
the  AngoulCnic  Court,  less  the  law  expenses  incurred  in  Puis; 
these  M^tivier  must  pay,  and  each  side  must  bear  (iKirown 
costs  in  the  appeal  to  the  Court-Royal. 

David  Sit  hard  was  duly  notified  of  the  result  on  the  tTth 
of  August.  On  the  i8th  the  judgment  look  iltc  practical 
shape  of  an  order  to  pay  capital,  interest,  aitd  costs,  followed 
up  by  notice  of  an  execution  for  the  morrow.  Ujion  this 
Petit-Claud  intervened  and  put  in  a  claim  for  the  furniture  as 
the  wife's  property  duly  separated  from  her  husbsixl's;  and, 
what  was  more,  Petit-Claud  produced  S^hard  senior  upon 
the  scene  of  action.  The  old  vine-grower  had  become  his 
rlicni  on  this  wise:  He  came  to  Angoultme  on  tlie  day  after 
Eve's  visit,  and  went  lo  Master  Cachan  for  advice.  His  son 
owed  him  arrears  of  rent ;  how  could  he  come  by  hb  rent  in 
the  scrimmage  in  which  his  son  wjs  enga|:ied  ? 

"  I  am  engaged  by  the  other  side,"  p^ounced  Cachan. 
"and  I  cannot  appear  for  the  Euhcr  whert  1  am  suing  the 
son  ;  but  go  to  Petit-Claud,  he  i«  very  clever,  he  may  perhaps 
do  even  better  for  you  than  I  should  do." 

Cachan  and  Pelit<Claud  met  at  the  Court. 
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'•I  have  sent  you  Stehanj  senior,"  aid  Cachan  ;  "uke 
iKecase  Ibrtnein  exchange.'*  Lawjren  do  each  o(hcr  tervicei 
of  Ihis  kind  in  couiiiry  lowns  as  well  as  in  Paris, 

Tlie  djiy  aflcr  S6c)iard  senior  gave  Petit-Claud  his  confi- 
dence, the  [all  Cointet  paid  *  visit  to  his  confederate. 

"  Try  to  give  old  SSchard  a  lesion,"  he  said.  "  He  is  the 
kind  of  tnan  that  will  never  forgive  his  son  for  costing  him  a 
Ihoosand  francs  or  so  ;  the  ontUy  will  dry  up  any  generout 
tboaghls  in  his  mind,  if  he  ever  has  any." 

"Go  back  to  your  vines,"  said  Petit-Claiid  to  his  oew 
client.  "  Your  snn  is  not  very  well  off ;  do  not  eat  him  out 
oT  boase  and  home.  I  will  send  for  you  when  the  time 
cones." 

On  behalf  of  Sfehjird  senior,  therefore,  Petit-Claud  claimed 
that  the  pmacs,  being  fixtures,  were  so  much  the  more  to  be  re- 
garded as  tools  and  implemeitts  of  trade,  and  the  lew  liable  to 
•eiiiire,  in  that  the  house  had  been  a  printing-office  since  (be 
reign  of  Louis  XIV.  Caeban,  on  Mitivicr's  account,  waxed 
indignant  at  this.  In  Pans  Lucien's  furniture  had  belonged  to 
Coralie,  and  here  again  in  AngoulCme  David's  goods  and 
chattels  all  belonged  to  his  wife  or  his  &thcr ;  pretty  thing! 
were  said  in  court.  Father  and  son  were  sumntDned ;  such 
clkims  could  not  be  allowed  to  stand. 

"We  mean  to  unm.isk  the  frauds  intrenched  behind  bad 
faith  of  the  most  formidable  kind  ;  here  is  the  defense  of  dis- 
honesty bristling  with  the  plainest  and  most  innocent  articles 
of  the  Code,  and  why  ?  to  avoid  repayment  of  three  thousand 
francs;  obtainei)  how?  from  poor  M6livter's  cash-box.  And 
yet  there  are  lho?«  who  dare  to  tay  a  word  against  Ull-dis- 
coanlerst  What  limes  we  live  in  I  Now,  I  put  it  to  you— 
what  is  this  but  taking  your  neighbor's  money?  You  will  not 
sorely  sanction  a  claim  which  would  bring  immorality  to  the 
«ty  core  of  justice  I  " 

Cflchan'fi  eloquence  produced  an  effect  on  the  court.  A 
divided  jodgmeni  was  given  in  Eivor  of  Mme.  Sfchard,  the 
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house-furniture  being  held  to  be  her  property ;  and  af^iost 
S^hanl  senior,  nho  was  ordered  to  pay  costs — four  hundred 
and  thirty-four  francs  sixly-five  centimes, 

"  It  is  kind  of  old  Sichard,"  bnghed  th«  la*ryen ;  "  be 
would  have  a  finger  in  the  pie,  so  let  him  pay!  " 

Notice  of  judgment  was  given  on  the  36lh  of  August ;  the 
presses  and  plant  could  be  sctied  on  the  »8ih.  Placards  wtre 
posted.  Application  was  made  for  an  order  empowering  ihem 
to  sell  on  the  spot.  Announcements  of  the  sale  appeared  la 
the  papers,  and  Doublnn  flattered  himself  tliai  the  inventory 
should  be  veri5ed  and  the  auction  take  place  on  the  >d  of 
September. 

By  this  lime  David  Sichard  owed  M4ti»icr  five  thoussod 
two  hundred  and  seventy-five  francs  twenty-five  centimes  (to 
say  nothing  of  interest),  by  formal  }udgment  confirmed  by 
appeal,  the  bill  of  <-o»li  having  been  duly  taxed.  Likewise  to 
Pctit-Clftud  he  owed  twelve  hundred  francs,  cjcclusivc  of  the 
fres,  which  were  left  to  David's  generosity  with  the  genenMB 
confidence  displayed  by  the  hackney  coachman  who  hu 
driven  you  so  qiii<:kly  over  the  road  on  which  you  doire 
to  go. 

Mme.  SCchard  owed  Petit-Claud  something  like  three  hun- 
dred and  fifty  francs  and  fees  beside ;  and  of  old  Sichard,  be- 
side four  hundred  and  thirty-four  francs  sixty-five  centimes, 
the  Utile  attorney  demanded  a  hundred  crowns  by  way  of  fee. 
Altogether,  the  S^chard  family  owed  about  ten  thotnand 
francs.  This  is  what  is  called  "putting  fire  into  the  bed- 
straw." 

Apnrt  from  the  utility  of  these  documents  to  other  natiooa 
who  thus  may  behold  the  battery  of  French  law  in  action,  the 
French  legislator  ought  to  know  the  leogths  to  which  the 
abu«e  of  procednre  may  be  canied,  always  suppming  that  the 
said  legislator  can  find  time  for  reading.  Sorely  some  sort 
of  regulation  might  be  devised,  some  way  of  forbidding  law. 
yen  to  cany  rtn  a  case  until  the  sum  in  dispute  is  more  than 


LOST  ILLVSIONS.  S2S 

eaico  np  in  costs,  h  ibcrc  not  somclhing  ludicrous  in  lite 
idea  of  submitting  «  square  yard  of  soil  and  an  csute  of 
llwusands  of  acres  to  iliu  &uiuc  Ivgal  fornialitics  ?  These  bare 
ootlines  of  the  liisiory  of  the  various  tugcs  of  procedure  should 
open  the  ejres  of  Frenchmen  to  the  meaning  of  llic  words 
"  legal  formaliiivS)  ju&ticct  and  costs,"  little  as  the  imtncnse 
majority  of  the  nation  know  about  them. 

Five  thousand  pounds'  weight  of  type  in  the  piinting<officc 
were  wonh  two  iliou&aiid  frana  as  old  metal ;  the  three  presses 
were  valued  ai  six  hundred  francs ;  the  rut  of  ibc  plant  would 
Ictcti  the  price  of  old  iron  and  firewood.  'ITic  houichotd  fur- 
niturc  would  have  biought  in  a  thousand  francs  at  most. 
The  whole  personal  proi>ctIy  of  S^hard  junior,  therefore,  rep- 
resented the  sum  of  four  ihouund  francs;  and  Cacban  and 
Pelit-Claud  made  claims  for  seven  thousand  frana  In  cost* 
■Inady  Incurred ;  to  say  nothing  of  expenses  to  come,  for  the 
blonotD  gave  promise  of  fine  fniit*  enough,  at  the  reader  will 
•bonly  see.  Surely  the  Lawyers  of  France  and  Navarre,  nay, 
even  of  Normandy  hcTBcir,  will  not  refuse  Petit-Claud  his  meed 
of  admiration  and  rc^ci  ?  Surely,  loo,  kind  hearts  will  give 
Marion  and  Kotb  a  tear  of  sympathy? 

All  'hrough  the  war  Kolb  sst  on  a  chair  In  the  doorway, 
acting  as  watch-dojj;,  when  David  had  nothing  else  for  him 
to  do.  [|  was  Kcilb  who  received  all  the  notiScations,  and  a 
detfc  of  Pfctit-Claud's  kq>t  watch  over  Kolb.  No  sooner  were 
the  placards  announcing  the  auction  put  up  on  the  premises 
than  Kolb  tore  them  down  ;  he  hurried  around  the  town  after 
tiie  biU-posier,  tearing  the  plicatds  from  the  walls. 
■  '-*Ah,  scountrebl  "  be  cried,  "  to  dormcnt  so  goot  a  man; 
nnd  they  calls  it  chustice  t " 

Marion  made  half  a  franc  a  day  by  working  half-time  In  a 
papcr-miti  as  a  machine-tender,  and  her  wages  contributed  to 
the  support  of  the  household.  Mme,  Chardon  went  back 
ODComplAiningly  to  her  old  occupation,  sitting  up  night  after 
aigbt,  and  bringing  Itome  her  wages  at  the  end  of  the  weelb 
U 
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Poor  Mine.  Chardon  !  Twice  already  she  hid  made  a  nine 
days'  prayer  lor  iliosc  she  loved,  wondering  ihai  God  should 
be  dear  to  her  petitions  aud  blind  to  (he  light  of  itte  cani 
on  His  altar. 

On  llie  id  of  Sejileinber  a  lelter  came  from  Lucien, 
first  since  the  letter  of  the  winter,  which  l>avid  had  kept  AlXt^ 
his  wife's  knowledge — the  announcement  of  the  three  bilk 
which  bore  David's  signature.     This  time  Lucicn  WTOte  to 
Eve, 

"The  third  since  he  left  us!"  she  said.  Poor  sister, 
she  was  afraid  to  open  the  enveloi>e  that  covered  the  EiUl 
sheet. 

She  was  feeding  the  liitlc  one  when  the  post  came  in  ;  they 
could  not  alTord  a  wet-nurse  now,  and  the  child  waa  beinf 
brought  up  by  hand.  Her  state  of  mind  may  be  imagined, 
and  David'*  alM>,  when  he  had  been  ^roiued  to  read  t)te  tetter, 
for  David  had  been  at  work  all  night,  and  only  lay  down  at 
daybreak. 

LatieH  U  Evt. 

"  Paku,  Aogiut  Mflk. 
"  Mr  DEAR  SisTEK : — Two  days  ago,  at  five  o'clock  in  the 
morning,  one  of  God's  noblest  creatures  breathed  het  last  ia 
my  arms ;  she  was  tlic  one  woman  on  earth  capable  of  loving 
me  as  you  and  mother  and  David  love  me,  giving  me  beside 
that  unselfish  afleclioo,  something  that  neither  mother  nor 
sister  can  give — the  utmost  \>\m  of  love.  Poor  Coralie,  afVer 
giving  up  everything  for  my  sake,  n>ay  perhaps  hare  died  fof 
ine — for  me,  who  this  moment  have  not  the  wherewithal  to 
bury  her.  She  could  have  solaced  my  life;  you,  and  yon 
alone,  my  dear  good  angels,  c.in  console  me  for  her  death. 
God  has  forgiven  her,  1  think,  the  innocent  girl,  for  she  died 
like  a  Christian.  Oh,  this  Paris  I  Eve,  Paris  is  the  glocy 
and  the  shame  of  Prance.  Many  illutions  I  have  lost  here 
already,  and  I  hare  others  yet  to  lotc,  when  I  begin  to  be( 
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for  lh«  little  ntooej  needed  before  I  can  Uy  the  body  of  ny 
angel  in  ooDsecnted  canh. 

"  Y<mr  unhappy  brother, 

"  Ltxntw. 

"  P.  S. — I  mujt  have  given  you  much  trouble  by  my  heed- 
lessness; some  day  you  will  know  all,  and  you  will  forgive 
me.  Yuu  iiiuit  be  quite  easy  now ;  a  worthy  mcTchani,  a  M. 
Catnutol,  to  wlium  I  once  cautted  cruel  Jungs,  promiicd  to 
arrange  everything,  seeing  that  Coralie  and  I  were  so  much 
di«rc*scd.*' 

"  The  iheet  U  still  moist  with  his  tears,"  said  Ere,  looking 
at  the  letter  with  a  iie;in  ma  full  of  (>ity  tl»t  tomeihing  of  the 
old  love  for  l.ucien  thone  in  her  eyes. 

"  Poor  feliow,  be  must  have  suffered  cruelly  if  he  h»  been 
loved  as  he  ^ay3^"  exclaimed  Eve's  hmbanil,  happy  in  his 
love ;  and  tlie*c  two  forgot  all  their  own  troubles  at  this  cry 
of  a  supreme  sorrow.     Just  at  that  moment  Marion  nuhed  in. 

"  Madame,"  she  panted,  "  here  Iheyuc  3     Here  they  arel" 

"  Who  b  here?" 

"  Doublon  and  his  men,  bad  luck  to  them !  Kolb  will  not 
let  them  come  in ;  they  have  come  to  tell  us  up." 

"No,  no,  they  arc  not  going  to  sell  you  up,  never  fear," 
cried  a  voice  in  the  next  room,  and  Petit-Claud  appcnred 
upon  the  scene.  "  I  have  just  lodged  notice  of  appeal.  We 
ought  not  to  sit  down  under  a  judgment  that  attaches  >  stigma 
of  bad  faith  to  us.  I  did  not  tliinV  it  worth  while  to  fight  the 
caM  here.  I  lei  Cachan  talk  to  gain  lime  for  you ;  I  am  sure 
of  gaining  the  day  at  Poitiers *' 

"  But  how  much  will  it  cost  to  win  the  day?"  asked  Hme. 
S^-hatd. 

"  Fees  if  you  win,  one  thousand  francs  if  we  lose  our  case." 

**  Oh.  dear  I  "  cried  poor  Eve ;  "  why,  the  remedy  is  worse 
than  the  disease  I  " 
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Petit -Claud  was  not  a  tittle  confu^d  il  ihb  cry  of  inoc 
cDlii^liteticd  by  the  progress  of  the  fljines  of  liii^tion.  It^ 
struck  hiiu  too  that  Eve  was  a  very  beautiful  woman.  In  ibe 
Middle  of  tlie  diiciuaion  old  S^diard  arrived,  Nummoncd  bf 
Petil-Claud.  The  old  man's  presence  in  the  chamber  where 
liU  little  grandsua  in  the  cradle  lay  smiling  at  raisfortsBe 
completed  the  scene.  The  young  attorney  at  once  addresKd 
tiic  ncw-conicr  with — 

"  You  owe  Die  Mven  hundred  francs  for  the  intcrpkader, 
Fapa  S^chard ;  but  you  can  clinige  the  amount  1o  your  soa  ia 
addition  to  the  arrears  of  rent." 

The  vine-dresser  fcU  ilie  &iing  of  sarca&m  conveyed  b; 
Petit-Claud's  tone  and  manner. 

"  It  would  have  cost  you  less  to  give  security  for  the  defci 
at  firsi,"  said  Eve,  leaving  the  cradle  to  greet  her  fathrr-tn- 
law  with  a  kisi. 

Daviil,  qiiiic  overcome  by  the  sight  of  the  crowd  oiiiiide 
Che  hou&e  (for  KoIIi'k  revistance  to  Doubton's  men  lud  col> 
lecied  a  knot  of  jieopk-),  could  only  hold  out  a  hand  to  hil 
finher;  he  did  not  lay  a  word. 

"And  how,  pray,  do  I  come  to  owe  yon  sctcd  handred 
franco?  "  the  old  man  asked,  looking  at  Petit-Claud. 

"  Why,  in  the  first  pUce,  I  am  engaged  by  you.  Your  rent 
is  in  question;  so,  as  far  aa  I  am  concerned,  you  and  yoiB 
debtor  are  one  and  the  same  |>eri.on.  If  your  Kon  does  not 
pay  my  costs  in  the  case,  yoti  must  ]iay  them  youreelf.  But 
this  is  nothing.  In  a  few  hours  Divid  will  be  put  in  pritoD ; 
will  you  allow  him  to  go  ?  " 

"What  does  he  owe?" 

"Something  like  five  or  xlx  thonnnd  francs,  beside  the 
amounts  owing  to  you  and  to  his  wife." 

The  speech  aroused  all  the  old  man's  suspicions  at  oDcc 
Me  looked  round  the  little  btuc-and-white  bedroom  at  the 
touching  scene  before  his  eyes — at  a  beautiful  woman  wcepin; 
over  a  cradle,  at  David  bowed  down  by  anxieties,  and  then 
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agiia  at  th«  lawyer.  This  was  a  trap  sci  for  hint  by  that 
lawyer ;  perlia|»  llKy  wanted  to  work  upon  hu  paternal  TeeU 
inj^  to  get  money  out  of  hitn  ?  That  was  what  ii  all  meant. 
He  look  alarm.  He  went  over  to  the  cradle  and  Tondled  the 
child,  who  held  out  both  little  anns  to  him.  Nu  heir  to  an 
English  |)eerase  could  be  more  tenderly  cared  for  tl>an  the 
little  one  in  that  house  of  trouble  ;  his  little  embroidered  cap 
was  lined  with  pale  pink. 

"  Eh  I  let  David  gi:t  out  of  it  as  best  he  may.     I  am  think- 

ig  of  this  child  here,"  cried  the  old  grandfather,  "  aiid  the 
child's  mother  will  approve  of  that.  David  that  knows  w 
much  mint  know  how  to  |iay  his  debts." 

"Now  I  will  jual.put  your  meaning  Into  plain  language," 
■taid  Petit-Claud  ironically.  "  I^ok  here.  Papa  S4<:hard,  you 
are  jealout  of  yotir  son.  Hear  the  truth  I  you  put  David  into 
his  present  position  by  selling  the  business  to  him  for  three 
limes  its  value.  You  rained  him  to  make  an  extortJooaie 
bargain  I  Yes,  don't  yoa  shake  your  head  ;  you  mid  the  iKw*> 
paper  to  the  Coinleis  and  pocketed  all  the  proceeds,  and  that 
w.is  as  much  as  the  whole  business  was  worth.  You  bear 
David  a  griuige,  not  merely  becaiac  you  have  plundered  him, 
but  becaute,  also,  your  own  son  is  a  man  far  above  yourself. 
Vou  profess  to  be  prodigiotnly  (bnd  of  your  grandson,  to 
cloak  your  w.mt  of  feeling  for  your  son  and  his  wife, 
because  you  ought  to  pay  down  money  hie  ft  nune  for  them, 
while  you  need  only  show  a  posthumous  affection  for  yotir 
grandson.  You  pretend  to  be  (bnd  of  the  little  fellow,  lest 
you  should  be  taxed  with  your  want  of  feeling  for  your  owt) 
flnh  and  Mood.     Tl»t  is  the  bottom  of  it,  Vxyix  S6^hard." 

"  Did  you  fetch  me  oirer  to  hear  this  ? "  asked  the  old 
man,  glowering  at  his  lawyer,  his  danghter-in.law,  and  his  soo 
in  turn. 

*■  Monsieur!  "  proteited  poor  Eve,  turning  to  Petit-Claud, 
vowed  to  min  m?  My  husband  has  never  uttered 
pst  his  father."     (Here  the  old  man  looked  cun- 


ningly  jt  Tier.)  "  David  h«  lolil  roc  »cor«  of  tin)«  tfur  »o« 
loved  him  in  your  wjiy,"  she  addcdi  looking  at  bcr  fjihcr-^ 
bw,  and  UDdersianding  his  sutptcioo*. 

Peiit-Claud  wu  only  followiDg  oat  the  tall  Coioui'i  ii- 
struclions.  He  was  widening  the  breach  between  the  Cither  mi 
son,  lest  S6chard  senior  should  extricate  David  from  his  laiQl- 
erable  position.  "  Tlie  day  that  D>vid  Sichard  goet  to  phua 
shall  be  the  day  of  your  introduction  to  Madame  dc  Sema- 
ches,"  the  "tail  Cointct"  had  said  no  longer  ago  tkiB 
yesterday. 

Mme.  Stchard,  with  the  quick  insight  of  love,  had  d>vuK4 
Petit-Claud's  mercenaiy  hostility,  even  as  she  had  once  befon 
fell  instiDclivcly  that  Cerisct  was  a  tiailor.  As  for  Dand, 
his  astoQisbroent  may  be  imagined ;  he  could  not  nndenoad 
how  Petii-Claud  came  to  know  so  much  of  his  fitthcr's  oatmt 
and  hiK  own  history.  Upright  and  honorable  as  be  was,  he 
did  not  dream  of  the  relations  between  his  lawyer  and  iW 
Coinieu ;  nor,  for  that  matter,  did  he  know  that  the  Cointcti 
were  at  work  t>ehiTid  M^tivier.  Meanwhile  old  Sfchard  took 
his  son's  silence  asan  inxult,  and  Petit-Claud,  taking  advas- 
tage  of  hii  client's  bewilderment,  beat  a  reirenl. 

"  Good-by,  my  dear  David  ;  you  have  had  warning,  notice 
of  appeal  doesn't  invalidate  tl^e  warrant  for  arrest.  It  is  ihr 
only  coiir«e  left  open  to  your  creditors,  and  it  will  oot  be 

long  before  iliey  lake  it.     So,  go  away  at  once Or. 

rather,  i(  you  will  take  my  advire,  go  to  the  Coiniets  and  xe 
them  about  it.  They  have  capital.  If  your  invention  is  per- 
fected and  answers  the  purpose,  go  into  partnership  widi 
them.     After  all,  they  are  very  good  fellows " 

"  Your  invention  ?  "  broke  in  old  Stehard. 

"  Why,  do  you  mppme  that  your  son  is  fool  enotigh  to  let 
his  businen  ttip  away  from  him  without  thinking  or  som^ 
thing  else  ?  "  exclaimed  the  attorney.  "  He  is  on  the  brink 
of  the  discovery  of  a  way  of  making  paper  at  a  cost  of  ihtec 
francs  per  ream,  instead  of  ten,  be  tcUs  me." 
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"  On«  more  dodge  for  laktuf;  me  in  1  Yoa  are  all  as  thick 
OS  Ihkves  in  a  Tair.  \i  lAivid  his  f»und  otii  nich  a  plan,  he 
has  no  Deed  of  hk— he  is  a  Diillionaire !  Cood-by,  my  dears, 
and  a  good-day  to  you  all,"  and  the  old  duui  diuppearcd 
down  the  slaiicase. 

"  Find  .lome  way  of  hiding  yourself,"  was  Peiit-Oatul'x 
parting  word  to  David,  and  wiih  tliat  he  hurried  out  to  exas- 
perate oM  Stchard  still  furlher.  He  found  the  vtne-grower 
growling  to  himself  outside  in  the  Place  du  Mdrier,  vent  iriih 
liim  as  far  as  L'Houmeau,  and  there  left  biro  with  a  threat  of 
putting  in  an  execution  for  the  co&U  due  to  him  unless  they 
were  [>aid  before  the  week  wa.i  out. 

"  I  wilt  i>ay  you  if  you  will  show  me  how  to  disinherit  my 
ton  without  injuring  my  daughier-in-taw  or  the  boy,"  said  old 
Stehard,  and  they  parted  forthwith. 

"  How  well  the  ■  tail  Coinlet '  knows  the  folk  he  is  dealing 
with  I  li  \i  just  as  he  said  ;  those  seven  hundred  francs  will 
prerent  the  father  from  paying  seven  thousand,"  the  little 
lawyer  thought  within  himself  as  he  dinibed  the  path  to  An- 
goultme.  "Still,  tliat  old  slyboots  of  a  [JUpermjiker  must 
not  overretch  us  i  it  is  time  to  ask  him  for  something  beside 
promises.  *' 

"Well.  David  dear,  what  do  you  mean  to  do?"  asked  Etc, 
when  the  Ia«}'er  ha<t  f<»Ilowed  her  father-in-law,  old  S^hard, 
into  the  street. 

"  Marion,  put  your  biggest  pot  on  the  fire  I"  called  David; 
"  I  have  my  secret  fast." 

At  this  Eve  put  on  her  bonnet  and  shawl  and  walking-shoes 
with  feverish  hasie. 

"Kolb,  my  friend,  get  ready  to  p)  out,"  she  said,  "and 
come  with  me ;  if  there  is  any  way  out  of  this  hell,  I  mini 
find  it." 

When  Eve  had  gone  out,  Marion  spoke  to  David.  "  Do 
be  sensible,  sir,"  she  said,  "  or  the  mtsireas  will  fret  herself  to 
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death.    Make  some  money  to  pay  off  your  debts,  and  then 
can  try  lo  find  treasure  at  your  case " 

"  Don'c  talk,  Marion,"  said  David  ;  '*  I  am  going  to  over- 
come my  \3&t  difficulty,  and  then  I  can  apply  for  the  pateM 
and  the  imijrovcment  on  ihe  patent  at  the  same  lime."  J 

This  "improvement  on  the  [jatenl"  is  the  curse  of  the' 
French  palenlee.  A  man  may  spend  ten  yejis  of  his  life  la 
working  out  some  obicurc  induMrial  problem  ;  and,  when  be 
has  invenicd  some  piece  of  machinery  or  made  a  discovery  of 
some  kind,  he  takes  out  a  patent  and  imaginei  that  he  has  a 
right  lo  his  own  invention,  then  there  coma  a  competitor ;  i 
and,  unless  the  first  inventor  has  foreseen  all  pomihle  coDti»>| 
gencics,  the  second  comer  makes  an  "  improvement  on  the 
patent  "  with  a  screw  or  a  not.  and  lakes  the  whole  thing  out 
of  his  hands.  The  discovery  of  a  cheap  material  for  p>per- 
ptilp,  therefore,  is  by  no  means  the  conclusion  of  the  whole 
matter.  David  S^clurd  was  anxiously  looking  ahead  on  all 
sides  lest  the  fortune  snught  in  the  teeth  of  st»ch  difficultks 
should  he  snatched  out  of  his  hands  at  the  last.  Dutch  paper, 
as  (tax  paper  is  still  called,  though  it  is  no  longer  made  in 
Holland,  is  slightly  siicd ;  but  every  sheet  is  simi  sepantdy 
by  hand,  and  thisincreu»c3  thecosi  of  production.  If  it  were 
pu^ible  to  discover  some  way  of  sixing  the  paper  In  Ihe  pulp- 
ing-Iroush,  wiih  some  inex|>ensire  glue,  like  that  in  use  lo-day 
(though  even  now  it  is  not  quite  perfect),  there  would  be  oo 
"  improvement  on  Hie  patent "  to  fear.  For  the  past  month, 
accordingly,  Divid  had  been  making  experiments  in  lixing 
pulp.     He  had  two  discoveries  before  him. 

Eve  went  lo  see  her  mother.  Forltinately,  it  so  happened 
that  Mme.  Chardon  was  nursing  the  deputy-m.igist rale's  wife, 
who  had  just  given  the  Mitauds  of  Nevcrs  an  heir  presumptive ; 
and  Fve,  in  her  distnist  of  all  attorneys  and  notaries,  took 
into  hei  head  lo  apply  for  advice  to  ihc  legal  guardian  of  or- 
phans and  widows.  She  wanted  lo  know  if  she  coald  relieve 
David  from  his  embarrassments  by  taking  them  upon  herself 
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and  selling  her  cUimii  u]>oi)  the  estate,  and,  betide,  she  had 
tom?  hope  of  di&covcring  tlie'inilh  as  to  Pel  it -Claud's  unac- 
countable conduct.  The  official,  struck  with  Mmc.  Sichard'a 
bcauiy,  received  her  not  only  with  the  respect  due  to  a  womaiii 
but  with  a  sort  of  coutiew  to  ivhkh  Eve  was  not  accustomed. 
SJie  saw  in  the  magistrate's  face  an  expression  which,  Muce  her 
marriage,  sJie  had  «eeii  in  no  eyes  but  Kolb's ;  and  for  a  beaa- 
tifut  woman  like  Kve  ihia  t-xpresnion  is  the  criterion  by  which 
men  arc  judged.  When  ija^ion,  or  self-interest,  or  age  dims 
that  spark  of  unquestioning  fealty  thai  gleams  >a  a  young  man's 
eyes,  a  woman  fecU  a  certain  inistruM  of  him,  and  begins  to 
observe  him  critically.  Tlie  Cointcis,  Cfriaei,  and  Peiit- 
QaiKl— all  the  men  wtiom  Eve  felt  injdinairely  to  be  her 
enemiet — had  turned  hard,  indifferent  eyes  on  her ;  with  the 
deputy-magi&traie,  therefore,  she  fell  at  case,  although,  in 
spite  of  his  kindly  courtesy,  he  swept  all  her  hopes  away  by 
his  first  words. 

"It  is  not  certain,  madame,  that  the  Court-Royal  will  re* 
Terse  the  judgment  of  the  court  restricting  your  lien  on  yoor 
husband's  property,  for  payment  of  moneys  due  to  you  by  the 
terms  of  your  marriage-contract,  to  houuliold  goods  ai^d 
chattels.  Your  privilege  ought  not  to  be  used  to  defraud  the 
Other  creditors  But,  in  any  cose,  you  nil!  be  allowed  to  take 
your  share  of  the  proceeds  with  the  other  creditors,  and  your 
lather- in- 1. i<r  likewise,  as  a  {privileged  creditor,  for  arrears  of 
rent.  When  the  court  has  given  the  onler,  other  [toints  may 
be  raited  as  id  the  '  contribution,'  as  we  call  it,  when  a 
schedule  of  the  debts  is  drawn  up,  and  the  creditors  are  paid 
a  dividend  in  proportion  to  their  claims." 

"  TIkh  M.  Petit-Claud  is  bringing  us  to  bankruptcy,"  she 
cried. 

"  Ftotit-Ctaud  is  carrying  out  your  husband's  inatraclions," 
Hid  the  magiMrate  ;  "  he  ix  anxious  to  gain  lime,  so  his  attor- 
ney says.  In  my  opinion,  you  would  perhaps  do  belter  to 
waive  the  appeal  and  buy  in  at  the  sale  the  indispensable  iro- 
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plemenls  for  carrying  on  the  bu&iness;  you  and  your  fubo^ 
in-law  together  might  do  this,  you  lo  the  extent  of  your  claim 
ibrough  your  inarriagc-coDiraci.and  he  for  his  arrears  of  rent. 
But  tbat  would  be  bringing  the  RUtler  to  an  end  loo  ioob 
perhaps.  The  lawyers  are  making  a  good  thing  out  of  jfow 
case." 

■'  But  then  I  should  be  entirely  in  Monsieur  S4chard'i 
father's  hands.  I  should  owe  liim  the  hire  of  the  machinery 
as  well  as  the  house-rent ;  and  my  husband  would  siill  be  open 
to  further  proceedings  from  Monsieur  M^tivier,  for  Montieui 
M^iivier  would  have  had  almost  nothing."  . 

"  That  is  true,  madamc."  ' 

"  Very  well,  then,  we  should  be  even  wonc  off  than  wc 
Me." 

"The  arm  of  the  law,  madame,  is  at  the  creditor's  div 
posal.  You  have  received  three  thousand  francs,  and  yott 
must  of  nccesiity  repay  the  money." 

"  Oh,  sir,  can  you  ihitik  that  we  arc  capable "     E« 

suddenly  came  to  a  stop.  She  saw  (hat  her  just ificai ton 
might  injure  her  brother. 

"  Oil !  I  know  quite  well  thai  this  is  an  obscure  affair,  thai 
the  dcbiun  on  the  one  side  are  honest,  .icru|>uIouK,  and  even 
behaving  handsomely  ;  and  the  creditor,  on  the  Other,  is  only 
■  cat's-paw " 

Eve,  aghast,  looked  at  him  with  bewildered  eyes, 

"  You  can  understand,"  he  continued,  iriih  a  look  full  of 
homely  shrewdness,  "that  we  on  tlie  bench  lure  plentrof 
lime  lo  think  over  all  that  px.%  on  under  oar  e<-es,  white  the 
gentlemen  in  court  arc  arguing  wiih  caih  other" 

Kvc  went  home  in  detpair  over  her  tisrless  effort.  That 
evening  at  .leven  o'clock,  Dotiblon  came  with  the  notificalioo 
of  imprisonment  for  debt.  Tiie  proceedings  had  readied  the 
acute  stage. 

"  After  this,  I  can  only  go  out  after  nightfcll,"  said  David. 

Eve  and  Mmc,  Chardon  burst  into  team.     To  be  in  hidn^ 
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H  wu  for  them  s  shamdu]  thing.  As  for  Kf^lb  and  Marion, 
^  they  were  the  more  aUmicd  for  David  because  tbcy  had  long 
^  since  made  up  their  niind!i  that  ilicie  was  no  guile  in  their 
iDa3ter'i  nature ;  so  rtighiciied  were  they  on  his  account  that 
Ibey  came  upsiairt  under  [iretense  of  asking  whether  they  could 
do  nnything,  and  found  Eve  and  Mme.  Chardon  in  leare  ;  the 
three  whose  life  had  been  so  straight forwatd  hilhcrio  were 
overcome  by  the  thought  that  David  must  go  into  hiding. 
And  how,  moreover,  could  ibey  bo|>e  to  esc3|)e  the  invbible 
Spies  who  henceforth  would  dog  every  least  movement  of  a 
man,  unluckily,  so  ab«cnt-minded  ? 

"  Gif  montamc*  vill  vait  cin  liddle  kvarter  hour,  she  can 
regonnoitre  der  enemy's  camp,"  put  in  Kolb.  "Yoa  shall 
■eedoi  I  oondcrsiand  mein  piiness ;  for  gif  1  look  like  ein 
Gernian,  I  am  ein  dnie  Vrcnchman,  andi  rat  is  more,  I  am 
TCT*  conning." 

•*  Oil !  m.idame,  do  let  him  go,"  begged  Marion,  "  He  fs 
only  thinking  of  saving  (he  master ;  he  hasn't  another  thought 
in  hii  head.  Kolb  is  not  an  Alsacien,  he  is-~eh !  welt — a 
regular  Newfoundland  dog  for  ret^cning  folk." 

•'Go,  my  good  Kolb,"  said  Davtd;  "we  have  still  time 
to  do  something." 

Kolb  hurried  olf  to  pay  a  visit  (o  the  baililT;  and  it  so  fell 
out  that  D-Jvid's  enemies  were  in  Doublon's  office,  holding  a 
council  as  to  the  best  way  of  securing  him. 

The  arrest  of  a  debtor  is  an  unheard-of  thing  in  the  country, 
an  abnomwl  proceeding  if  ever  there  was  one.  Everybody, 
in  the  first  place,  knuws  everybody  else,  an<i  creditor  aitd 
debtor  being  bound  to  meet  each  other  daily  all  their  lives 
long,  nobo<ly  likes  to  take  this  odioiu  course.  When  a  dc 
fiulter — to  use  the  provincial  term  for  a  debtor,  for  they  do 
Dol  mince  their  words  in  the  provinces  when  speaking  of  this 
legaliied  method  of  helping  yourself  to  another  man's  goods 
— when  a  defaulter  plans  a  failure  on  a  large  scale,  he  takes 

'  Ij^noTsni  of  Pteoch  be  mei  ihe  tnuculinc  pronoun,  wM-itame. 
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anctaary  in  Pads.     Parts  is  a  kind  of  City  of  RcAige  Cot 

provincial  banknipts.  an  almust  impcnclrablc  rctreu;  Ik 
writ  of  (he  purauicig  bailiff  has  no  force  beyond  tbe  Uaitsd 
his  jiuisiliciion,  aad  tlieic  oiher  obsiaclcs  tendering  it  slant 
invalidating.  Whecefure  the  Paris  baililT  is  empoweicd  ts 
cnier  the  house  uf  a  IhinJ  \iaiXy  to  seiic  tbe  person  at  ibc 
debtor,  while  for  the  bailiff  of  the  provinces  the  dotnicik  a 
absolutely  inviolable.  The  bw  probably  makes  this  cic«ptiM 
as  to  PariK,  becauM  there  it  is  the  rule  for  two  or  mm 
familcs  to  Jive  under  the  same  loof;  but  in  tlie  provinces  tix 
baililT  vrlio  wishes  to  make  forcible  entry  must  have  on  Older 
froni  ibc  Justice  of  the  |icacc ;  and  so  wide  a  discretioo  n 
allowed  the  justice  of  the  peace  that  he  is  practkaUy  aUe 
to  give  or  withhold  assistance  lo  the  baihffs.  To  the  boaer 
of  the  justices,  it  should  be  said  that  they  dislike  the  ofict 
and  arc  by  no  means  anxious  to  assist  blind  p«Tf^n  or  i^ 
venge. 

There  are,  bc«ide,  other  and  no  less  serious  difficaltics  ia 
the  way  of  arrest  for  debt— ^tifiicul lies  which  (end  to  lenpa 
(he  severity  of  legislation,  and  public  opinion  not  imfre- 
quenily  makes  a  dead  letter  of  t)ie  law.  In  frreat  cities  there 
arc  poor  or  degraded  wretches  enough ;  poverty  and  vict 
know  no  scruples  and  consent  to  play  (he  spy.  bat  in  a  little 
counlry  town  people  know  each  other  too  well  to  earn  wages 
of  (he  bailiff;  the  meanest  creature  who  should  lend  htnadl 
to  dirty  work  of  ihit  kind  would  be  forced  to  leave  the  place. 
In  ihc  alntenre  of  recogiiiied  m.jrhinery,  therefore,  the  arrest 
of  a  debtor  it  a  problem  prescniing  no  small  difficulty;  it 
becomes  a  kind  of  strife  of  ingenuity  between  the  bailiff  and 
the  debtor  and  matter  for  many  pleasant  stories  in  tbe  news- 
papers. 

Cointet  the  elder  did  not  choose  to  appear  in  the  affair ;  bit 
the  (at  Cointet  openly  wid  that  he  was  acting  for  Meiirier, 
and  went  (o  Doublon,  taking  Citiic(  wiih  him.  Cfniet  wii 
his  foreman  now,  and  had  promised  bis  co-operation  in  relura 
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foe  ft  thousand-franc  note.  Doublon  could  reckon  upon  two 
of  hit  undentrapixrt,  ariI  thus  tlic  Cointets  had  four  blood- 
houivHs  already  on  the  viciimS  itack.  At  the  scinal  time  of 
urest,  Doublon  could  furthermore  count  upon  the  police 
force,  who  are  bound,  if  required,  to  assist  a  bailiff  In  ibe 
perfonnance  of  his  duty.  The  two  men,  Doiiblon  himself, 
aiKl  the  visitors  were  all  cloHcied  together  in  the  private  office, 
beyond  the  public  office,  on  the  ground  floor. 

A  tolerably  wide-paved  lobby,  a  kind  of  passageway,  led  to 
the  public  office.  Tlic  gilded  csculclieons  of  the  court,  with 
the  word  " Bailiff"  printed  thereon  in  large  black  letters, 
hung  outside  on  the  house-wull  on  cither  side  the  door.  Both 
office  windows  gave  upon  the  street  and  were  protected  by 
heavy  iron  bars;  but  the  private  oflice  looked  into  the  garden 
at  ihe  l»ck,  wherein  Doublon,  an  a<lorer  of  Pomona,  grew 
espaliers  with  marked  success.  Opposite  the  oflke-door  yoa 
behehl  the  door  of  Ihe  kitchen,  and.  beyond  Ihe  kitclten,  the 
staircase  that  aueiided  to  the  first  story.  The  house  was 
aitnated  in  a  ntirrow  street  at  ihe  back  of  the  new  Law  Courts, 
then  in  process  of  constniction  and  only  finithed  after  1830. 
These  details  are  pcrhaiis  necessary  if  Kolb's  adventures  are 
(o  be  intelligible  to  the  reader. 

It  wai  Kolb'i  idea  to  go  to  t)ie  bailiff,  pretend  to  be  willing 
10  tietray  hin  matter,  and  in  thiii  way  to  discover  the  traps 
which  would  be  laid  for  David.  Kolb  told  the  servant  who 
opened  the  door  that  he  wanted  to  speak  to  M.  Doublon  on 
business.  Tlie  serv.-int  was  busy  washing  up  her  plates  and 
diihes,  and  not  very  well  pleased  at  Kolb's  interruption ;  she 
pushed  open  Ihe  door  of  the  outer  oflice,  and  bade  him  wait 
there  until  her  master  was  at  liberty ;  then,  as  he  was  a  Kiranger 
to  her,  she  told  the  master  in  the  private  ofBcc  that  "  a  man  '* 
wanted  to  speak  lo  him.  Now,  "a  man"  so  invariablf 
means  "  a  peasant "  that  Doublon  said,  "Tell  him  to  wait," 
an<l  Kolb  took  a  seat  close  to  the  door  of  Ihe  private  office. 
TlKfe  were  voices  ulking  within. 
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"Ah,  by-the-by,  how  do  yoti  mean  to  set  about  it  ?  For, 
if  we  can  catch  him  lo-morrow,  ii  will  be  so  much  time 
saved."     Il  was  the  fat  Coinicl  who  spoke. 

"  Nothing  easier ;  ihe  bats  has  come  faitly  b|r  bis  nick- 
name," said  C6rixet. 

At  the  sound  of  the  fat  Coiiitei's  voice  Kolb  guenx)  U 
once  that  thry  were  talking  aboiil  his  master,  especially  m 
the  sense  of  the  wordi  began  to  dawn  upon  him  ;  but,  wbti 
he  recognized  Cirisct's  tones,  his  astonishment  grew  nun 
and  more. 

"  Und  dat  fellow  haf  eaten  hb  pread  1 "  he  thought,  honw- 
stricken, 

"  We  must  do  it  in  this  way,  boys,"  said  Doubloo.  "We 
will  post  OUT  men,  at  good  long  intervals,  abuut  the  Rae  de 
Bcaulteu  and  the  Place  du  Mdrier  in  erery  direction,  so  Ihtt 
we  can  follow  the  boss  ([  like  that  ward)  without  his  knowl- 
edge. Wc  will  not  lose  sight  of  him  until  )>e  is  safe  inndc 
the  house  where  he  means  to  be  in  biding  (as  be  thinks); 
there  we  will  lesve  him  in  peace  for  a  white ;  then  some  fine 
day  we  shall  come  across  him  before  sunrise  or  after  sunset." 

"  But  what  is  he  doing  now,  at  this  moment  ?  He  may  be 
slipping  through  our  fingers,"  said  the  fat  Cointet. 

"  He  is  in  his  house,"  answeiwJ  Doablon ;  "  If  be  left  it, 
1  sliouKI  know.  I  have  one  witness  posted  in  t1»e  Place  dti 
Mdiier,  another  at  the  corner  of  the  Idw  Courts,  and  another 
thiny  paces  from  the  house.  If  our  man  came  out  ther 
would  whistle;  he  could  not  make  three  pares  front  his  door 
bat  [  should  know  of  it  at  once  from  the  signal." 

(Bailifla  speak  of  their  understrappers  by  the  polite  title  o( 
"witnesses.") 

Here  was  better  hap  than  Kolb  had  expected !  He  went 
noiselessly  out  of  the  office,  and  spoke  to  the  maid  in  the 
kitchen. 

"  Meestair  Toiiplon  ecs  encaged  for  som  lime  to  koni,"  he 
said ;  "  I  will  kom  back  early  to-morrow  morning." 
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A  sudden  idea  hul  iirvick  the  Alucien,  and  he  proceeded 
(o  put  it  into  execution.  Kolb  had  served  in  a  cavalry  regi- 
ment ;  he  hiirried  off  to  see  a  liverjr  stablckccpcr.  an  acquaint- 
ance of  his,  {>icked  out  a  horse,  hod  it  saddled,  and  rushed 
iMck  (o  tlic  Place  du  MOrier.  He  found  Madame  Eve  in  the 
kwest  depths  of  despondency. 

"What  is  it.  kolb^"  asked  David  when  the  Alsicien's 
£ace  looked  in  upon  them,  scared  but  radiant. 

"You  haf  scounirels  all  arount  you.  De  safest  way  ces  to 
hidcde  master.  Haf  monlamc  thought  of  hiding  dc  oiastcr 
anvTercs?" 

When  Kolb,  honest  fellow,  had  explained  the  whole  history 
of  C*tixet's  treachery,  of  tlie  circle  traced  about  the  house, 
and  of  the  fat  Coiniet's  interest  in  the  affair,  and  given  the 
family  some  inkling  of  the  schemes  set  on  foot  by  the  ColnteU 
against  the  masier^ihen  IXavid's  real  poution  gradually  be- 
catnc  fatally  clear. 

"  It  is  the  Cointets'  doing  I "  cried  poor  Eve,  aghasi  at  the 
news;  "they  are  proceeding  againit  you  I  (hat  accounts  for 
M^tivicr's   hardnesn  They    are    papermaken — David  I 

they  want  your  secret  1 " 

"  Rut  what  can  we  do  to  escape  them  ?  "  exdaimed  Mroe. 
Chardon. 

"  If  der  misdms  had  som  liddlc  blace  vere  the  master 
could  pc  hidden,"  Mid  Kolb ;  "  I  brombe  to  take  him  dere 
90  dot  nopody  shall  know," 

"  Wait  (ill  nightfall  and  go  to  Dasinc  Clerget,"  said  Eve. 
"  I  will  go  now  and  arrange  it  all  with  her.  In  this  case, 
Basine  will  be  like  another  self  lo  me." 

"Spies  will  follow  you."  David  said  n)  last,  recovering 
some  presence  of  mind.  "  How  can  we  find  a  way  of  com- 
municating with  Basine  if  none  of  ns  can  go  to  her  i  " 

"  Montame  kaii  go,"  wiid  Kolb.  "  Here  cet  my  schema— 
I  go  out  mil  der  ma.iter,  ve  draws  der  viu-hllem  nn  our  drack. 
Montame  can  go  to  Montcmoiselle  Clercbet ;   nopody  rill 
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voUow  her.     I  har  &  horse  ;  I  take  dc  master  oop  bdusi ; 
UD<1  del  tcufel  is  in  ii  if  they  Icatches  us." 

"Very  well;  good-by,  dear,"  said  poor  Eve,  springtDg  U  ! 
her  husband's  arms  ;  ''  none  ot'  us  can  go  to  see  you,  the  riA^ 
is  too  great.     We  must  say  good-by  for  the  whole  time  thM 
your  imprisonment  lasts.    We  will  write  to  each  other ;  BasJK 
will  post  youi  letters,  and  I  will  write  under  cover  to  ber.** 

No  sooner  did  David  and  Kolb  come  out  of  the  hooie  tin 
they  heard  a  »haip  whistle,  and  were  rollowed  to  the  livery 
btabte.  Once  there,  Kolb  took  his  master  up  behind  hiis, 
with  a  caution  to  keep  tight  hold. 

"  Viachile  avay,  mine  gooi  vriends  (  I  care  not  von  rap." 
cried  Kolb.  "  Vou  vill  not  catch  an  old  trooper,"  «nd  ibe 
old  cavalry  man  clapped  boib  spurs  to  his  home,  and  wu  (Mt 
into  the  country  and  the  darknen  not  merely  before  the  tpia 
could  follow,  but  before  they  had  time  to  dscovcr  the  dinc- 
tion  that  he  look. 

Eve  meanwhile  went  out  on  the  tolerably  ingenious  pretest 
of  asking  advice  of  Po.itel,  sat  a  while  enduring  the  insalting 
pity  that  spends  itself  in  words,  left  the  Postcl  family,  and 
stole  away  unseen  to  Basine  Clerget,  told  her  troubles,  tut 
asked  for  help  and  shelter.  Basine,  for  greater  safety,  had 
brought  Eve  into  her  bedroom,  and  now  she  opened  the  door 
of  a  tittle  closet,  lighted  only  by  a  skylight  in  such  a  way  that 
prying  eyes  could  not  see  into  it.  The  two  friends  unstopped 
the  fine  which  opened  into  the  chimney  of  the  nove  in  tbe 
workroom,  where  the  girls  heated  their  irons.  Eve  and  Baaide 
spread  ragged  coverlets  over  the  brick  floor  to  deaden  any 
found  that  David  might  make,  put  in  a  truckle  bed,  a  stove 
lor  his  experiments,  and  a  table  and  chair.  Basine  promised 
to  bring  food  in  the  night ;  and  as  no  one  had  occasion  lo 
enter  her  room,  David  might  defy  his  enemies  one  and  all,  or 
even  detectives. 

"At  last  I "  Etc  said,  with  her  arms  about  her  friend,  "ai 
last  he  is  in  safety." 
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Eve  went  bock  to  Poctel  to  submit  a  fmh  doubt  that  had 
occwrcd  lo  her,  she  said.  She  would  like  the  opinion  of 
sticli  an  experienced  member  of  the  Chamber  of  Commerce ; 
■he  H>  manajjcd  thai  he  cMortcd  her  home,  and  littcned 
patiently  to  his  commiseration. 

"Would  this  have  happened  if  you  had  married  me?'* 
— all  the  little  druggist's  rctnatiu  were  pitched  in  thb  self- 
sane  key. 

Then  he  went  home  again  to  find  Mme.  Posiel  jealotnof 
Mme.  S^hard,  and  furious  with  her  »ix>u$e  for  his  polite 
attentioo  to  that  beautiful  woman.  The  apothecary  advanced 
ihe  opinion  that  liiile  red-haired  women  were  preferable  to 
ull,  dark  women,  who,  like  fine  honci,  were  always  in  the 
stable,  he  »aid.  He  gave  proofs  of  his  sincerity,  no  doubt, 
for  Mme.  Poslel  was  very  sweet  to  him  next  day. 

"  We  may  be  easy,"  Eve  said  to  her  mother  and  Marion, 
whom  she  found  still  ■'  in  a  taking,"  in  the  latter's  phrase. 

"  Oh  \  they  are  gone,"  said  Marion,  when  Eve  looked  un- 
thinkingly round  the  room. 

One  league  out  of  Angouieme  on  the  main  road  to  Faro, 
Kolb  stopped. 

"Vere«hallwego?" 

"To  Mar«c,"  said  David;  "since  we  are  on  Ihe  way 
already,  I  will  try  once  more  to  soften  my  father's  heart." 

"I  would  radcr  mount  to  dcr  asuuli  of  a  pjitlery,"  said 
Kolb,  "  your  resbecied  fader  haf  no  heait  whatefer." 

The  ex-pressman  hail  no  belief  in  his  ton  ;  he  judged  him 
from  the  outside  point  of  view,  and  waited  for  results.  He 
had  no  idea,  to  begin  with,  that  he  had  plundered  David,  nnr 
did  be  make  allowance  for  the  very  differeni  circumstances 
under  which  they  had  begun  life ;  he  said  lo  himself,  '*  I  set 
hira  op  with  a  printing-house,  JuU  as  I  found  ft  myself;  and 
he,  knowing  a  thousand  limes  mnre  than  I  did,  cannot  keep 
it  going,"  He  was  mentally  incapable  of  undenianding  hit 
1« 
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toa;  he  laid  tlie  blame  of  failure  u|ion  him,  and  even  pniM| 
himself,  as  it  were,  on  his  superioril)'  to  a  far  greater  intelteO 
than  his  own,  with  the  thought,  "  I  am  securing  his  breail  b* 
him." 

Moralists  will  never  succeed  in  maVing  us  comprelMMl  Ike' 
full  extent  of  ihe  inHuence  of  sentiment  upon  scif-iniereu,  a 
iiifiucncc  every  whit  asstrunjtas  the  action  of  interest  apODOK 
sciitimciiis;  for  every  law  of  our  nature  works  in   two  «j^ 
and  acts  and  reacts  upon  us. 

David,  on  his  side,  undcniood  his  father,  and  in  his  tab- 
>[   lime  charity  forgave  liim.     Kolb  and  David  reached  Mamc 
at  eight  o'clock,  and  suddenly  came  in  upon  the  old  nua  m 
he  was  finishing  hi^  dinner,  which,  by  fofce  of  circumslaJDca. 
came  very  near  bedtime. 

"  I  see  you  because  llicrc  is  no  help  for  it,"  nid  old  Sichard 
with  a  sour  smile. 

"  Und  how  should  you  and  mcin  master  meet  ?  He  letn 
in  dcr  shkics,  and  you  are  always  mil  yoor  vines  I  You  tny 
for  him,  ihat's  vol  you  arc  a  lader  for " 

"  Come,  Kolb,  off  with  you.  Put  up  the  horse  ai  Madasx 
Courtois'  «o  as  to  save  inconvei>ience  here ;  fathers  arc  alwaji 
in  the  right,  remember  thai." 

Kolb  went  off,  growling  like  a  chidden  dog,  obedient  bni 
protesting ;  and  D^vid  proposed  to  give  his  bthcr  indispotaUc 
proof  of  his  discovery,  while  reserving  his  secret.  He  offetfd 
10  give  him  an  interest  in  the  affair  in  return  for  money  paid 
down  ;  a  sufficient  sum  to  release  him  from  his  present  dificut- 
lies,  with  or  without  a  further  amount  of  capital  to  be  en- 
ployed  in  developing  the  invention. 

"  And  how  are  you  going  lo  prove  to  roe  ihat  you  can  nuke 
good  paper  that  costs  nothing  out  of  nothing,  eh  ?  "  asked  ibr 
ex-printer,  giving  his  son  a  glance,  vinoti«,  it  may  be,  boi 
keen,  inquisiltTc,  and  covetous ;  a  look  like  a  flash  of  lightniog 
from  a  »>ddcn  cloud;  for  the  old  "bear,"  fniihful  lo  fail 
ttadiiioiis,  never  went  lo  bed  without  a  nighicap,  consisttog 
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of  a  couple  of  bottles  of  excellent  old  wioe,  whkh  he  "  tippled 
down  "  of  an  evening,  to  u^  his  own  ei|>Te»ion. 

"Nothing  simpler,"  tutid  David;  "  I  luve  none  of  the  paper 
about  me,  for  I  came  here  to  be  out  of  Doublon'it  way  ;  and, 
Kaving  come  wo  fai-,  1  thought  I  might  as  well  come  to  you  at 
Manac  as  borrow  of  a  money-lender.  I  hare  nothing  on  me 
but  my  clothes.  Shut  me  up  somewhere  on  the  prcEnnes,  to 
that  nobody  can  come  in  or  sec  mc  at  work,  and " 

"  What?  you  will  not  let  me  see  you  ai  your  work,  then?" 
asked  the  old  man,  with  an  ugly  look  at  hi>  son. 

"  Von  have  given  mc  to  understand  plainly,  father,  that 
in  matters  of  business  [here  ia  no  question  of  father  and 
wn •• 

"Ah  1  you  distrust  the  fother  that  gave  you  life  I  " 

"No  \  the  other  father  who  took  away  thememnsofeuniBg 
I  livelihood." 

"Each  for  himself,  you  are  right!"  said  the  old  man, 
"  Very  good,  I  will  put  you  in  the  ecUar." 

"I  will  go  down  there  with  Kolb.  You  must  let  me  hare 
a  brge  pot  for  my  pulp,"  taid  David;  then  he  contint»cd| 
wiihwit  noticing  the  quick  look  his  bther  gave  him,  "and 
jron  must  find  artichoke  and  asparagus  stalks  for  me,  and  net- 
lies,  and  the  reeds  that  you  cut  bjr  the  itream-mde.  and  to- 
morrow morning  I  will  come  out  of  your  cellar  with  some 
splendid  [»pcr." 

"  If  yog  can  do  that,"  hiccoughed  the  "  bear,"  "  I  will  lei 
yon  have,  perhaps — I  will  see,  that  is,  if  I  can  kt  you  have — 
pshaw  I  twenty-five  thousand  francs.  On  condition,  mind, 
that  you  make  as  much  for  me  every  year." 

"  Put  mc  to  the  proof,  I  am  quite  willing."  criet)  David. 
"  Kolbt  take  the  horse  and  go  to  Mansic,  quick,  buy  a  large 
hair  sieve  for  me  of  a  cooper  and  some  glue  of  the  grocer, 
and  come  back  again  as  soon  as  you  can." 

"There!  drink,"  said  old  Sichard.  pulling  down  a  bottle 
of  wine,  a  loaf,  and  the  cold  remains  of  the  dinner.     "  You 
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will  need  your  strength.  I  wilt  go  and  look  Tor  your  bits  of 
green  sliifT ;  green  rjgs  you  use  for  your  pulp,  and  a  trifle  U» 
grccii,  I'm  afraid." 

Two  hours  later,  toward  eleven  o'clock  thai  night,  Ehnd 
and  Kolb  took  up  their  quurlera  in  a  liicle  outhouse?  against  ibe 
celbr  wall ;  they  round  the  door  paved  wiih  runnel  tiles,  tai 
all  the  apparatus  used  in  the  Angoumois  for  the  nuaufactait 
of  Cognac  brandy. 

"  Pans  and  firewood  I  Why,  it  13  as  good  ta  a  factory  made 
on  purpose  !  "  cried  David. 

"  Very  well,  good-night,"  said  old  SAchard  ;  "  I  shall  lock 
you  in,  and  let  both  the  dogs  loose  ;  nobody  will  bring  yon 
any  paper,  1  am  &urc.  Yuu  show  me  those  sheets  to-morrow, 
and  I  give  you  my  word  I  will  be  your  partner,  and  the  busuxs 
will  be  straightforward  and  properly  managed." 

David  and  Kolb,  locked  into  the  dittillery,  spent  neailjr 
two  hours  in  m.iceraiing  the  stems,  using  a  couple  of  logs  fat 
mallets.  The  fire  blatcd  up,  the  water  boiled.  About  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning  Kolb  heard  a  sound  which  David  was 
too  busy  to  notice,  a  kind  of  dee|)  breath  like  a  suppre^oed 
hiccough.  Snatching  up  one  of  the  two  lighted  dipe,  he 
looked  round  the  walls,  and  beheld  old  Stehard's  empurpled 
countenance  filling  up  a  square  opening  abovea  door  hitherto 
hidden  by  a  pile  of  empty  ca&ks  in  the  celUr  itself.  The 
cunning  old  man  had  brought  David  and  Kolb  into  his 
underground  distillery  by  the  outer  door,  through  which  (he 
rasks  were  rolled  when  full.  The  inner  door  had  been  DUde 
so  that  he  could  roll  his  puncheons  straight  from  the  cellir 
into  the  di&tillery,  instead  of  taking  them  round  through  the 
yard. 

"Aha !  thecs  eies  not  (air  blay,  you  vant  to  shvindte  yoor 
son  I  *'  cried  the  Atsacien.  "  Do  you  know  vol  you  do  vea 
you  trink  ein  pottle  of  vine?  You  gif  gool  trink  to  cio  bad 
•countrel." 

"Oh.  father !"  cried  David. 
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"IcAme  to  see  if  you  wanted  anything."  said  old  Sichaid, 
hair-sobered  by  thj^t  time. 

"  Und  it  was  for  de  indernt  vot  you  take  in  ut  dot  you 
btought  der  iiddlc  ladder !  "  commented  Kolb,  as  he  pushed 
the  casks  aside  and  flung  open  the  door ;  and  there,  in  £icl( 
on  a  short  step-ladder.  Ilic  old  mnn  stood  in  his  shirt. 

"  Risking  your  health  !  "  said  Djvid. 

"I  think  I  mtut  be  walking  in  my  sleep/'  said  old  Sichard, 
coming  down  in  confution.  "  V'onr  want  of  confidence  in 
your  father  sec  me  dreaming ;  I  dreamed  you  were  making  a 
pact  will)  the  devil  to  do  impossible  things." 

"  Der  icufcl,"  said  Kolb;  "  dot  is  your  own  basion  for  de 
liddle  goldfiuchcs. " 

"Go  back  to  bed  again,  fatlver,"  .uid  David  ;  "  lock  tu  in 
if  you  will,  but  yoii  may  ure  yourself  the  trouble  of  coming 
down  again.     Kotb  will  mount  guard." 

At  four  o'clock  in  the  morning  David  came  out  of  the 
<listilleTy  ;  he  had  been  careful  to  leave  no  sign  of  hit  oocopa- 
tion  behind  htm  ;  but  he  brought  out  some  thirty  sheets  of 
paper  that  left  nothing  to  be  desired  in  fineness,  whiteness, 
toughness,  and  strength,  all  of  them  bearing  by  way  of  water- 
mark the  impress  of  the  uneven  hairs  of  the  sieve.  The  old 
man  look  up  the  samples  and  put  his  tongue  to  them,  the  life- 
long habit  of  ilie  pressman,  who  tests  pipers  in  this  way.  He 
felt  it  between  his  thumb  and  finger,  crumplet)  and  creased 
it,  put  it  through  all  the  triaU  by  which  a  [>rinter  assays  the 
quality  of  a  sample  submitted  to  him,  and  when  it  was  found 
wanting  in  no  respect,  he  still  would  not  allow  that  he  was 
beaten. 

"We  have  yet  to  know  how  it  take*  an  impression,"  he 
Hid,  to  avoid  prai.^ing  \t\\  son. 

"  Fonny  man  I  "  exclaimed  Kolb. 

The  old  man  was  cool  enough  now  ;  he  cloaked  his  feigned 
hesitation  with  paternal  dignity. 

"  1  with  to  tell  you  in  fairness,  father,  that  even  now  it 
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Kcmt  to  me  thai  the  pa[>er  costx  more  ihan  it  ought  to  do  i  I 
wint  lo  solve  ihe  problem  of  sizing  it  in  the  palping-trongh. 
1  have  just  that  one  improveinenl  lo  make." 

"  Oho !  so  you  aie  trying  lo  trick  me !  " 

"Well,  shall  I  tell  you?  I  can  siie  the  pulp  as  it  it,  fau 
so  far  I  »nnot  do  it  evenly,  and  the  surfaee  is  as  rough  u  ■ 
burr  1  '■ 

"  Very  food,  site  your  pulp  in  the  trough,  and  yon  shall 
have  my  money," 

"  Mein  muter  vill  nefer  see  de  golor  of  your  money,"  de- 
clared Kolb. 

PUinlyi  the  old  man  meant  Eo  piiniih  David  for  last  olghl'* 
humiliation,  for  he  treated  him  more  than  coldly.  Oavid 
■em  Kolb  away. 

"  Father,"  he  began,  '•  I  have  never  borne  you  any  gnidga 
for  making  over  the  liu^ine^  to  me  at  such  an  exorbitant  nl- 
nation  ;  I  have  seen  the  father  through  it  all.  I  have  uid  lo 
myself — '  The  old  man  has  worked  very  hard,  and  he  eertataly 
gave  me  a  better  bringing  up  than  1  had  a  right  lo  expect ;  tei 
him  enjoy  the  fruits  of  his  toil  in  peace,  and  in  his  own  way.' 
1  even  gave  uji  my  mother's  money  to  you.  I  bejtan  incum- 
bered wiih  debt,  and  bore  all  the  burdens  that  you  put  upoo 
me  without  a  murmur.  Well,  harassed  for  debts  that  were 
not  of  my  making,  with  no  bread  in  Ihe  house,  and  my  fed 
held  to  the  flames,  I  hjve  found  out  Ihe  secret,  I  have  flmg- 
gled  on  patiently  till  my  strength  tse^tuosted.  It  if.  perhaps, 
your  duty  to  help  me,  l«it  do  not  give  mt  a  thought ;  think 
of  a  woman  and  a  little  one  "  (David  could  not  keep  Iwck  the 
tears  at  this)  ;  "  think  of  ihcm,  and  give  them  help  and  pro> 
tCClion.  Kolb  and  Ktarion  have  given  me  their  savings  ;  will 
you  do  less  ?  "  he  cried  at  last,  seeing  that  his  father  wa  oM 
as  the  impression -stone. 

"And  that  was  not  enough  for  you,"  said  the  old  man, 
without  the  slightest  sense  of  shame ;  "  why,  you  would  wwie 
the  wealth  of  Ihe  Indies  !     Good-night  ?    I  am  too  ignorant 
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to  Icod  a  hand  in  schemes  got  up  on  purpose  to  exptoit  me. 
A  monlcej'  will  never  gobble  down  a  bear"  (alluding  to  the 
workshop  nicknames) ;  "  I  am  a  vine-grower,  I  am  not  a 
GaSKcfl  And  what  is  more,  look  yoii,  busincM  bciween  Taiher 
and  son  never  (urns  out  well.  Siay  and  eat  your  dinner  here; 
you  shan't  say  that  you  came  for  nothing," 

There  arc  some  deep-liearted  natures  that  can  force  Iheir 
own  pain  into  inner  depths  unsus|>ecied  by  those  dearest  to 
Ihcm;  and  with  them,  when  anguish  forces  its  way  to  the 
surface  and  is  visible,  it  is  only  after  a  mighty  upheaval. 
David's  nature  was  one  of  these.  Rve  had  thoroughly  under- 
Stood  the  noble  character  of  the  man.  But,  now  that  the 
depths  had  been  stirred,  David's  father  took  the  wave  of  an- 
guish that  passed  over  his  son's  features  for  a  child's  trick,  an 
aitcmpi  to  "  get  round  "  his  father,  and  his  bitter  grief  for 
mortification  over  (he  bilure  of  the  attempt.  Father  and  son 
parted  in  anger. 

David  and  Kolb  reached  Angoutftmc  on  the  stroke  of  mid- 
night. They  came  back  on  foot,  and  wealthily,  like  burglars. 
Before  one  o'clock  in  the  morning  D.ivtd  was  installed  in  the 
impenetrable  hiding.place  prepared  by  his  wife  in  Basin« 
Clerget's  house.  No  one  saw  him  enter  it,  and  the  pity  that 
bencefonh  should  shellcr  David  was  the  most  resourceful  pity 
of  all— the  pity  of  a  workgirl. 

Kolb  bragged  that  day  that  he  had  saved  his  master  on  horse- 
back, and  only  tefl  him  in  a  carrier's  ran  well  on  the  way  to 
Limoges.  A  sufficient  provision  of  raw  material  had  been 
laid  tip  in  Bo.tine's  cellar,  and  Kolb,  Marion,  Mine.  Stehard, 
and  her  mother  had  no  communication  with  the  house. 

Two  days  after  the  scene  at  Marsac,  old  S6chard  came 
hurrying  to  AngouKme  and  his  daughter-in-law.  Coreloiis- 
i»e«  lud  brought  him.  Tliere  were  three  clear  weeks  ahead 
before  the  vintage  began,  and  he  thought  he  wotild  be  on  the 
lookout  for  sqiullt,  to  tne  his  own  exi>ression.  To  this  end 
be  look  up  bis  quartets  in  one  of  the  attics  which  he  had 
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reserved  by  the  terms  of  the  lease,  willfully  shutting  hi*  eja 
to  ihc  bareness  and  want  that  made  hU  son's  home  desohie. 
If  they  owed  him  tent,  they  could  well  aiford  to  keep  bis. 
He  ale  his  food  from  a.  liiiDed  iron  {dale,  and  mode  no  numi 
at  it.  "  1  began  in  the  same  way,"  he  (old  his  daogfater-ia- 
Uw,  when  she  apologised  for  [he  absence  of  silver  spoons. 

Marion  was  obliged  to  run  into  debt  for  necewarici  lor 
them  all.  Kolb  was  earning  a  franc  for  daily  wage  as  ■ 
bricklayer's  laborer ;  and  at  last  poor  Eve,  who.  for  lh«  ub 
of  her  husband  and  child,  had  sacrilied  her  last  resources  to 
entertain  David's  father,  saw  (hat  she  had  only  ten  francs  kfL 
She  had  hoped  to  the  last  to  soften  the  old  tntser's  bean  bf 
her  afl'ectionale  respect,  and  patience,  and  pretty  atientionsi 
but  old  Sicliatd  was  obdurate  as  ever.  When  she  aw  hia 
turn  the  same  cold  eyes  on  her,  the  same  look  that  the  Co- 
intets  had  given  her,  and  I'etit-Claud  and  Cirizet,  she  tried 
to  watch  and  guess  old  Stchard's  intentions.  Trouble  throws 
away!  Old  Stchatd,  never  sober,  never  drunk,  wa.*  intent- 
able  ;  intoxication  is  a  double  veil.  If  ihe  old  man's  tipsincK 
was  sometimes  real,  ii  was  quite  as  often  feigned  for  the  pur- 
pose of  extracting  David's  secret  from  his  wife.  Sometiiaci 
he  coaxed,  sometimes  he  frightened  his  daughter-in-law. 

"  I  will  drink  up  my  property  ;  /  taU  tiiy  an  amMnity,"  he 
would  threaten  when  Eve  told  him  that  she  knew  nothing. 

The  humiliating  struggle  was  wearing  her  out ;  she  kept 
silence  at  last,  lest  she  should  show  disrespect  to  her  b<s- 
band's  father. 

"  But,  father,"  she  said  one  day  when  driven  to  extremity, 
"there  is  a  very  simple  way  of  finding  oat  everything.  h| 
David's  debts;  he  will  come  home,  and  yoa  can  settle  i: 
between  yon." 

"Hat  chat  is  what  you  want  to  get  oat  of  ree,  la  U?"  bt 
died.     "  It  is  as  wdl  to  know  I  " 

But  it  Stchard  had  no  belief  in  his  son,  he  had  plenty  of 
(aith  in  the   Coinlets.     He  went  to  consult  tbem,  and  the 
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Coinicts  duited  blcn  of  set   purpose,  telling  litm  that  hit 
son'*  enjwriruents  mi^hi  mean  niiUions  of  fiancs. 

"  If  David  can  prove  that  he  has  succeeded,  I  shall  not 
heituie  to  go  into  partnership  wiih  him,  and  reckon  hb  db- 
co*CTy  as  half  the  cipiial,"  the  tall  Coiotet  told  him. 

The  mspicioiu  old  man  learned  a  good  tieal  over  nips  of 
brandy  with  the  workpeople,  and  liomeihing  more  by  (]ues- 
tioiiing  Petit-Claud  ami  feigning  stupidity ;  and  at  length 
he  fvlt  convinced  that  the  Coinlets  were  the  real  movers 
behind  Metivicr;  they  were  plotting  to  niin  Sichard's  print- 
ing e^tabliiihiDent,  and  to  lure  him  (Stehard)  on  to  pay  his 
son's  debts  by  holding  out  the  discovery  at  a  bait.  The 
old  man  of  the  people  did  not  tu^pect  that  Petit-Claud  was 
(n  the  plot,  nor  had  he  any  idea  of  the  toils  woven  to  en- 
snate  the  great  secret.  A  day  came  at  last  when  he  grew 
angry  and  out  of  patience  with  the  daughter-in-law  who 
would  not  so  much  as  tell  him  where  David  was  hiding; 
he  determined  to  force  the  laboratory  door,  for  he  had  dis- 
covered that  David  was  wont  to  make  his  experiments  in 
the  private  workshop  where  the  printing  rollers  were  melted 
down, 

He  came  down  stairs  very  early  one  morning  and  set  to 
work  upon  the  lock. 

"Hey I  Papa  Sfchard.  what  arc  you  doing  there?" 
Marion  called  out.  (She  had  risen  at  daybreak  to  go  to 
her  paper-mill,  and  now  she  sprang  across  to  the  work- 
shop. 

"  I  am  in  my  own  house,  am  I  not  ? "  said  the  old  man 
in  some  confusion. 

"Oh,  indeed,  are  you  turning  thtef  in  your  old  age?    Yoti 

are  not  drank  this  time  either I  shall  go  straight  to  the 

tnistressand  tell  her." 

"  Hold  your  tongue,  Marion,"  said  S^chard,  drawing  two 
crowns  of  six  francs  each  from  his  pocket.     "There    — " 

*'  1 1       \tM.  my  tongue,  but  don't  you  do  it  again,"  said 
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Marion,  shaking  iicr  ficgcr  at  him,  "oiftll  Angoultoic  &tuil 
licai  of  ii." 

The  old  man  had  scarcely  gone  oul,  )]0«rcv«r,  when  Maiioo 
went  up  to  her  misirtss. 

"Look,  madame,"  she  said,  *'I  have  liad  twelve  iaxta 
oat  of  your  father-in-law,  and  here  ihey  are " 

"  How  did  you  do  it?" 

'■  What  was  he  wanting  to  do  but  to  take  a  look  u  Ibe 
mastcc's  pols  and  pans  and  stult,  lo  find  oul  itic  secret,  foe- 
soolh.  I  knew  quite  well  that  iheie  was  nothing  in  tbe 
little  place,  but  I  fiighiened  him  and  talked  as  if  be  were 
netting  about  robbiug  hts  son,  and  he  gave  me  twelve  inaa 
to  say  nothing  about  it." 

Just  at  that  moment  Basine  came  in  radiant,  and  with  a 
letter  for  her  friend,  a  letter  from  David  wiilteQ  on  nugoift- 
cent  i>a|>cr,  which  she  handed  over  wlM.-n  tliey  were  alone. 

"Mr  A&OKKD  EvE: — I  am  wniing  to  you  the  first  l«t« 
on  my  first  sheet  of  paper  made  by  the  new  process.  I 
have  solved  the  problem  of  siting  the  pulp  in  the  trough  <t 
last.  A  pound  of  pulp  costs  five  sous,  even  supposing  that 
the  raw  maieiial  b  grown  on  good  soil  with  special  culture ; 
three  francs'  worth  of  sized  pulp  will  make  a  ream  of  pa^xt 
at  twelve  pounds  to  the  ream.  1  am  quite  nire  that  J  oa 
letsen  the  weight  of  books  by  one-half.  The  envelope,  the 
letter,  and  samples  enclosed  are  all  manufactured  in  difFermt 
ways.  1  kiss  you;  wc  shall  have  wealth  tvow  to  add  to  oar 
happiness,  cverylhing  clac  we  had  before." 

"There  !  "  said  Eve,  handing  the  samples  to  her  fiiihcT-[n- 
law,  "  when  the  vintage  is  over  let  your  son  have  the  money, 
give  him  a  chance  to  make  his  fortune,  and  you  shall  be  repaid 
ten  lime*  over  ;  he  ha*  succeeded  at  last  I  " 

Old  S^chard  hurried  at  once  lo  the  Cointets.  Every  sampk 
was  tested  and  minutely  examined ;  the  prices,  from  three  la 
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ten  francs  per  ream,  vrert:  noted  on  each  Kjiaratc  slip;  wmc 
were  sized,  others  unsized;  tonic  wcic  of  almmt  metallic 
purityi  oihen  soli  a»  Ja|uinc»c  paper ;  in  color  there  wm  every 
pouiblc  ^dc  of  wl)iic.  If  old  S^cluird  and  the  two  Cointets 
had  been  Jewiexaiuiiuug  diamonds,  their  cye&  could  not  have 
gliitened  more  eagerly. 

"  YouT  son  IS  on  the  right  track,"  the  (at  Cointet  fftiiJ  at 
length. 

■'  Very  well,  pay  his  debis,"  returned  old  S*chard. 

"  By  all  lueaDS,  if  he  will  lalcc  us  into  putncr&liip,"  said 
ihe  tall  Cointet. 

"You  ucextoTtioKcn?"  cried  old  Sichard.  "  You  have 
been  suing  him  under  Mitivier't  name,  and  you  mean  me  to 
buy  you  off;  tlut  is  the  long  and  the  short  of  it.  Not  Mich  a 
fool,  gentlemen " 

The  biotliers  looked  at  one  another,  but  ihey  contrived  to 
h»dc  their  surprise  at  ilic  old  miwr's  shrewdness. 

"We  arc  iioi  millionaires,"  said  &I  Cointet;  "ttt  don't 
discount  bills  for  aniuseiDenl.  Wc»hould  think  ourselves  well 
OlF  it  we  could  pay  ready  money  for  out  bits  of  accounts  for 
rags,  and  we  xtill  give  bills  to  our  dealer." 

"The  exiwiimetit  uughi  to  be  tried  firet  on  a  mtich  larger 
■calei"  the  tail  Cointet  said  coldly;  "soiuetimeK  you  try  a 
thing  with  a  saucepan  and  succeed,  and  fail  utterly  when  you 
experiment  with  bulk.  You  should  help  your  son  out  of 
diflicutticH." 

"  Yes ;  but  when  my  son  was  ai  libeny,  would  he  take  me 
■s  his  partner?" 

"  That  is  no  business  of  ours,"  said  Ihe  fat  Cointet.  "  My 
good  man,  do  you  suppose  that  when  you  have  paid  some  ten 
thousand  francs  (or  your  son,  that  there  is  an  end  of  il  ?  It 
will  co»i  iwo  thousand  francs  to  take  oui  a  patent ;  tl'.cTe  will 
be  journcy«  to  Paris;  and,  before  going  to  any  expense,  It 
would  be  prudent  to  do  as  my  brother  here  suggeKtK,  and  make 
a  thousand  rcaois  orto: ;  to  trjr  several  whole  batches  to^iuake 
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sure.     You  see,  there  is  nothing  you  must  be  so  much  on  jmr 
guard  against  as  an  inventor." 

"  I  have  a  liking  (or  bread  ready  buttered  myself,"  added 
the  tall  Cointet. 

All  through  that  night  (he  old  man  ruminated  over  th»j 
dilemma — "  If  I  pay  David's  debts,  he  will  be  set  at  liberty, 
and  otice  set  at  liberty  he  need  not  share  his  fortune  with  im 
unless  he  chooses.  He  knuws  very  well  that  I  cheated  hia 
over  the  first  partnership,  and  he  will  not  care  to  try  a  second ; 
so  it  is  to  my  interest  to  kce]>  him  »hut  up,  tl»e  wretched  bojr." 

The  Cointets  knew  enough  of  S^chard  senior  to  see  thai 
they  should  hunt  in  couples.  All  three  said  to  themselves 
•■  Experiments  must  be  tried  before  the  discovery  can  take 
any  practical  shape.  David  Sichard  must  be  set  at  liberty 
before  those  expetimenis  can  be  made;  and  David  S4chaid, 
set  at  liberty,  will  slip  through  our  fingers." 

Everybody  involved,  moreover,  had  his  on  litite  afto* 
thought. 

Petit-Claud,  for  instance,  said,  "  As  coon  as  T  am  married, 
I  will  slip  my  neck  out  of  the  Cointets'  yoke;  but  until  then 
I  shall  hold  on." 

The  tall  Coinlet  thought.  "I  would  rather  have  Ctavid 
under  lock  and  key,  and  then  I  should  be  master  of  the 
situation." 

Old  S«chard,  too,  thought,  "  If  I  pay  tny  son's  debts,  be 
will  repay  me  wilh  a  '  Thank  you  I  '  " 

Eve,  hard  pressed  (for  the  old  man  threatened  now  to  tura 
her  out  of  ihc  house),  would  neither  reveal  her  husband's 
hiding-place  nor  even  send  proposals  of  a  safe-cooduct.  Site 
could  not  feel  sure  of  finding  so  safe  aod  secure  a  refuge  a 
second  lime. 

"Set  your  son  at  liberty,"  she  told  her  father-in-law,  "and 
then  you  shall  know  everylhing." 

The  four  inieretted  persons  sat,  as  it  were,  with  a  banquet 
■prcad  before  them,  none  of  them  daring  to  begin,  each  one 
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■as[Hcious  niid  watchful  of  his  neighbor.  A  Tew  dajrs  ^fier 
David  went  into  hiding,  Petii-CUuiJ  went  to  (he  inill  to  se« 
the  uU  Cointct. 

"  I  have  done  my  bcsl,"  he  said  ;  "  D^ivid  hu  gone  into 
prison  of  his  own  accord  somewhere  or  other ;  he  is  working 
out  some  improvement  lliete  in  peace.  It  is  no  fiult  of  mine 
if  you  hare  not  gained  your  end  ;  are  you  going  10  keep  your 
promise  ? '  * 

'*Ye»,ifwcsQ«;ced,"»id  the  tail  Cointct.  "OldSicbard 
WIS  here  only  a  day  or  two  ago;  he  came  to  aak  us  Mrae 
qocMious  as  to  paper-making.  The  old  miser  has  got  wind 
of  bb  son's  invention ;  he  wants  to  lum  it  to  his  own  account, 
so  there  is  some  ho[)C  of  a  paitncrship.  You  are  with  the 
father  aiid  (he  ion " 

"Be  the  third  person  in  the  trinity  and  give  them  up," 
smiled  Petil>CUud. 

"  Yes,"  said  Cointet.  "When  yoti  have  David  in  prison, 
or  bound  to  ns  by  a  deed  of  partnership,  you  shall  marry 
Mademoiselle  dc  la  Have." 

"  Is  that  your  vlHmatvm  f" 

••  My  tinf  qui  <i<Mi,"  said  Cointet.  "since  we  are  speaking 
in  foreign  languages." 

"  Then  here  is  mine  in  plain  langtiage,"  Petit-Claud  said 
drily. 

"  Ah  I  let  OE  have  it,"  answered  Cointet  with  tome  cari- 
osity. 

"  You  will  present  me  to-morrow  to  Madame  dc  Senonchcs, 
and  do  something  definite  for  me  ;  you  will  keep  your  word, 
in  sltort;  or  I  will  clear  off  Sichard's  debts  myself,  tell  my 
practice,  and  go  into  partnership  with  him.  I  will  not  be 
duped.  You  have  spoken  out  and  I  am  doing  the  sante.  I 
have  given  proof,  give  me  proof  of  your  sincerity.  Yow  have 
all,  and  I  have  nothing.  If  you  won't  do  fairly  by  me,  I  know 
your  cards  and  I  shall  play  for  my  own  hand." 

The  tall  Cointet  took  his  hat  and  umbrella,  his  face  at  the 
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same  time  taking  iu  Jesuitical  cxpr««ion,  .ind  out  be  wot. 
bidiitng  Peiit-Cluud  come  with  him. 

■'  You  shall  see,  my  friead,  whether  I  have  prepared  JWT  | 
way  for  you,"  said  he. 

The  shrewd  paper  manufacturer  saw  hin  danger  u  a  gbno; 
and  Mw,  too,  that  with  a  inan  like  Petit-Claud  it  was  better  » | 
play  ahuvc. board.     Partly  lo  be  prepared  for  coiitingeudc^ 
partly  to  satisfy  his  conscience,  he  hod  dropped  a  word  or  m  < 
to  the  point  in  ihc  car  of  the  cx-consul-gcncrat,  under  the  p«- . 
text  of  putting  Madcnioisclk  de  la  Haye's  rmancial  pocitios 
before  ihat  gentleman. 

"  I  have  the  man  for  Francoite,"  he  ]iad  said ;  "  fof  wilh 
thirty  thousand  francs  of  d&t  a  girl  must  tiot  expect  too  Bodi 
nowadays.*' 

"We  will  ullc  it  over  later  on,"  answered  Fraocii  A 
Hauioy,  ex-consul-general.  "  Madame  deSenoncbes*  ponticB 
has  allerecl  very  much  since  Madame  dc  liargrion  went  awi^i 
we  very  likely  might  marry  Fran9oisc  lo  some  elderly  cousuj 
gentleman," 

"  She  would  disgra«  herself  if  you  did,"  Cointet  returod 
in  his  dry  nay.  "  Better  marry  her  to  some  capable.  Vti*- 
tious  young  man ;  you  could  help  him  wilh  your  influence,  lad 
he  would  make  a  good  position  for  his  wife." 

"  Wc  shall  sec,"  said  I-Vancisdu  Hauloy  ;  "  her  godmoibtf  j 
ought  to  be  consulted  first  in  any  case." 

When  M.  dc  Bargeton  died,  his  wife  sold  the  icrcat  hamtX 
in  the  Rue  de  Minage.    Mmc.  de  Senonchcs,  finding  her  aw  I 
lioiLte  scarcely  large  enough,  persuatlcd  M.  dc  Senoncbes  to  Iw* 
the  HAtel  dc  Bargcton,  the  cradle  of  Lucien  Cliardon's  am- , 
bilions.  the  scene  of  the  earliest  events  in  his  career.     Zt}^\ 
irine  de  Senonches  had  it  in  mtnd  to  saorced  to  Mmc,  dt 
Bargeton  :  she,  too,  would  be  a  kind  of  queen  in  Angonltocj 
she  would  have  a  ".ulon,"  and  be  a  great  lady,  in  shoit 
There  was  n  schism  in  AngoulCtne,  a  strife  dating  from  tbc 
late  M.  dc  Uargcton's  duel  with   M.  de  Chandoor,     SoiM 
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mainuincd  that  Lout»e  <Ic  Nigrcpcluse  wiu  Mamel«»,  others 
believed  in  Sunisbs  dc  Chandoui's  scand^iU.  Mine,  de 
Senoncltes  declaied  for  the  Bcigctons,  and  began  by  winning 
over  that  faction.  Many  frcqucntenof  the  HAtel  dc  ILtrgcIon 
had  been  so  acctuiomed  for  yean  to  their  nichtly  gaiuc  of 
cards  in  the  house  that  they  could  not  leave  it,  and  Mine.  d« 
Senonchcs  turned  this  fact  to  account.  She  received  every 
evening,  and  certainly  gained  all  the  ground  lost  by  Amtlie 
de  Ciiandour,  who  set  up  for  a  rival. 

Francude  Hautoy,  livinjj  in  the  inroosl  circle  of  nobility 
in  Angoultrne,  went  to  far  ax  to  think  of  marrying  Fcangoiae 
to  old  M.  de  S^vetac,  Mme.  du  Brouartl  having  totally  failed 
to  capture  thai  gentleman  for  her  daughter;  and  when  Mme.  de 
Bar^eton  reaiipcared  as  the  prefect's  wife,  Z^phirinc's  hopes 
(or  her  dear  goildauKhier  waxed  high  indeed.  The  Comtessa 
du  ChSielet,  so  she  aigucdi  would  be  rare  to  use  her  toflueDcc 
for  her  champion. 

Boniface  Coiniet  had  Anj;oultme  at  hb  fingers'  ends ;  he 
taw  all  the  difficulties  at  a  glance,  and  resolved  lo  sweep 
them  out  of  the  way  by  a  bold  stroke  that  only  a  Tartafe'i 
brain  could  invent.  The  puny  lawyer  was  not  a  litlte  amaaed 
to  And  his  fcUow-conspiratot  keeping  his  word  with  him ;  not 
m  word  did  Petit-Claud  utter,  he  respected  the  musings  of  hia 
companion,  and  they  walked  tlve  whole  way  from  the  paper- 
mill  to  the  Rue  du  Minage  in  silence. 

"  Monsieur  and  madame  are  at  breaitlast " — this  announce- 
ment met  tlw  ill-timed  visitors  on  the  steps. 

"Take  in  our  naine$,  all  the  same,"  said  the  tall  Cotntel  t 
aod  feeling  sore  of  his  position,  he  followed  immediately  be- 
hind the  servant  and  introduced  his  companion  to  the  elabo- 
rately aflectcd  Ziphirine,  who  was  breakfasting  in  company 
with  M.  Franris  du  Haiitoy  and  Ml!c.  de  la  Haye.  M.  de 
ScnoncheK  hud  gone,  as  wtual,  for  a  day's  shooting  over  M. 
de  Pimeniel's  land. 

"  MoDsieuT  Petit-Claud  is  the  young  lawyer  of  whom  I 
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spoke  to  you,  madAtne ;  lie  wilt  go  through  the  trust  accoBDB 
when  your  fair  ward  comes  of  age." 

The  ex-diplomaiisi  made  a  quick  scrutiny  of  Pctit-Clud, 
who,  for  his  pan,  was  looking  funivcljr  at  ihe  "  tair  ward." 
As  for  Z^phirine,  who  heard  of  the  Riaticr  for  the  first  tiine, 
her  surprise  was  so  great  i!ut  she  dropped  her  fork. 

Mile,  de  la  Haye,  a  shrewish  young  woman  with  w  iO- 
tempered  iace,  a  waist  thai  could  scarcely  be  called  sICDikr. 
a  ihtn  figure,  and  colorles  fair  hair,  in  spile  of  a  certAin  little 
air  that  she  had,  was  by  no  means  easy  to  nurry.  The  "  pic- 
entage  unknown  "  on  her  birch  certificate  was  the  real  b«r  is 
her  entrance  into  the  sphere  where  her  godroolhcr's  aifectioa 
Strove  to  establish  her.  Mile,  de  la  Haye,  ignoraDt  of  bir 
real  posiiion,  was  very  hard  to  please  \  the  richest  merchtfa 
Id  L'Houmcau  had  found  no  favor  in  hei  sight.  Coiiitet  a* 
the  sufficiently  significant  expre»ion  of  the  young  Udy's  £icc 
at  the  sight  of  the  liiile  lawyer,  and,  tumiog,  beheld  a  pre- 
cisely similar  grimace  on  Pcttt-Claud't  countenance.  Mne. 
de  Seiionches  and  Francis  looked  at  each  other,  a»  if  in  scardi 
of  an  excuse  for  getting  rid  of  the  visitors.  All  this  Cointei 
saw.  He  asked  M.  du  Hautoy  for  the  favor  of  a  few  minulei' 
s]>ecch  with  him,  and  Ihe  pairwent  together  into  thedrawiog- 
room. 

"  Fatherly  aRection  is  blinding  you,  sir,"  he  said  blnntly. 
"  You  will  not  find  it  an  easy  thing  to  marry  your  daughter; 
and,  acting  in  your  interest  throughout,  I  have  |>ut  you  in  a 
position  from  which  you  cannot  draw  bock  ;  for  I  ani  fond  of 
Frangoisc,  she  is  my  ward.  Now — Petit-Ctaud  knows  tvtry 
Iking!  His  orciwcening  ambition  is  a  guarantee  for  our  dear 
child's  happiness ;  for,  in  the  first  place,  Francoiae  will  do  ■» 
she  likes  with  her  husband  ;  and,  in  the  second,  he  want* 
your  influence.  You  can  atk  the  new  prefect  for  the  post  of 
crown  attorney  for  him  in  the  cwirt  here.  Monsieur  Mibmd 
is  definitely  appointed  to  Nevers,  Peiit-Ctaod  will  sell  hii 
practice,  you  will  have  no  difficulty  in  obuiiiiDg  a  deputy 
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public  prowcator'i  i>lKe  Tor  him ;  aod  it  will  dm  be  long 
before  he  become*  attorney  for  the  crown,  president  of  tht 
couit,  deputy,  what  you  will.*' 

Frattcii  went  back  to  ihc  dining-room  and  behaved  chann- 
ingly  lo  his  daughter's  suitor.  He  gave  Mme.  de  Senonches 
a  look,  and  brouglit  the  scene  to  a  clote  with  an  invitation  to 
dine  with  them  oa  the  morrow;  l'cltt>CUud  must  come  and 
di*cu»  tlie  businns  in  hand,  lie  even  went  downstairs  and 
oa  far  as  ihc  court  with  the  visitors,  telling  Pelit-CIaitd  ihat, 
Jifter  Coiniet's  recommendations,  both  he  and  Mtne.  de 
Scnonches  were  disposed  to  3]>prove  all  that  Mile,  de  la 
Haye's  trustee  had  arranged  for  the  wclfiiie  oi  tlial  lillle  angel. 

"Oh?"  cTtcd  Petit-Claud,  as  ihcy  came  away,  "what  r 
platn  girl  I     I  have  been  taken  in " 

"She  looks  a  lady-like  giil,"  returned  Coinlcl,  "and, 
beside,  if  she  were  a  beauty,  would  they  give  her  to  you  i 
Eh  1  my  dear  Icllow,  thirty  thousand  francs  and  the  influence 
of  Madame  de  Senonches  and  the  Comie&u  du  ChAtclct! 
Many  a  small  landowner  would  be  wonderfully  glad  of  the 
chance,  and  all  the  more  so  !iince  M.  Francis  du  Hauloy  b 
never  likely  to  marry,  and  all  that  he  lias  wilt  go  to  the  girl. 
Your  marriage  is  as  good  as  KeClled." 

"How?" 

"That  is  what  I  am  just  going  to  tell  you,"  retnmed 
Cointei,  and  he  gave  his  companion  an  account  of  hit  recent 
bold  stroke.  "  Monsieur  Milaud  it  jmi  about  lo  be  appointed 
an  attorney  for  the  crown  at  Nevers,  my  dear  fellow,"  he  con- 
tinued ;  "sell  your  practice,  and  in  ten  years'  time  you  will 
be  keeper  of  the  teals.  You  are  not  the  kind  of  roan  to  draw 
back  from  any  |Kttifogging  service  required  of  you  by  live 
court." 

"  Very  well."  said  Petit-Claud,  hit  zeal  stirred  by  the  pros- 
pect of  such  a  career.  "  very  well,  be  in  the  Place  du  Mtlricr 
to-rooTTOw  at  half-past  four;  [  will  see  old  S^chard  in  the 
meantiRK ;  we  will  hare  a  deed  of  pannership  drawn  up,  and 
IZ 
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the  rather  and  the  son  shall  he  wctiTely  bound  thcrtby,  taA 
then  delivered  to  the  third  person  of  the  trinity — Cointet,  to 
wU." 

To  return  to  Lucien  in  Paris.  On  the  morrow  of  tbe  V» 
announced  in  liis  letter,  he  oblnlned  a  vita  for  his  p&Bport, 
bought  a  stout  hotty  itick,  and  «rent  to  (he  Rue  d'Enfet  W 
take  a  place  in  the  little  market  van,  which  look  him  as  farM 
Longjumeau  for  halTa  franc.  He  was  going  home  to  Aa|0«- 
lemc.  At  the  end  of  the  first  day's  tramp  he  slept  in  a  co» 
shed,  two  leagues  from  .Arjiajon.  He  had  conve  no  fznher  iha 
Orleans  before  he  was  very  weary  and  almott  ready  to  bmk 
down,  but  there  he  found  a  boatman  willing  to  bring  him  M 
far  as  Totirs  for  three  francs,  and  food  during  the  journey  to* 
him  bill  forty  sous.  Fire  days  of  walking  brouRhi  hiiD  from 
Tours  to  Poitiers,  and  left  him  with  but  live  francs  in  bit 
pockets,  but  he  summoned  up  all  his  remaining  strength  tor 
the  journey  Ixrfore  him. 

He  was  overtaken  by  night  in  tbe  open  country,  and  had 
made  up  his  mind  to  sleep  out  of  doors,  when  a  traveltng 
carriage  passed  by,  slowly  climbing  the  hilUide,  and,  all  ira- 
known  to  the  postillion,  the  occupants,  and  the  servant,  ta 
managed  to  slip  in  among  the  luggage,  cronching  in  between 
two  trunks  Im  lie  should  be  shaken  olT  by  (he  jolting  of  the 
carriage — and  so  he  slept. 

He  awoke  with  (he  sun  shining  Into  his  eyes,  and  the  somd 
of  voices  in  his  cars.  The  carriage  had  come  to  a  snndstHL 
Looking  about  him,  he  knew  that  he  was  at  Mansle,  the  littk 
town  where  he  had  waited  for  Mme.  de  Bargeion  cighiecn 
months  before,  when  his  heart  was  full  of  hope  and  love  and 
Joy.  A  group  of  post-boys  c>'ed  him  curioudy  and  fiitpkl* 
ously,  covered  with  dust  as  he  was,  wedged  in  amoi^  the 
1"SJPK^-  Lucien  jumped  down,  but  before  lie  contd  speak 
Iwo  travelers  stepped  out  of  the  caltehe,  and  the  words  died 
tway   on  his  lips ;   for  there  Blood  the  new  prefect  of  the 
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Charenlc,  Sine  dn  Oiltelet,  and  his  wife,  l/>aige  dc  Ndgre- 
pelisse. 

"Chsncc  gave  ns  a  traveling-companion  if  «rc  had  but 
known  I  "  said  the  Couniess.     "  Come  io  with  tu,  monsieur." 

Lucien  gave  the  cou[>k  a  dislaiit  bu«r  and  a  half-humbled, 
balf-defiant  gUnce;  then  he  turned  away  into  a  cross-counlry 
road  in  search  of  some  farmhouse  where  he  might  make  s 
breakfast  on  milk  and  bread,  and  rest  a  while,  and  think 
quietly  over  the  future.  He  still  Imd  three  fnnes  left.  On 
and  on  lie  walked  will)  ihe  hurrying  pace  of  fever,  noticing  ai 
he  went,  down  by  the  rivenide,  that  the  country  grew  more 
and  more  pirlurcMjuc.  It  was  near  midday  wl>cn  he  came 
upon  a  sheet  of  waiter  with  willows  growing  about  the  margin, 
and  slopi-cd  for  a  while  to  rest  his  eyes  on  the  cool,  thick- 
(TOwing  leaves ;  and  something  of  liic  grace  of  the  fields  en* 
leied  into  his  soul. 

In  among  the  crests  of  the  willows  Ik  caught  a  glim|Be  of 
a  mill  near-by  on  a  branch  stream,  and  of  the  thatched  roof 
of  the  mill-house  where  the  housc-lceks  were  growing.  For 
all  ornament,  the  quaint  cottage  wjs  covered  with  jessamine 
and  honeysuckle  and  climbing  hops,  and  t)ic  garden  about  it 
was  gay  with  ph1oxe«  and  tall,  jnicy-leaved  pl.mts.  Nets  lay 
drying  in  the  sun  along  a  paved  causeway  rai^  abore  the 
htgbext  flood  level,  and  secured  by  mtxaive  piles.  Ducks 
were  swimming  in  the  clear  mill-pond  below  the  currents  of 
water  roaring  over  the  wliccl.  As  the  poet  came  nearer  he 
faeurd  ll>e  clack  oCihe  mill,  and  saw  the  good-natured,  homely 
woman  of  tlic  lioiise  knitiinf;  on  a  garden  bench,  and  keeping 
an  eye  ii|>on  a  little  one  wlio  n.is  chasing  the  liens  about. 

Liiicicn  came  forward.  "  My  good  woman,'*  he  said,  "I 
am  tired  out;  I  luve  a  fever  on  mc,  aitd  I  have  only  three 
francs  ;  will  you  undertake  to  give  n>c  brown  bread  and  milk, 
and  let  me  sleep  in  the  barn  for  a  week  ?  I  shall  have  time 
10  write  to  my  people,  and  they  will  either  come  to  fetch  me 
or  send  me  money." 
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"I  am  quite  willing,  always  supposing  that  my  husband  ha] 
no  objection.     Hcyl  liltlcman!" 

The  miller  came  up,  gave  Lucieo  a  look  over,  and  took  hi  I 
pipe  out  uf  his  moulh  to  remark,  "  Three  francs  for  a  wtck'! 
board?    You  might  as  well  pay  nothing  at  all." 

"  Perhaps  I  shall  end  as  a  miller's  man,"  thought  the  pod,  \ 
as  hia  eyes  wandered  over  the  lovely  country.     Then  At 
miller's  wife  made  a  bed  ready  for  hiru,  and  Lucien  Ujr< 
and  ^Icpt  so  long  that  liis  hostesi  was  frighterted. 

"Counois,"  she  said,  next  day  at  noon,  "just  go  In 
sec  whetiier  that  young  man   is  dead  or  alive;  he  has  bets 
lying  there  these  fourteen  hours." 

The  miller  was  busy  spreading  out  liii  fishfng-neis  and  I 
"  It  is  ray  belief,"  he  &aid,  "  that  the  pretty  fellow  jroodcr  h 
some  starveling  play-actor  without  a  braas  farthing  to  bleski» 
self  with." 

"What  makes  you  think  that,  little  tnan?"  a&ked  tbt 
mistrest  of  the  mill. 

"  Ixinl,  he  is  not  a  prince,  nor  a  lord,  nor  a  menber  of  par* 
liament,  nor  a  bishop ;  why  are  hii  hands  as  white  at  if  be 
did  nothing?" 

"  Then  it  is  very  strange  that  he  docs  not  feel  hungry  and 
wake  up,"  retorted  the  miller's  wife;  she  had  Jmt  prepared 
breakfast  for  yesterday's  chance  guest.  "A  play-actor,  ii 
he?"  ihe  continued.  "  Where  will  he  be  going?  It  is  tM 
early  yei  for  the  fair  at  Angotittme." 

But  neither  the  miller  nor  his  wife  suspected  that  (acton, 
princes,  and  bishops  apart)  there  is  a  kind  of  being  who  a 
both  prince  and  actor,  and  invested  beside  with  a  tnagnift- 
cent  order  of  priesthood — that  the  poet  who  seems  to  do 
nothing,  yet  reigns  over  all  humanity  when  be  can  paint 
humanity. 

"  What  can  he  be?"  Courtois  asked  of  his  wife. 

"Suppose  it  should  be  dangerous  to  take  him  in?" 
queried  she. 
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"Pooh I  thieves  tc»ok  more  alive  than  that;  we  should 
have  been  robbed  by  ihit  lime,"  reiunted  her  tjkuuie. 

"  I  am  neither  a  prince  nor  a  thief,  nor  a  biibop  nor  an 
sctoT."  Lucien  said  wearily;  he  mtisi  have  overheard  the 
colloquy  through  the  window,  and  now  he  suddenly  ap- 
peared. "  I  am  poor.  1  am  tired  out.  I  have  come  on 
fool  from  Paris.  My  name  is  Lucien  de  Rubeinprt.  and  luy 
father  was  Moiuieur  Cbardon,  wlio  lued  to  have  Postel's 
busineu  in  L'Houmeau.  My  xifiler  Eve  married  David 
S^hard,  the  printer  in  (he  Place  du  Mdrier  at  Angou- 
Iftme." 

■'Slop  a  bit,"  said  the  miller,  "that  printer  U  the  son 
of  the  old  skinllint  who  farms  his  own  land  at  Marsac, 
isn't  he?" 

"The  very  same,"  said  Lucien, 

"  He  is  a  qoeer  kind  of  a  father,  he  is  I  "  Courioii  con- 
tinued. "He  is  worth  two  hundred  ihouund  francs  and 
more,  without  counting  his  money-box.  and  Ite  has  sold 
his  son  up,  they  lay." 

When  body  and  soul  have  been  broken  by  a  prolonged 
painful  struggle,  there  comes  a  crisis  when  a  strong  nature 
braces  itself  for  greater  effort;  but  those  who  give  way 
under  the  strain  either  die  or  sink  into  unconsciousness 
like  death,  lliat  hour  of  crisis  had  struck  for  Lucien  ;  at 
tiK  vague  niroor  of  the  cataslrophe  that  had  befallen  David, 
he  seemed  almost  ready  to  succumb.  "Oh  I  my  sister  t" 
he  cried.  "Oh,  God  I  what  have  I  done?  Base  wretch 
thai  I  am  I  " 

He  dropped  down  on  the  wooden  bench,  looking  white 
and  powerless  as  a  dying  man  ;  the  miller's  wife  brought 
ooi  a  bowl  of  milk  and  made  him  drink,  but  he  begged 
the  miller  to  I>el)>  him  back  to  his  bed,  and  asked  to  be 
forgiven  for  bringing  a  dying  man  into  their  house.  He 
thought  hit  last  hour  had  come.  With  the  shadow  of  death, 
thoughts  of  religion  crosBed  a  brain  so  qukk  to  coiKeive  pio- 
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turesquc  fancies  \  he  would  see  ihc  cur£,  he  votild  conin 
and  Kccive  the  last  sacraments.  The  moan,  uttered  to  tta 
Caini  voice  by  a  young  man  with  such  a  contcly  &ce  aad 
figure,  went  to  Mmc.  Courtois'  heart. 

"  I  say,  liiile  man,  ]nM  take  the  horae  and  go  to  Uamc 
Bnd  ask  Ductur  Matron  to  come  and  see  this  young  nuui ;  be 
is  in  n  very  had  way,  it  seems  to  me,  and  you  might  t)na( 
the  Qori  as  wl-II.  I'crhapt  they  may  know  more  about  thjl 
printer  in  the  Place  du  Metier  than  you  do,  for  Postd  bm- 
ried  Monsieur  Marron's  daughter." 

Courtois  departed.  The  miller's  wife  tried  to  make  Looefl 
take  foo<l ;  Uke  all  country-bred  folk,  site  was  full  of  tl>c  >da 
that  sick  folk  must  be  made  to  cat.  He  took  no  nolicr  of  ber, 
but  gave  way  to  a  violent  jtorm  of  remorseful  grief,  a  ktod  tt 
menial  proce&a  of  counter-irritalion,  which  relieved  him. 

The  Courtois'  mill  lies  a  league  away  from  MarsK,  the 
town  of  the  district,  and  the  half-way  ball  between  Mamie 
and  AngoulSme  ;  so  it  was  not  long  befbfe  the  good  miUer 
came  back  with  the  doctor  and  the  cart.  Both  functionsnoi 
had  heard  rumors  coupling  Liicieti's  name  with  the  name  of 
Mrae.  de  Bargeton ;  and  now  when  the  whole  departmnt 
was  talking  of  the  lady's  marriage  lo  the  new  prefect  and  her 
return  (o  Angotil^ne  as  the  Cotntesse  du  ChAtelet,  both  oat 
and  doctor  were  consumed  with  a  violent  curiosity  to  know 
why  M.  de  Bargeton's  widow  had  not  mnrried  the  yomg  pxl 
with  whom  she  had  left  Angoul^me.  And  when  tbcf  he«4. 
furthermore,  thai  Lucien  was  at  the  mill,  they  were  eager  (o 
know  whether  the  poet  had  come  to  the  rescue  of  hb  b^olbe^ 
in-law.  Curiimity  and  humanity  alike  prompted  them  lo  go  al 
once  lo  the  d)'ing  man.  Two  hoars  after  Courtois  set  AM, 
Lucien  heard  the  rattle  of  old  iron  over  the  stony  causewiy, 
the  country  doctor's  ramshackle  chaise  came  up  to  the  door, 
and  out  stepped  the  MM.  Marron,  for  the  ctini  was  the  doc~ 
tor's  uncle.  Lurien's  bedside  visitors  were  as  intimate  wiik 
David's  father  as  counuy  ncighon  usually  arc  in  a  small  viB^ 


growing  lowmliip.  Tbc  doctor  looked  at  the  dying  uun, 
felt  his  pube,  and  examined  his  tongue;  then  he  looked  at 
the  miller's  wife,  and  smiled  reusuringty. 

"  Madame  Courtois,"  uid  he,  "  if,  as  I  do  not  doubt,  you 
h^vc  a  botilc  or  good  wine  somewhere  in  the  cellar  and  a  fiit 
eel  in  your  fish-pond,  put  thcoi  before  your  {uitient,  it  is  only 
exhaustion ;  there  is  nothing  the  matter  with  him.  Our  great 
man  will  be  on  hU  feet  again  directly." 

"Ah  !  monsieur,"  said  I.ucien,  "  it  is  not  the  body,  it  is 
Ihc  mind  that  ails.  These  good  people  have  told  me  tidinp 
that  nearly  killed  mc ;  I  have  just  heard  bad  neirs  of  my  sister, 
Madame  Stchaid.  Madame  Courtois  says  that  your  daughter 
is  married  to  Postel,  monsieur,  so  you  must  know  something 
of  David  S6chard's  aflfairs;  oh,  for  heaven's  sake,  monsieur, 
tell  me  what  you  know!  " 

"Why,  he  must  be  in  iirison,"  began  tlie  doctor;  "his 
tather  would  not  help  him " 

"/m  /rit^a/"  rei^ated  Lttcien,  "and  why?" 

"  Because  some  bills  came  from  Paris  ;  he  had  overlooked 
them,  no  doubt,  for  he  does  not  pay  much  attention  to  hia 
bosiness,  they  say,"  said  Dr.  Marron. 

"Pray  leave  me  with  Monsieur  le  Caxt,"  said  the  poM,  with 
a  visible  change  of  countenance.  The  doctor  and  the  miller 
and  his  wife  went  out  of  the  room,  and  Lncien  was  Icf)  alone 
with  the  old  priest. 

"  Sir,"  he  said,  "  I  feel  that  death  is  near,  and  I  deserve  to 
die.  1  am  a  very  miserable  wretch,  1  can  only  cast  myself 
into  the  arms  of  religion.  1,  sir,  /  have  brought  all  these 
troubles  on  my  sister  and  broiher,  for  David  S^haid  has  been 
a  txrniher  to  me  I     I  drew  those  bilK  that  David  could  not 

meet  t I  have  ruined  him.    In  my  terrible  misery  I  forgot 

the  crime.  A  millionaire  put  an  end  to  the  proceedings,  and 
I  quite  believed  that  he  had  met  the  bills  ;  but  nothing  of  titc 
kind  has  been  done,  it  seems."  And  Lucien  told  the  tale  of 
his  sorrows.     The  story,  as  he  (old  it  in  his  feverish  excite- 
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mcni,  was  worthy  of  the  poet.  He  besought  the  cost  to  go  H 
Angoul^ine  and  to  a^k  for  news  of  Eve  and  his  rooiber,  Mjm. 
Charclon,  and  to  let  him  know  the  truth,  Jtnd  whether  it  m 
still  possible  lo  repair  the  evil. 

"  I  shall  live  till  you  <:ome  bacic,  sir,"  he  added,  wtlwhil 
tears  fell.  "  If  my  moihcr.  and  tisicr,  and  David  do  iMt  cat 
me  off,  I  shall  not  die." 

Lucicn's  remone  wu  terrible  to  sec,  the  tean,  the  d» 
quence,  the  young  wliile  face  with  the  heart'broken,  deipiinaf 
look,  ihe  tales  of  sorrow  upon  sotiow  [ill  human  strength 
could  no  more  endure,  all  tliesc  things  aroused  the  curb's  pity 
and  interest. 

"  In  the  provinces,  as  in  Paris,"  he  said,  "  you  must  be- 
lieve only  half  of  all  that  you  hear.  Do  not  alarm  yotinelf; 
a  piece  of  hearsay,  three  leagues  away  from  AngoultoK,  it  ape 
to  be  far  from  the  truth.  Old  S^haid,  our  neighbor,  kft 
Mais3c  some  days  ago ;  very  likely  he  is  busy  settling  bis  soa's 
difficulties.  I  am  going  to  Angoultme ;  I  will  come  back  and 
tell  you  whether  you  can  return  home;  your  coofeaaioni  and 
repentance  will  help  to  plead  your  cause." 

The  curA  did  not  know  that  Lucien  had  repenieil  so  manjr 
times  during  Ihe  last  cighlcea  montlis,  that  pcQitence.  bow- 
ever  impassioned,  had  come  lo  be  a  kind  of  drama  with  Mb. 
played  to  perfection,  played  so  far  in  all  good  faith,  but  DOM 
the  less  a  drama.  To  the  cur^  succeeded  the  doctor.  He 
saw  that  the  ptient  was  passing  through  a  nervous  crisis,  aixl 
the  danger  was  beginning  to  subside.  The  doctor-nephew 
spoke  as  comfortably  as  the  cur^-unclc,  and  at  length  Ibt 
patient  was  persuaded  lo  take  nourishment. 

Meanwhile  the  curi,  knowing  tlie  manners  and  cintoma  of 
the  countryside,  had  gone  to  Maiisle;  tite  coach  from  Rnflec 
to  Angoul^me  was  due  lo  pass  about  that  time,  and  he  found 
a  vacant  place  in  it.  He  would  go  to  his  grand-nephew 
Postel  in  L'Houmcau  (David's  former  rival)  and  make  imiui- 
ries  of  him.     From  the  assiduity  with  which  the  little  drag- 
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gist  assisted  liis  venerable  leUtive  to  alight  from  the  abomin- 
able csgc  which  did  diiiy  as  a  coach  between  KufTcc  and 
Angouleme,  it  was  appaicni  to  the  meanest  undentanding 
tliat  M.  atid  Mine.  Postel  founded  their  hopes  of  future  ease 
upon  the  old  curb's  will. 

"  Have  you  breokfiuted  ?  Will  you  take  something  ?  We 
did  not  in  the  leut  expect  you  I  This  is  a  pleasant  surprise  I  '* 
Out  came  <iucstionK  innumerable  in  a  breath. 

Mmc.  Poswl  might  have  been  born  to  be  the  wife  of  an 
apothecary  in  L'Houmeau.  She  was  &  common-looking 
woman,  about  the  same  hcif;Ut  ai  little  Postel  himself,  sucli 
good  looki  as  »hc  posieucd  being  entirely  due  to  youth  and 
health,  Her  florid,  auburn  hair  grew  very  low  upon  ber  fore- 
head. Her  demeanor  and  language  were  in  keeping  with 
homely  features,  a  round  counteiunce.  the  red  cheeks  of  a 
country  damsel,  and  eyes  that  might  almost  be  described  a* 
yellow.  Everything  about  her  said  plainly  enough  that  she 
had  been  married  for  expectation)  of  money.  After  a  year  of 
married  life,  therefore,  she  ruled  the  house ;  and  Postel,  only 
too  happy  to  have  discovered  the  heire«,  meekly  submitted 
to  his  wife.  Mme.  Ltenie  Hostel,  nit  Marron,  was  nursing 
her  first  child,  the  darling  of  the  old  (iir^,  the  doctor,  and 
Pofitel,  a  repulsive  infant,  with  a  strong  likeness  to  both 
parent). 

"Well,  uncle,"  said  L*onic,  "what  has  brought  you  to 
AngouKme,  since  you  will  not  t»ke  anything,  and  no  sooner 
come  in  than  you  talk  of  going?" 

Bat  when  the  venerable  ecclesiastic  broi^ht  out  the  names 
of  David  S^hard  and  Eve,  little  Postel  grew  very  red,  and 
Ltenie,  his  wife,  fell  it  incumbent  upon  her  to  give  him  a 
jealous  glance— ^hc  glance  that  a  wife  never  (ails  to  give 
when  she  is  perfectly  sure  of  her  hiisbaiKl,  and  gives  a  look 
into  the  post  by  way  of  a  reminder  and  a  caution  for  the 
future. 

"  What  have  yonder   folk  done  to  you,  uncle,  that  you 
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shouM  mix  yourecir  up  with  (heir  aRiain?"  inquired  Lteftic, 
with  very  perceptible  lartnest. 

"  They  are  in  trouble,  my  girl,"  said  the  curt,  and  he  ntf 
the  Posiels  about  Lucien  at  the  Courtois'  mill. 

"  Oh  I  so  that  is  the  way  he  ctxat  back  from  Paris,  it  iiT" 
exclaimed  Poslel.  "  Yet  he  had  lome  brains,  poor  fello*. 
and  he  was  ambitious  too.  He  went  out  to  look  for  wool, 
and  comes  home  shorn.  Bui  what  does  he  •tmtx  here?  H« 
sister  is  frightCully  poor;  for  all  ihcse  geniuses,  David  and 
Lucicn  alike,  know  very  little  about  business.  Ther«  ra 
some  talk  of  him  at  the  Tribunal,  and,  as  a  judge,  I  «m 
obliged  to  sign  the  warrant  of  execution.  It  was  a  painM 
duty.  I  do  not  know  whether  the  sister's  circumstances  are 
such  that  Lucien  can  go  to  her  ;  but  in  any  case  the  little  rocn 
that  he  used  to  occujiy  here  it  at  liberty,  and  I  shall  be  pkaicd 
to  offer  it  to  him." 

"  That  is  right,  Poslel,"  said  the  priest ;  be  bestowed  a  ki« 
on  the  infant  slumbering  In  L^otiic's  arras,  and,  adjusting  hii 
cocked  hat,  prepared  to  walk  out  of  the  shop. 

"You  will  dine  with  us,  uncle,  of  cootse,"  said  M»e. 
Poslel ;  "  if  once  you  meddle  in  those  people's  affain,  it  viD 
be  some  time  before  you  have  done.  My  husband  will  < 
you  back  again  in  his  little  pony-cart." 

Hwiband  and  wife  stood  watrhing  thetr  valued,  aged  retsfi7 
on  hi«  way  into  Angoiil^me.     "  He  carries  hinnelf  well  for  hd 
age,  all  the  same,"  remarked  the  druggist. 

Ily  this  time  David  had  been  in  hiding  for  eleven  days  in  a 
house  only  two  doors  away  from  the  druggist's  shop,  which 
the  worthy  eccletiasiic  had  just  quitted  to  climb  the  sleep 
path  into  Angouljme  with  the  news  of  Lucten's  [iiijiM 
condition. 

\Vhen  the  Ahtii  Matron  debouched  upon  the  Place  di 
Mdrier  he  found  three  men,  each  one  remarkable  in  bis  owi 
way,  and  all  of  them  bearing  with  their  whole  weight  oimn  the 
present  and  future  of  the  hapl«ss  voluntary  prtmner.     Thor 
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Mood  old  Stehudi  the  tall  Coiniel,  2nd  hisconrcderaie.  the 
puny  limb  oi  the  Itw,  three  men  represeniiDg  three  phases  of 
greed  u  widely  different  as  the  outward  forms  of  the  speakers. 
The  firat  had  it  in  his  mind  to  m:11  his  own  son  ;  the  second,  to 
betray  his  client ;  and  Ihe  third,  while  bargaining  for  both 
iniquities,  was  inwardly  resolved  to  pay  for  neither.  It  was 
nearly  five  o'clock.  I'assers-by  on  their  way  home  to  dinner 
stopiied  a  moment  to  look  at  the  group. 

"  What  thetlevil  can  old  S^chard  and  the  tall  Cointct  hav« 
to  say  to  each  other?"  Jtoked  the  more  c.tirious. 

"■nierc  \a  something  on  foot  conterning  that  miserable 
wretch  that  leaves  his  wife  and  child  aod  motber-iU'Uw  to 
iiuvc,"  suggested  some. 

"  Talk  of  sending  a  boy  to  Paris  to  learn  his  tradel  "  said 
•  provincial  oracle. 

"Monsieur  Ic  Cur*l  What  brings  you  here,  eh?"  ex- 
claimed old  S^liard,  catching  sight  of  the  abb<  as  soon  ag 
he  appeared. 

"  1  have  come  on  account  of  your  family,"  answered  th< 
old  man. 

"Here  is  another  of  my  son's  notions!"  exclaimed  old 
Sfehard. 

"  It  would  not  cost  you  much  to  make  everybody  happy  ail 
round,"  said  the  priest,  looking  at  the  windows  of  the  printing- 
bouse,  Mmc.  Sichanl's  beautiful  face  appeared  at  that  mo- 
ment  between  the  curtains  ;  she  was  hushing  her  child's  cries 
bj  touing  him  in  her  arms  and  singing  to  him. 

"Are  you  bringing  news  of  my  son?"  asked  old  S^hard, 
*'  or  what  is  more  to  ihc  purpose — money  ?  " 

"  No,"  answered  M.  Mairon,  "  I  am  bringing  the  siiter 
news  of  her  brother." 

"Of  l,ucien  ?■'  cried  Petit-Claud. 

"  Yes,  he  walked  all  the  way  from  Paris,  poor  young  roan. 
I  found  him  at  the  Courtois'  house  :  he  was  worn  out  with 
niserjr  aod  Catigtie.     Oh  I  he  b  very  much  to  be  pitied." 
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Pdit-CIstid  look  the  tall  Cointet  by  the  asm,  lajring  alodd, 
*'  If  wcue going  to<linc  with  Madame  de  Seuunchc»  it  » tiat 
to  dress."  When  ihey  liad  come  Aiixy  3  few  pacn,  he  added, 
for  his  companion's  beoclit,  "  Catch  the  cub,  and  you  »til 
•oon  have  the  dam  i  we  have  David  now " 

"■I  have  found  you  a  wife,  find  me  a  panner,"  wid  the  t£l 
Cotnlet  wiib  a  ircac'nerous  smile, 

"  I.ucien  M  an  old  school- fellow  of  mine ;  we  used  to  be 
cbunu.  1  shall  be  sure  to  hear  (omething  from  htm  ta  ■ 
week'*  lime.  Have  the  banns  put  np.  and  I  will  engafc  to 
put  David  in  prison.  When  he  is  on  ihe  jailer's  rcf  iMer,  I 
shall  have  done  my  pan." 

"Ah  I  "  exclaimed  the  tall  Cointet  under  his  breath,  *'  «c 
mighl  have  the  patent  taken  out  in  our  name;  that  would  be 
the  Ihingi" 

A  shiver  ran  through  the  meagre  little  attorney  when  be 
heard  those  words. 

Meanwhile  Eve  beheld  her  faiher-in-law  enter  with  thcAbbt 
Marton,  who  had  let  ial\  a  word  which  unfolded  the  whole 
tragedy. 

"  Here  is  our  nwt.  Madame  S^ch.trd,"  the  old  man  said, 
addressing  his  daughter-in-law,  "and  pretty  tales  about  yoor 
brother  he  has  to  tell  us,  no  doubt." 

"Oh  !  "  cried  poor  Eve, cat  to  the  heart;  "what  can  ban 
happened  now?" 

The  cry  told  so  unmistakably  of  many  sorrows,  of  grtai 
dread  on  so  many  grounds,  that  the  Abbi  Marron  made  haM 
to  say,  "  Reassure  yourself,  madame  ;  he  is  living." 

Eve  turned  to  the  vine-grower. 

"  Father,"  she  said,  "  perhaps  yoti  will  be  good  cnongh  10 
go  to  my  mother ;  she  must  hear  all  that  this  gentleoUD  hat 
to  tell  us  of  Lucien." 

The  old  man  went  in  tearch  of  Mme.  Chardoo,  aad  ad" 
dresses  her  on  this  wise— 

"  Go  and  have  it  out  with  the  Abbi  Marron  ;  be  U  i  (ood 
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■ort,  priest  though  he  is.  Dinner  will  be  Ute,  no  doubt.  I 
shall  come  back  n^in  in  Jin  hour,"  aad  the  old  man  went 
out.  insensible  as  he  was  to  cvcrjrlhing  but  the  clink  of 
money  and  the  glitter  of  gold,  he  left  Mine.  Cluirdon  without 
Mring  to  notice  tbe  effect  of  the  shock  that  he  had  given  her. 

Mine.  Chaidon  had  changed  so  gieaily  daring  the  last  eigh- 
teen ntonthi  that  in  that  short  time  she  no  longer  looked  like 
tbe  same  woman.  The  troubles  hanging  over  both  of  her 
children,  her  abortive  hopes  for  Lucien,  the  unexpected  de- 
(erioratioQ  in  one  in  whose  powers  and  honesty  she  had  for  so 
long  believed — all  these  things  had  tcJd  heavily  upon  her. 
Mme.  Chardon  was  not  only  noble  by  birlh,  she  wat  noble 
by  nature;  she  idolized  her  children;  consequently,  during 
the  tut  six  months  she  had  suffered  ».%  nr-ver  before  since  her 
widowhood.  Lucien  might  have  borne  the  name  of  Lucien 
de  Rubempri  by  royal  letters- patent ;  he  might  have  founded 
the  family  anew,  revived  the  title,  and  borne  the  arms ;  he 
might  have  made  a  great  name — he  had  thrown  the  chance 
away ;  nay,  he  had  fallen  into  the  niirc  ! 

For  Mine.  Cliardon  the  mother  was  a  harder  judge  than 
Eve  the  sister.  When  she  heard  of  the  bills,  she  looked  upon 
Lucien  as  lost.  A  mother  is  often  fain  to  shut  her  eyes,  bat 
•be  always  knows  the  child  that  she  held  at  her  breast,  the 
child  that  has  been  alwajs  with  her  in  ihc  house ;  and  so  when 
Eve  and  David  discuvied  Lucien's  chances  of  success  in  Parts, 
aod  Lucien's  mother  to  all  appratance  shared  Eve's  illusions, 
in  bcT  inmost  heart  there  was  a  tremor  of  fear  lest  David 
■boald  be  right,  for  bet  mother's  consciousness  bore  witnen 
to  tbe  tr^lh  of  his  words.  So  well  did  she  know  Eve's  sensi- 
tire  nature  that  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  speak  of  her 
fean ;  she  wxi  obliged  to  choke  them  down  atxl  keep  such 
sileiMre  as  mothers  alone  can  keep  when  they  know  how  to 
love  their  children. 

And  Eve,  on  her  side,  had  watched  her  mother,  and  saw 
tbe  ravages  of  hidden  grief  with  a  Iccliog  of  dread ;  her 
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mother  ms  not  growing  old,  she  was  failing  from  daj  to  ^xf. 
Mother  jnd  daugliicr  lived  a  ]ife  of  generous  deception,  and 
neither  was  deceived.  The  brutal  old  vine-grower'E  speedi 
was  the  last  drop  that  filled  the  cup  of  affliction  to  overflow- 
ing.    The  words  .iiruclc  a  chill  to  Mmc.  Chardon'j  heart. 

"  Here  is  my  mother,  monsieur."  said  Eve,  and  the  abb*. 
looking  up,  saw  a  white-haired  woman  with  a  Gace  as  thin  and 
worn  as  the  features  of  some  aged  nun,  and  yet  grown  beauti- 
ful with  the  calm  and  sweet  expreaion  that  devout  subtnisuoa 
gives  to  the  faces  of  women  who  walk  by  the  will  of  God, 
as  the  saying  is.  Then  the  abb^  understood  the  lives  of  ibe 
mother  and  daughter,  and  had  no  more  sympathy  left  for 
Lucien;  he  shuddered  to  think  of  all  that  the  victims  had 
eitdured. 

"  Mother,"  said  Eve,  drying  her  eyes  u  she  spoke,  "  poor 
Lucien  is  not  very  far  away,  he  is  at  Manu." 

"  And  why  is  lie  not  here  ?  "  asked  Hme.  de  Chardoa. 

Then  the  abb6  told  the  whole  story  as  Lucien  had  told  il 
W  him — the  misery  of  the  journey,  the  troubles  of  the  tan 
days  in  Faris.  He  described  the  poet's  agony  of  mind  when 
he  heard  of  the  havoc  wrought  at  home  by  his  impradroir, 
and  his  ajipreliension  as  to  the  reception  awaiting  him  ai 
Angoutftrae. 

"He  has  doubts  of  us;  has  it  come  to  this?"  asked  Mme. 
Cfaardon. 

•'  The  unhappy  young  man  has  come  back  to  yoa  on  fool, 
enduring  the  moit  terrible  hardships  by  the  way ;  he  if  pre- 
pared to  enter  the  humblest  walks  in  life — if  to  he  may  make 
reparation." 

"  Monsieur,"  Lucien's  sister  said,  "tn  spile  of  the  wrong 
he  has  done  us,  I  love  my  brother  ttllt,  as  we  love  the  dead 
body  when  the  soul  ha*  le(i  it ;  and  even  so,  I  love  him  more 
than  many  sisters  love  their  brothers.  He  has  made  us  gnor 
indeed ;  but  let  him  come  to  us.  he  shall  share  Ihe  last  crai 
of  bread,  anything,  indeed,  lhathch»s  left  us.     Oh,  jf  he  had 
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atrvt  left  ns,  monsieur,  wc  should  not  hare  l«st  our  heart's 
treasure. " 

"And  the  woman  who  look  him  fiom  us  brought  him  back 
on  her  cariiagc  !"  exclaimed  Mmc.  Chaidon.  "lie  went 
away  sitting  by  &fadLinic  dc  Bargetoii'i  $ide  in  her  caliche, 
and  he  came  back  behind  it." 

"  Can  I  do  anything  for  you  ?  "  asked  the  good  curt,  seek- 
ing an  opportunity  to  take  leave. 

"A  wound  in  the  purse  is  not  fatal,  they  My,  monsieur," 
said  Mme.  Chardon,  "but  the  patient  must  be  his  own 
doctor." 

"If  you  have  sufficient  influence  with  my  father-in-law  to 
induce  him  to  help  bis  sod,  you  would  save  a  whole  family," 
■aid  Ere. 

"  He  has  no  belief  in  you,  and  he  seemed  to  me  to  be  very 
mnch  eiaspcraicd  against  your  hmband,"  answered  the  old 
ani.  He  retained  an  impression,  from  the  ex-pressman's 
rambling  talk,  that  the  S^chards'  affairs  were  a  kind  of  wasps' 
acn  wiih  which  it  was  imprudent  to  meddle,  and,  hh  mission 
being  fiilfille<i,  lie  went  to  dine  with  his  nephew  Postel,  That 
worthy,  like  the  rest  of  Angoulfime,  maintained  that  the  father 
WAS  in  the  right,  and  soon  divti]ialed  any  little  bcnevolcnre 
that  tite  old  gentleman  was  disposed  to  feel  toward  the  scm 
and  his  family. 

"With  those  that  squander  money  something  may  be 
done,"  concluded  tittle  Postel,  "but  those  that  make  expert* 
tuents  are  the  ruin  of  you." 

The  curi  went  home,  his  curiosity  was  thoroughly  satisfied, 
and  this  ii  ibc  end  and  object  of  the  exceeding  interest  talun 
in  other  peoples'  business  in  the  i>rovincei.  In  the  ccmne  of 
the  evening  the  poet  was  duly  informed  of  all  that  had  |MUsed 
in  the  S^hard  family,  and  Ihc  journey  was  represented  i.^  a 
pilgrimage  undertaken  from  motives  of  the  purest  charily. 

■'  Vou  have  run  your  brother- iii-l.iw  and  sister  into  dcU  to 
the  amount  of  ten  or  twelve  thousand  francs,"  said  the  abb6, 
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as  he  drew  (o  an  end,  "sud  nobodj  hereabouts  has  tbai 
itiHing  amouDt  to  lend  a  ncighlior,  my  dcix  sir.  We  a/e  Mt 
rich  ID  Angoumois.  Wlicn  you  spoke  to  mc  of  your  bills,  I 
thought  that  a  much  smaller  aiuuunt  was  involved." 

Lucten  thanked  Che  old  man  for  his  good  offices.  "The 
promise  of  forgiveness  which  you  have  brought  i»  Cor  mc  a 
priceless  gift," 

Very  early  the  next  nioining  Lucicn  set  out  from  klarsc, 
and  reached  Angoulenic  toward  nine  o'clock.  He  cairicd 
nothing  but  his  walking-slick  -  the  »Iiorl  jacket  that  he  won 
was  considerably  the  worse  fur  his  journey,  hts  black  Iioosoi 
were  whitened  with  dust,  and  a  pair  of  worn  boou  told  more 
than  plainly  that  their  owner  belonged  to  the  hapless  tribe 
of  tram|a.  He  knew  well  enough  that  the  contrut  between 
his  departure  and  return  was  bound  to  strike  hb  fcllow-towufr 
tneo;  he  did  not  try  to  hide  the  fact  from  himself.  But  Jort 
then,  with  his  heart  swelling  beneath  the  oppmsion  of  re- 
morse awakened  in  him  by  the  old  curb's  story,  he  accepted 
his  punishment  for  the  moment,  and  made  up  hb  initKl  to 
brave  the  eyes  of  his  .-tcqiiaintanccs.  Within  hintKlf  he  said, 
*'  1  am  behi^ving  heroically. " 

Poetic  tenipeiamcnts  of  this  stam)>  begin  as  their  own  dupes. 
He  walketl  up  through  L'Houmcau,  shame  at  the  manner  of 
his  return  struggling  with  the  clurm  of  old  associations  as  he 
went.  His  hean  beat  quickly  as  he  passed  Postel'i  shop; 
but,  very  luckily  for  him,  the  only  persons  imide  it  wen 
Iconic  and  her  child.  And  yet  vanity  was  still  to  strong  in 
him  that  he  could  feel  glad  that  his  lather's  name  had  been 
painted  out  on  the  shop-front ;  for  Postet,  since  his  marriife, 
had  redecorated  his  abode,  and  the  word  "  Pharmacy  "  now 
alone  appeared  there,  in  the  Paris  fashion,  in  big  leitets. 

When  Lucien  reached  the  steps  by  the  Palei  Gate  be  Mi 
the  influence  of  his  native  air,  his  misforiunct  no  longei 
weighed  upon  him.  "  I  shall  see  them  again  t "  he  said  to 
'.limself,  with  A  thrill  of  delight. 
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He  Kiiched  the  Place  du  MAricr  and  hod  not  in«t  ■  soul, 
»  piece  of  luck  he  scarcely  hoped  for.  he  who  once  hod  gone 
about  his  native  place  with  a  conqueror's  air.  Marion  and 
Kolb.  on  guard  at  ihe  door,  Sew  out  upon  ilie  steps,  crying 
out,  "Here  be  bl" 

Luden  saw  the  familiar  workshoj)  and  courtyard,  and  on  the 
uaiicave  met  his  moiher  ami  sister,  and  for  a  moment,  while 
their  arms  were  about  him,  all  three  almost  forgot  iheir 
troubles.  In  family  life  we  almost  always  compound  with 
oar  misfortunes ;  we  make  a  sort  of  t>cd  to  rest  upon ;  and, 
if  it  b  hard,  hope  makes  it  tolerable.  If  Lucicn  looked  the 
picture  of  despair,  poetic  charm  was  not  wanting  to  the  pic- 
tun.  His  bee  had  been  tanned  by  the  sunlight  of  the  open 
road,  and  the  deep  sadness  visible  in  hh  features  overshadowed 
his  poet's  brow.  The  change  in  him  told  so  plainly  of  niflef^ 
ings  enduiird,  his  face  wat  so  worn  by  sharp  mi.sery,  that  no 
one  could  help  pitying  him.  Imagination  had  faied  foith 
into  the  world  and  found  sad  reality  at  the  hocae-noraing. 
Eve  waa  smiling  in  the  midst  of  her  joy,  as  the  saints  smite 
u])on  martyrdani.  The  face  of  a  yuunj;  and  very  fair  woman 
grows  sublimely  beautiful  at  ihc  touch  of  grief;  I^cien  re* 
membcred  the  innocent  girlish  face  that  he  saw  last  before  lie 
went  to  Paris,  and  the  look  of  gravity  that  had  come  over  it 
spoke  so  eloquently  that  he  could  not  but  feel  a  painful  im- 
(tression.  The  first  quick,  natural  outpouring  of  affection 
was  followed  at  once  by  a  reaction  on  eiihcT  side ;  they  wen 
afraid  to  speak  ;  and,  when  Lucien  almost  involuntarily  looked 
round  for  another  who  should  have  been  there.  Eve  burst  into 
tears  and  I.iicien  did  the  same,  but  Mmc.  Chardon's  haggard 
face  showed  no  sign  of  emotion.  Eve  rose  to  her  feet  and 
went  downstairs,  i«rily  to  spare  her  brother  a  word  of  re- 
proach, partly  to  speak  to  Marion. 

"  Locien  is  so  fond  of  strawberries,  child,  we  mtut  find 
Bome  strawberries  for  him." 

"  Oh,  I  was  sure  that  you  would  want  to  welcome  Monsieur 
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Lucicn ;  you  shall  have  a  nice  little  breakfast  and  a  good  din- 
ner, loo," 

"  Lucien,"  said  Mme.  Cliardon  when  the  mother  and  90n 
were  left  alone,  "  you  have  a  great  deal  to  repair  here.  Ym 
went  iway  that  wc  all  might  be  proud  of  you;  you  lure 
plunged  us  into  waul.  You  have  all  but  destroyed  yoor 
brother's  opportunity  of  making  a  fortune  that  he  only  cared 
to  win  for  the  sake  of  his  new  family.  Nor  is  this  all  thai  jraa 
have  destroyed "  said  the  mother. 

There  was  a  dreadful  pause  ;  Lucien  took  hts  mother's  re- 
proaches in  silence. 

"Now  begin  to  work,"  Mme.  Chardon  went  on  more 
gently.  "You  tried  to  revive  the  noble  family  of  whom  I 
come ;  1  do  not  blame  you  for  it.  But  the  man  wlto  under- 
takes such  a  task  needs  money  above  all  things,  and  must  bear 
a  high  heart  in  him ;  both  were  wanting  in  your  case.  We 
believed  in  you  once  ;  our  belief  has  been  shaken.  This  was 
a  hard-working,  contented  household,  nvaking  its  way  with 
difficulty;  you  have  troubled  their  peace.  Tlie  first  offriue 
may  be  forgiven,  but  it  must  l>e  the  la<t.  We  are  in  a  very 
difficult  position  here;  you  must  be  careful  and  lake  yoor 
sister's  advice,  t.ucicn.  The  school  of  trouble  is  a  "rtry  hard 
one,  but  Eve  lias  learned  much  by  her  1«ssons ;  she  has  grows 
grave  and  thoughtful;  she  is  a  mother.  In  her  devotion  to 
our  dear  David  she  has  taken  all  the  UiaWy  burdens  upon  her- 
self; indeed,  through  your  wrong-doing,  she  has  come  to  be 
my  only  comfort." 

"Yog  might  be  still  more  severe,  my  mother,"  Lucien 
Mid,  as  he  kissed  her.  "  I  accept  your  forgircncs»,  for  I  will 
not  need  it  a  second  time." 

Eve  came  into  the  room,  saw  her  brother's  humble  attitude, 
and  knew  that  he  had  been  forgiven.  Her  kindness  brotighi 
a  smile  for  him  to  her  lips,  and  Lucien  answered  with  lear- 
fillcd  eyes.  A  living  presence  acts  like  a  charm,  clanging 
the  most  hostile  positions  of  lovers  or  of  families,  no  matter 
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how  just  the  resentment.  Is  it  th^t  afTcction  finds  out  the 
way»  of  the  heart,  and  nc  love  to  fall  into  them  again  ?  Uoet 
the  phenomenon  come  within  the  province  of  the  icience  of 
magnetism  ?  Or  is  il  reason  that  tells  u:s  thai  we  must  either 
forgive  or  nevet  see  each  other  again  ?  Whether  (he  cause  be 
lefcTied  10  mental,  physical,  or  spiritual  conditions,  every  one 
knows  the  effect ;  every  one  has  felt  that  the  looks,  the  actions 
or  geittites  of  the  beloved  awaken  some  vestige  of  tendeniesa 
in  those  most  dctply  sinned  against  and  grievously  wronged. 
Though  it  is  hard  for  the  mind  to  forget,  though  we  still 
smut  under  the  injury,  the  heart  returns  to  us  allegiance  in 
»pite  of  all.  Poor  Eve  listened  to  her  brother's  confidences 
unlit  bicak^Lit-iime ;  and,  whenever  she  looked  at  biin,  she 
was  no  longer  mistress  of  her  eyes;  in  that  inlimaie  talk  she 
could  not  control  her  voice.  .-\nd  with  the  comprehension 
of  (he  conditions  of  literary  life  in  Paris,  she  tmdcrslood  that 
the  struggle  had  been  too  much  for  I.ucien't  strength.  The 
poet's  delight  as  he  caressal  hi«  sister's  child,  hit  deep  grief 
over  Dikvid's  abicnre,  mingled  with  joy  at  seeing  bis  country 
wid  his  own  folk  again,  the  melancholy  words  that  he  let  fall, 
— all  these  things  combined  to  make  thai  day  a  festival. 
When  Marion  brought  in  the  strawberries,  he  was  touched  to 
see  that  Eve  had  remembered  his  tasie  in  spite  of  her  distrea ; 
and  she,  his  sister,  must  make  ready  a  room  for  the  prodigal 
brother  and  biuy  herself  for  Lucien,  It  was  a  truce,  as  it 
were,  to  misery.  Old  Stchard  himself  assisted  lo  bring  about 
this  revulsion  of  feeling  in  the  two  women — "  You  are  mak- 
ing as  much  of  him  as  if  he  were  bringing  you  any  amount  of 
money  I ' ' 

**  And  what  has  my  brother  done  that  we  should  not  make 
much  of  him?"  cried  Eve,  jealously  screening  Lucien. 

Nevertheless,  when  I  he  first  expansion  was  over,  shades  of 
truth  came  out.  It  was  not  long  before  Lucien  felt  the  differ- 
ence between  the  old  affection  and  the  new.  Eve  respected 
David  from  the  depths  of  her  heart;  Lucien  was  beloved  for 
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his  own  sake,  U  we  love  2  inislress  still  in  spile  of  the  disasten 
she  causes.  L^lcem,  the  very  (oundaiton  on  which  affection 
is  bued,  IS  the  solid  SHIS'  to  which  aifuction  owes,  I  know  nM 
what,  o(  ceruimy  and  security  by  which  we  lire  \  aiMl  this  vai 
lacking  now  between  Mme.  Chardon  and  licr  ton,  between 
the  sister  and  brother.  Mother  and  daughter  did  not  put  en- 
tire confidence  in  him,  as  they  would  have  done  if  he  bad 
Dot  lost  his  honor;  and  he  felt  this.  Tl»e  opinioa  eipresed 
in  d'Arihez's  letter  was  Eve's  own  CMimile  of  her  btolbcr  ; 
unconsciously  she  revealed  it  by  her  manner,  tones,  and  gn- 
ttircs.  Oh  !  Lucicn  was  )>itied,  that  was  trae ;  but  u  fof  all 
that  he  had  been,  the  pride  of  the  household,  the  great  aao 
of  the  family,  [he  hero  of  tiie  fireside — all  this,  like  theit 
fair  hopes  of  him,  was  gone,  iiewrr  to  return.  They  were  10 
afraid  of  his  heedlessness  that  he  was  not  told  wltcre  David 
was  hidden.  Lticien  wanted  to  see  his  brother ;  but  this  Etc, 
insensible  to  the  caresses  which  accom]>anied  his  <:urious  qae>- 
tionings,  was  not  the  Eve  of  L'Houmeau,  for  whom  a  glaacc 
from  him  had  been  an  order  that  must  be  obeyed.  Wbn 
Lucicn  spoke  of  making  reparation,  and  talked  as  tltough  he 
could  rescue  David,  Eve  only  answered —  ■ 

"  Do  not  interfere  \  we  have  enemies  of  the  most  trcach-   ^ 
erous  and  dangerous  kind." 

Lucien  tos»ed  hb  head,  as  who  should  say,  "  I  have  me«»- 
ared  myself  against  Parisians,"  and  the  look  in  his  sister'l 
eyes  laid  unmistakably.  "  Yes,  but  you  were  defeated." 

■'  Nobody  cares  (or  me  now,"  Lucien  thought.  "  In  the 
home  circle,  as  in  the  world  without,  rocccM  is  alwayt  ■ 
necessity." 

The  poet  tried  lo  explain  their  lack  of  confidence  in  him ; 
he  had  not, been  at  home  two  days  before  a  feeling  of  vexatioD 
rather  than  of  angry  bitterness  gained  hold  on  him.  He 
applied  Parisian  standards  lo  the  (tuiet,  temperate  cxitteMC 
of  the  provinces,  quite  forgetting  that  the  narrow,  patieM 
life  of  the  household  was  the  result  of  his  own  misdoing. 
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"Tlieyare  boutgcoiies,  they  cannot  uiideratand  me,"  he 
aid,  setting  himself  np^irt  from  hh  sister  and  mother  and 
Divid,  now  thai  they  could  do  longer  be  deceived  ai  to  hit 
real  cKua^ter  and  his  future. 

Many  Iruublo  and  shocks  of  fortune  had  quickened  the 
intuitive  sense  in  both  the  women,  Eve  and  Mme.  Chardon 
giicised  the  thoughts  in  Lucicn's  inmost  soul ;  Ihcy  fell  that 
be  misjudged  them ;  they  also  saw  him  mentally  isolating 
hicRself. 

"Paris  has  changed  him  very  much,"  they  said  belweea 
themselves.  They  were  indeed  reaping  the  harvest  of  egoism 
which  they  themselves  had  fostered. 

It  was  inevitable  but  chat  the  leaven  should  work  in  all 
three;  and  this  most  of  all  in  I.iicien,  because  he  felt  ttutt  he 
was  so  heavily  to  blame.  .\%  for  Eve,  she  was  just  the  kind 
of  sister  to  beg  an  erring  brother  to  "Forgive  me  for  your 
trespasses;"  but  when  the  union  of  two  souls  has  been  as 
perfect  since  life's  very  beginning,  as  it  had  been  with  Eve 
and  Lucien,  any  blow  dealt  to  that  fair  ideal  is  fatal.  Scoun- 
drels can  draw  knives  on  each  other  and  make  it  op  again 
afterward,  while  a  look  or  a  word  is  enough  toninder  two 
lovers  for  ever.  In  the  recollection  of  an  almost  perfect  life 
of  heart  and  heart  lies  the  secret  of  many  an  estrangement 
that  none  can  explain.  Two  may  live  together  without  full 
trust  in  their  hearts  if  only  their  past  holds  no  memories  of 
complete  and  unclouded  love ;  but  for  those  who  once  hare 
known  that  intimate  life,  it  becomes  intolerable  to  keep  per- 
petual watch  over  looks  and  words.  Gnrat  poets  know  this ; 
Paul  and  Virginie  die  before  youth  is  over;  can  we  think  of 
Paul  and  Virginie  estranged.  Let  us  note  that,  to  the  honor 
of  Lucien  and  Eve,  the  grave  injury  done  was  not  the  source 
of  tlve  pain  ;  it  was  entirely  a  matter  of  feeling  upon  either 
side,  for  the  poet  in  fault,  as  for  the  sister  who  was  in  no  way 
to  blame.  Things  had  reached  the  point  when  the  slightest 
misunderstanding,  or  little  quarrel,  or  a  fresh  disappointment 
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in  Lucien  would  end  in  final  estrangemeat     Money  difficul- 
ties may  be  artsnged,  but  feelings  are  inexorable. 

Next  day  Lucien  received  a  copy  of  the  local  paper.  He 
turned  pate  with  pleasure  when  he  saw  his  name  at  the  head 
of  one  of  the  lirst  "  leaders "  in  that  highly  icspcctable  abcei, 
which,  like  tlie  provincial  academies  that  Voltaire  compared 
to  a  well-bred  miss,  was  never  talked  about, 

"  Let  Franche-Coml6  boast  of  giving  the  light  to  Victor 
Hugo,  to  Charles  Nodier,  and  Cuvier,"  ran  the  article, 
"  Brittany  of  producing  a  Chatcaubtiaod  and  a  L-unmenaii, 
Normandy  of  Casimir  Dclavigne,  and  Touraine  of  tbe  author 
of'Eloa;'  Aiigoumois  tliat  gave  birtb,  in  the  days  of 
Louis  XIII.,  to  our  illustrious  Tel  low-countryman  Guez,  better 
known  under  the  name  of  Baluc  *^-our  AngODinois  need  iu> 
longer  envy  Limousin  her  Dupuytreo,  dot  Auvergne.  the 
country  of  Montlosier,  nor  Bordeaux,  birthplace  of  so  many 
great  men  ;  for  wc  too  have  our  poet !  The  writer  of  the  beau- 
tiful sonnets  L-ntitle<l  the  'Marguerites'  unites  his  poet's 
fiime  to  the  distinction  of  a  prose  writer ;  for  to  him  we  atso 
owe  the  magnificent  romance  of  '  The  Archer  of  Charles 
IX.'  Some  day  our  ncphevrs  will  be  proud  to  be  the  fcllow> 
townsmen  of  Lucien  Chardon,  a  rival  of  Petrarch  III" 

(The  country  newspapers  of  those  day»  were  sown  witk 
notes  of  exrbmation,  as  reports  of  American  election  spcccbcf 
are  studded  with  "  cheert  "  in  brackets.) 

"  In  spite  of  his  brilliant  success  in  Paris,  our  young  pod 
]ias  not  forgotten  the  HAiel  de  Bargelon,  the  cradle  of  his 
triumphs;  nor  the  AngoumoiMU  ariiiocracy,  who  first  s^ 
planded  his  poetry  \  nor  the  fact  that  the  wife  of  M.  1«  Comtt 
du  Ch&telei,  our  prefect,  encouraged  hit  early  foouteps  in  llie 
pathway  of  ilie  Mutes.  He  hiu  come  bock  among  us  oeea 
motel  All  L'Houmeau  w.is  thn)wn  into  excitement  yesterday 
by  the  appearance  of  our  Lucien  dc  Rnbemprt.  The  t>ewi 
*  Sieur  Jcaii  Loiu*  Uti«i  de  UaUic 
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or  his  return  produced  a  profound  sennilon  throughout  the 
town.  Angouleme  ceruinljr  will  not  allow  I.'HoutneM  to  be 
beforebaud  in  doing  honor  to  the  poet  who  in  journalism  and 
liieraiure  hu  to  gloriously  represented  our  town  in  Paris. 
Lucien  de  Rubempri,  a  rcligous  and  Royalijr  poet,  lia&  braved 
the  fury  of  parties  ;  he  has  come  home,  it  is  said,  for  repose 
after  the  fatigue  of  a  struggle  which  would  try  the  strength  of 
an  even  greater  intellectual  athlete  than  a  poet  and  a  dreamer. 

"  There  i»  some  talk  of  restoring  our  great  poet  to  the  title 
of  the  illustrious  house  of  de  Rubempri,  of  which  his  mother, 
Mardamc  Chandon,  is  the  last  survivor,  and  it  ii  added  that 
Mme.  la  Comtesse  du  ChAielet  was  the  first  to  think  of  this 
eminently  politic  idea.  The  revival  of  an  ancient  and  al> 
most  extinct  family  by  young  talent  and  newly  won  fame  is 
another  proof  that  the  immortal  author  of  the  Charier  still 
cherishes  the  desire  expressed  by  the  words  '  Union  and  ob- 
livion.* 

"  Our  poet  it  staying  with  his  sister,  Mme.  Sicbard." 

Under  the  heading  "  Angoultme  "  followed  some  items  of 
news: 

"Our  Prefect,  M.  le  Comte  du  ChAlelct,  Gentleman  in 
Ordinary  to  His  Majesty,  has  just  been  appointed  Extraordi- 
nary Councilor  of  State. 

"All  the  authorities  called  yesterday  on  M.  le  Prefect. 

"  Mme.  la  Comtesse  du  Chatclci  will  receive  on  Thursdays. 

"The  Mayor  of  Escarbas,  M.  de  Nigrepelissc,  the  repre- 
aentative  of  the  younger  branch  of  the  d'Espard  family,  and 
fiitber  of  Mme.  du  Chktelet,  recently  raised  to  the  rank  of  a 
Count  and  peer  of  France  and  a  Commander  of  the  Royal 
Order  of  St.  Louis,  has  been  nominated  for  the  presidency 
of  the  electoral  college  of  Angoulime  at  the  forthcoming 
elections." 

"There!"  said  I..ucicn,  taking  the  paper  to  his  sister.     E« 
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read  the  artick  with  attention,  and  relumed  the  sheet  with  i 
(hougliiful  air.  ■ 

"  What  do  yon  uy  to  that?"  asked  he,  Kurprited  ai  a  re- 
serve thai  seemed  so  like  indifference. 

"Tlie  Cointcts  arc  proprtctora  of  (hat  paper,  dear,"  she 
said ;  "  they  put  in  exactly  what  they  plcaic,  and  it  is  not  at 
all  likely  that  the  prefecture  or  the  palace  have  forced  their 
hands.  Can  you  imagine  your  old  rival  the  prefect  would  be 
generous  enough  lo  sing  your  praises  ?  Have  you  forgotten 
that  the  Coiniets  are  suing  us  under  Mitivier's  name?  and 
thai  they  are  trying  to  turn  David's  discovery  to  their  own 
advantage  ?  I  do  not  know  the  source  of  this  paragraph,  bat 
it  makes  me  unea-sy.  Vou  used  to  rouse  nothing  but  enviooi 
feeling  and  haired  here  ;  a  |iro]ihet  has  no  honor  in  his  own 
country,  and  they  slandered  you,  and  now  in  a  mofneat  it  a 
changed " 

"You  do  not  know  ihe  vanity  of  country  towns,"  nid 
Lucien.  "A  whole  lililc  town  in  the  soath  turned  out  not 
Eo  long  ago  to  welcome  a  young  man  tliat  had  won  the  fim 
prise  in  some  competition ;  ihey  looked  on  him  as  a  budding 
great  man." 

"  Listen,  dear  Lucien  ;  I  do  not  want  to  preach  to  you,  I 
will  say  everything  in  a  very  few  words — you  mtnt  RBpecl 
every  least  little  thing  here." 

"  You  are  right,"  said  Lucien,  but  he  was  surprised  at  his 
sister't  lack  of  enthusiasm.  He  himself  was  full  of  delight  to 
find  his  humiliating  and  shame -stricken  return  to  AngouKmc 
changed  inio  a  triumph  in  this  way. 

"You  have  no  belief  in  the  little  faioe  that  hu  cost  to 
dear  I  "  he  said  again  after  a  long  silence.  Something  like  a 
storm  had  been  g;itheTing  in  his  heart  during  the  put  hour. 
For  all  answer  Eve  gave  him  a  look,  and  Lucien  fell  asbaswd 
of  his  accusation. 

Dinner  was  scarcely  over  when  a  messenger  came  from  the 
prefecture  with  a  note  addrencd  to  M.  Cbaidoo.     That  note 
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appeared  to  decide  the  day  for  Ihe  poet's  vanity ;  the  world 
contending  against  the  family  for  him  had  won : 

"  M.  le  Comie  Sixte  dti  ChAtelct  and  Mmc.  U  Comlesse  du 
Chitclet  request  Ihe  honor  of  M.  Lucicn  Chardon's  company 
at  dinner  on  the  fifteenlb  of  September,  R.  S.  V.  ?." 

Enclosed  with  the  invitation  tiiere  was  a  card— 

L£  CowTK  SncTE  DU  CHATStrr, 

Centlenun  of  the  bedchamber,  Prefect  of  the  Cbatcnie, 

Councilor  of  State. 

"You  are  in  favor,"  said  old  Stehard ;  "they  arc  talking 
about  you  in  the  town  as  if  you  were  somebody  I  Angouttaie 
mod  L'Houmeau  are  disputing  as  to  which  shall  twin  wreaths 
for  you." 

"Eve,  dear,"  Lucicn  whbpered  to  his  sister,  "lam  exactly 
in  the  same  condition  xa  I  wat  before  in  L'Houmeau  when 
Madame  de  Bargeton  sen!  me  the  (iret  invitation — I  have  not 
a  dress  suit  for  the  prefect's  dinner-party." 

"  Do  you  really  mean  to  accept  the  invitation  ?  "  Eve  asked 
in  alarm,  and  a  dispute  sprang  up  between  the  brother  and 
sister.  Eve's  provincin!  good  fcnse  told  her  that  if  yon  a]>pear 
in  society,  it  must  be  with  a  smiling  face  and  faultlets  costume. 
"What  will  come  of  the  prefect's  dinner?"  she  wondered. 
"  What  has  Lucicn  to  do  with  the  great  people  of  AngouKme  ? 
Arc  they  plotting  jjomething  against  him  ?  "  I>ut  she  kepi  these 
thoughts  to  herself. 

Lucien  spoke  the  last  word  at  bedtime :  "  You  do  not  know 
my  influence.  The  prefect's  wife  stands  in  fear  of  a  journalist ; 
and,  beside,  Ix>uise  de  Nigrepelisse  lives  on  in  the  Comtesse 
du  Chltelet.  and  a  woman  with  her  influence  can  rescue  David. 
I  am  going  to  tell  her  about  my  brother's  invention,  and  it 
woold  be  a  mere  nothing  to  her  to  obtain  a  subsidy  of  ten 
tboitnnd  francs  fVom  the  government  for  him." 
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Al  eleven  o'clock  that  night  the  whole  boosehold  wu 
aw^ened  by  the  town  band,  reinforced  bj-  the  ruilitarj  band 
from  the  bairatlts.  The  Pi;ice  du  MOtier  was  full  of  people. 
The  young  men  of  Augoulfimc  were  giving  Lucien  Cbardoa 
de  Rubemprc  a  serenade.  Lucien  went  to  his  sister's  win<Jo« 
and  made  a  speech  after  ilie  lait  performance. 

"  I  thank  my  feliow-lowntmen  for  the  honor  that  they  do 
roe,"  he  said  in  the  midst  of  a  greai  sitence ;  "  I  will  suite 
to  be  worthy  of  it ;  they  will  pardon  me  if  I  say  no  more ;  1 
am  so  much  moved  by  this  iocidcni  that  I  cannot  s|>cak." 

"  Hurrah  for  the  writer  of  '  The  Archer  of  Charles  IX.  1 ' 
Harrth  for  the  poet  of  the  '  Marguerites  I "  Long  live  Lucien 
de  Rubempri! " 

After  these  three  salvoes,  taken  up  by  some  few  voices,  three 
f;rowns  and  a  quantity  of  bouquets  wete  adroitly  8ang  into  the 
room  through  the  open  window.  Ten  minutes  laier  the  Place 
du  MCricr  was  empty,  and  silence  prevailed  in  the  streets. 

"  I  would  rather  have  ten  thousand  francs,"  said  old 
S^hard,  fingering  the  bouquets  and  garlands  with  a  satirical 
expression.  "  Yon  gave  them  daisies,  and  they  give  yoa 
posies  in  return  ;  you  deal  in  flowers." 

"  So  that  is  your  opinion  of  the  honors  shown  me  by  ray 
fellow-townsmen,  is  it  ?"  asked  Lticien.  All  his  melancholy 
had  left  him,  hi;  face  was  radiant  wjlh  good-huroor.  "If  jroa 
knew  mankind,  P.ipa  Scchard,  you  would  see  that  no  rooroeni 
in  one's  life  comes  twice.  Such  a  triumph  as  this  cam  only  be 
due  to  genuine  enthusiasm  I  My  dear  mother,  my  good  sister, 
this  wipes  out  many  mortifications." 

Lucien  kissed  them ;  for  when  joy  overflows  like  a  tomnt 
flood,  we  are  fain  to  pour  it  out  into  a  friend's  heart. 
"When  an  author  is  intoxicated  with  success,  he  will  hug 
his  porter  if  there  is  nobody  else  on  hand,"  according  to 
Bixiou. 

"Why,  darling,  why  are  you  crying?"  be  uid,  looking 
into  Eve'i  face.     "Ah  I  I  know,  you  are  crying  for  joy  I " 
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"  Oh  me !  "  uid  Eve,  when  she  and  her  mother  were  left 
Alone  in  tlie  bedioom,  '■  there  is  a  pretty  woman  of  the  worst 
kind  in  a  poet,  1  think." 

"You  are  right,"  uid  her  mother,  shaking  her  head  u 
ihc  spoke.  "  Lucien  has  forgotten  everything  already ;  not 
RMrety  his  own  troubles,  but  ours  as  welt." 

Mother  and  daughter  separated,  and  neither  dared  lo  utter 
all  her  ihou(;hls. 

In  a  country  eaten  up  with  the  kind  of  social  insubordina* 
tion  disguised  by  the  word  equality,  a  triumph  of  any  kind 
whatsoever  is  a  soil  of  miracle  which  requires,  like  some  other 
iniraclcs  for  that  raalter,  the  coJipeiation  of  skilled  labor. 
Out  of  ten  ovations  olfeied  lo  ten  living  men,  selected  for  thii 
distinction  liy  a  grateful  coimlry,  you  iiuj'  l>e  quite  sure  that 
nii»  are  given  from  considerations  connected  as  remotely  ai 
possible  with  the  conspicuous  merits  of  the  renowned  recip- 
ient. What  w.ut  Voltaire's  apotheosis  at  the  ThMirc-Franfaia 
but  the  triumph  of  eighteenth  century  philosophy?  h  tri- 
uinph  in  France  means  that  everybody  else  feels  that  he  ii 
adorning  his  own  temples  with  the  crown  that  he  sets  on  the 
idol's  head. 

The  women's  presentiments  jiroved  correct.  The  disiin- 
guished  provincial's  reception  was  antipathetic  lo  Angoumoisin 
immobility  ;  it  was  too  evidently  gotten  up  by  some  interested 
peiwns  or  by  eDlhuniastic  stage  mechanists,  a  suspicious  com- 
bination. Eve,  moreover,  like  most  of  her  sex,  was  dis- 
Inatful  by  instinct,  even  when  reason  failed  to  juittify  her 
suspicions  to  herself.  "  Who  can  be  so  fond  of  Lucien  that 
he  could  rouse  the  town  for  him?  "  she  wondered  as  she  (ell 
aaJecp.  "  The  '  Marguerites '  are  not  published  yet ;  how  can 
they  compliment  him  on  a  future  suaress?" 

The  ovation  was,  in  fact,  the  work  of  Peiii-Ctaud. 

Petit-Claud  had  dined  with  Mme.  de  Scnonches,  for  th« 
first  lime,  on  the  evening  of  the  day  that  brought  the  Ciiri  of 
Maisac    to  Angoultme  with  the   news  of  Lucieii's  return. 
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That  ume  evening  he  made  formal  appticitJon  for  the  hand 
of  Mile.  <lc  la  Kaye.  It  was  a  fuiiiily  dioner,  one  of  (he 
solemn  occasions  marked  nut  so  much  by  the  number  of  the 
guests  as  by  the  splendor  of  their  toilets.  ConsciouMien  of 
Uie  (Krformancc  weighs  upon  the  (amtly  party,  and  every 
countenance  looka  significant.  Fran^oise  was  on  cxbibilioa. 
Mme.  de  Seuonclies  had  sported  her  most  elaborate  costirrne 
for  the  occasion  ;  M.  du  Hauloy  wore  a  bbck  coal  ;  M,  de 
ScDonches  had  tclunicil  fcom  his  visit  to  the  Pitnentcb  on  the 
receipt  of  a  note  from  his  wu'e,  informing  him  that  Mme.  do 
CliAtclet  was  (o  appear  at  their  house  for  the  first  time  tinoe 
her  arrival,  and  that  a  suitor  in  form  for  Pran^ise  woold 
appear  on  the  scenes.  Uoniface  Coiniet  also  was  there,  in  hia 
best  Jiiaroon  coat  of  clerical  cut,  with  a  diamond  pin  woitb 
six  thousand  francs  displayed  in  his  shirt  frill — the  revenge  of 
tlie  rich  merchant  upon  a  proud  but  poverty-stricken  aristoc- 
racy. 

Petit-Claud  himself,  scoared  and  combed,  had  carefoUy 
removed  his  gray  hairs,  but  he  could  not  rid  himself  of  bii 
weazened  air.  The  puny  little  man  of  law,  tightly  bntloned 
into  his  clothes,  reminded  you  of  a  torpid  viper;  for  if  hope 
had  brought  a  spark  i>f  life  into  his  magpie's  eyes,  bis  bee 
was  icily  rigid,  and  so  well  did  he  assume  an  air  of  gravity 
that  an  ambitioas  public  prosecutor  could  not  have  been  more 
dignified. 

Mine,  de  Scnonches  had  told  her  intimate  friends  that  her 
ward  would  meet  her  iKirothed  that  evening,  and  that  Mme. 
du  Chltclet  would  appear  at  the  HAtcl  de  Senoncbes  for  tbe 
first  time;  and  having  particularly  requested  them  to  keep 
these  mnltcre  secret,  she  expected  to  find  her  rooms  crowded- 
Thc  Comic  and  Comtcwe  du  CIiAielci  had  left  cards  every- 
where officially,  but  they  meant  the  honor  of  a  personal  visil 
to  play  a  part  in  their  policy.  So  aristocratic  Angoultme  wm 
in  such  a  prodigious  ferment  of  curiosity  that  certain  of  the 
Chandour  camp  proposed  to  go  to  tbe  Hotel  de  Bargetoo  that 
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evcaing.    (Tliey  persistently  declined  to  call  the  house  by  iu 
new  name.) 

Proo&or  (he  Counter'  influence  had  Mirred  up  ambition 
in  many  quattert ;  and  not  only  it>,  it  was  said  that  the  lady 
had  changed  so  much  for  the  betler  that  everybody  wished  to 
Bce  and  judge  for  himself.  Petit-Claud  learned  great  news  on 
the  way  to  tlie  house ;  Cointet  told  him  tlut  Z^phirine  had 
asked  leave  to  present  her  dear  Fran^oiae'it  betrothed  to  the 
Counter,  and  that  the  Countess  had  granted  the  favor.  Petit- 
CImmJ  had  seen  at  once  that  Lucicn's  return  put  Louise  de 
N^epelissc  in  a  false  position  ;  and  now,  in  a  moment,  he 
flattered  himself  that  he  saw  a  way  to  take  adraiiiage  of  it. 

M.  and  Mme.  de  Senouches  had  undertaken  such  heavy 
engagemencn  when  they  bought  the  house,  thai,  in  provincial 
&»hion,  they  thought  it  imprudent  to  make  any  changes  in  it. 
So  when  Mme.  du  Cli&tcki  was  announced,  Ziphirine  went 
up  to  her  with — "  Look,  dear  Louise,  you  are  still  in  your  old 
home  I"  indicating,  as  she  spoke,  the  little  chandelier,  the 
paneled  wainscot,  and  (he  furniture,  which  once  had  dazzled 
Lucien.  « 

"  I  wish  least  of  all  to  remember  it,  dear,"  Madame  la  Pri- 
iHc  answered  graciously,  looking  round  on  the  assemblage. 

Everyone  admitted  that  Louise  de  J4Ag  re  pelisse  was  not 
like  the  same  woman.  If  the  provincial  had  undergone  a 
change,  Ihe  woman  herself  had  been  transformed  by  those 
eighteen  months  in  Parts,  by  the  fir«l  happinen  of  a  still  re- 
cent second  maniage,  and  the  kind  of  dignity  that  power 
confers.  The  Comtesse  du  Ch&telet  bore  the  saroc  resero- 
blance  to  Mme.  de  Bargeton  that  a  girl  of  twenty  bears  to  her 
mother. 

She  wore  a  charming  cap  of  lace  and  flowers,  fastened  by  a 
diamond-headed  pin ;  the  ringlets  that  half  hid  the  contour* 
of  her  face  added  to  her  look  of  youth,  and  suited  her  style  of 
beauty.  Her  foulard  gown,  designed  by  the  celebrated  Vic- 
torine,  with  a  pointed  bodice,  exquisitely  fringed,  set  off  hei 
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RguFC  to  ftdvaniagc;  and  sitilken  face  scarT,  adroilljr  throws 
about  too  long  a  ucclc,  partly  concealed  ber  ^houlden.  Sht 
played  with  the  dainty  scenl-boltle,  hung  by  a  chain  frotn  ha 
bracelet ;  she  carried  her  ^i  and  her  bandkeicliief  with  eate— 
pretty  trifles,  as  dangerous  as  a  sunken  reef  for  the  provincial 
datne.  The  refined  taste  shown  in  the  least  details,  the  car- 
liage  and  manner  modeled  upon  Mme.  d'Espux),  revealed  i 
profound  study  of  ihc  Faubourg  Saint-Gennain. 

As  for  the  elderly  beau  of  the  Empire,  he  weenied  since  bii 
marriage  to  have  followed  the  example  of  the  species  of  nek* 
that  turns  from  green  to  yellow  in  a  night.  All  the  yosili 
that  Sixte  bad  loil  seemed  to  appear  in  his  wife's  radtnl 
countenance ;  provincial  pleasantries  phased  from  eu-  to  eu, 
circulating  the  more  readily  because  the  woinea  were  ftuioiM 
at  the  new  superiority  of  the  sometime  queen  of  Angoultoe; 
and  the  persistent  intruder  paid  the  penalty  of  his  wife's 
offense. 

The  rooms  were  almost  as  full  as  on  that  raemorablc  erea- 
ing  of  Lucien's  readings  from  Ch^nier.  Some  faces  wen 
missing:  \^ de  Chandour  and  Atntiie,  M.  de  Pimentel  and 
the  Raslignacs — and  M.  de  Bargelon  was  no  longer  there ;  faoi 
the  bishop  came,  as  before,  with  his  vicars- general  in  his  tntn. 
Petit-Claud  was  much  impressed  by  the  sight  of  the  gmtf 
world  of  Aogoulftme.  Four  months  ago  be  had  no  hope  <tf 
entering  the  circle,  to-day  he  felt  bis  detestation  of  *'  ike 
classes"  sensibly  diminished.  He  thought  the  Comtosedi 
Ch&telet  a  mo«t  fascinating  woman.  "  It  is  she  who  can  p((K 
cure  me  the  appointment  of  deputy  public  proeecator,"  be 
said  to  himself. 

Louise  chatted  for  an  equal  length  of  time  with  cKb  of  the     . 
women ;  her  tone  varied  with  the  importance  of  the  persM     i 
addressed  and  the  position  taken  up  by  the  tatter  with  regard     i 
to  her  journey  to  Paris  wiih  Lucien.     The  evening  was  half- 
over  when  she  withdrew  to  the  botidoir  with   the   bisbofx 
Ziphitinc  came  over  to  Pctit-CUud,  and  laid  her  hAnd  on  his     , 
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■rm.  His  heart  beat  Castas  lib  hostns  brought  htm  to  the 
tooiu  where  Lucien's  troubles  Gm  began  luid  were  now  about 
to  come  to  a  ciuis. 

"  This  is  Monsieur  Petii*Claud,  dear ;  I  recommend  him  to 
you  the  mote  w;irnil]r  because  anything  that  you  may  do  (or 
him  will  doubtless  bcneltt  my  ward." 

"  You  arc  an  attorney,  aic  you  not,  monsieur  ?  "  nid  the 
Migmt  NdgrcpelUae,  scanning  Pciit-Claud. 

"Atu!  yei,  Moiiame  la  ComUite."  (The  son  of  the  tailor 
in  L'Houmeau  had  never  once  had  occasion  to  use  those  ihice 
words  in  his  life  before,  and  his  mouth  wu  full  of  them.) 
"  But  it  tests  with  you,  Madame  la  Comtesse,  whether  or  not 
I  shall  act  for  the  crown.  Monsieur  Milaud  is  gone  to 
Nevers,  it  is  said " 

"  But  a  man  is  usually  second  deputy  and  then  first  deput/i 
is  he  not?"  broke  in  the  Counicis.  "I  should  likeiosee 
you  in  the  first  deputy's  place  at  once.  But  I  should  like 
first  to  have  some  assurance  of  your  devotion  to  the  cause  of 
o«r  legitimate  sovereigns,  to  religion,  and  more  especially  to 
Uonsieur  de  Villi'lc,  if  I  am  to  interest  myself  on  your  be- 
half (o  obtain  the  favor." 

Petit-Claud  came  nearer.  "  Madame,"  he  said  in  her  ear, 
■'  I  am  the  man  to  yield  ihc  King  absolute  obedience." 

"Thai  is  jtut  what  nv  want  to-day,"  said  the  Countess, 
drawing  Iwclt  a  little  to  make  him  understand  that  she  had  no 
wish  for  pioniiaes  given  under  his  breath.  "So  long  as  yon 
satisfy  M.tdaiiie  de  Senonches,  you  can  count  upon  me,"  she 
added,  with  a  royal  movement  of  her  fan. 

Fetit-Claud  looked  toward  the  door  of  the  boudoir,  and 
tt«  Cointct  standing  there.  "  Madame,"  he  said,  "  Lucicn 
is  here,  in  AngouICme." 

"Well,  sir?"  asked  the  Countess,  in  tones  that  would 
have  put  an  end  to  all  power  of  Speech  in  an  ordinary  man. 

"  Madame  la  Comtenc  does  not  under>iand."  relumed 
Petil-Claud,  bringing  out  that  most  respectful  formuU  ftgain. 
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"  How  docs  Madame  la  Comtesse  wUh  that  the  great 
of  her  making  should  be  received  in  Angoultmc  ?     There  a 
no  midillc  course ;  he  ruuit  be  honored  or  despised  here." 

Tbia  waa  a  dilemma  lo  which  Louise  de  Nigrepctiaie  W 
never  given  a  thought ;  it  touched  her  cloaely,  yet  niktf  iw 
the  sake  of  the  past  than  of  the  future.  And  u  for  Aili- 
Claud,  bis  plan  for  arresting  David  Sechard  depended  opca 
the  lady's  actual  feelings  toward  Luciea.     He  waited. 

"  Monsieur  Petit-Claud,"  said  the  Countess,  with  hnghtt 
dignitf,  "  you  mean  to  be  nn  the  side  of  the  GovcfURMPL 
Learn  that  the  first  principle  of  government  is  this — ocfcr  w 
have  been  in  the  wrong,  and  thai  the  instinct  of  pover  nd 
the  tente  of  dignity  arc  even  stronger  is  women  ttun  la  (Dt- 
cmments." 

"This  is  just  what  I  thought,  nMcUnie,"  be  amwerai 
quickly,  observing  the  Countess  meanwhile  with  attcDtioB  the 
more  profound  because  it  was  scarcely  visible.  "  Lucien  casx 
here  ID  the  depths  of  miseTy.  But  if  he  must  receive  n 
ovation,  I  can  compel  him  lo  leave  Angoultme  by  the  mNiH 
of  the  ovation  itself.  Kb  sister  and  brother-in-law,  Ds*i^ 
S^hard,  are  hard  pressed  for  debts." 

In  the  Countess'  haaghty  face  there  was  a  swift,  budf 
perceptible  change ;  it  was  not  satisfariion,  but  the  repfCf 
bIod  of  satisfaction.  Surprised  that  Petit-Claud  should  hix 
gwssed  her  wiihes,  slie  gave  him  a  glance  as  she  opened  ba 
fan,  and  Fran^oise  de  la  Haye's  eairancc  at  tliM  motDM 
gave  her  time  to  find  an  answer. 

"  It  will  not  be  long  before  you  are  public  prosecuior,  ma©- 
•Jeur,"  she  said,  with  a  significant  smile.  Ttiat  speech  AA 
not  commit  her  in  any  way,  but  it  was  eipltdi  enoogh. 
Fran^oise  had  come  in  to  thank  the  Countesa. 

"  Oh  I  madame,  then  I  shall  owe  the  happiness  of  my  liit 
lo  !rou,"  she  exrtaimed,  bending  girlishly  to  add  in  tke 
Countess'  ear,  "  To  marry  a  petty  provincial  atiornejr ' 
be  like  being  burnt  by  stow  fires." 
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It  was  Pnnci»,  with  his  knowledge  of  offici^Udom,  who  bad 
prompted  Ztphirinc  to  make  this  set  upon  Louiic. 

"In  the  rery  earliest  days  after  promotion,"  so  the  ex- 
consul -general  told  his  fair  friend,  "everybody,  prefect,  or 
monarch,  or  inaa  of  btuineu,  is  burning  to  eieit  his  influence 
for  his  friends;  but  a  patron  soon  finds  out  the  inconven- 
ienccs  of  patronage.  And  then  turns  from  fire  to  ice.  Louise 
will  do  more  ju&l  now  for  Ptiii-Claud  than  she  would  do  for 
jroar  husband  in  three  months'  time." 

"  M^Jame  la  Conitesse  is  ihiiiking  of  all  that  our  poet's 
Iritiin|>)i  entails?"  continued  Petit<CUud.  "She  should  re- 
ceive Lucien  before  there  is*n  end  of  the  nine-days'  wonder." 

Tlie  Counlcis  ttnninaled  ibe  audience  with  a  bow,  and  rose 
to  i]>eak  with  Mnie.  de  Pinientel,  who  came  to  the  boudoir. 
The  new^  of  old  Ni^grepetisse's  elevation  to  a  marquisate  had 
greatly  im]>n:ssed  the  Marquise;  she  judged  il  es{icdient  to 
be  amiable  to  a  woman  so  clever  as  to  rise  the  higher  for  an 
ajipareitt  fall. 

"  Do  tell  me,  dear,  why  you  look  the  trouble  to  put  your 
Esther  in  the  House  of  Peers?"  said  the  Marquise,  in  the 
course  of  a  little  confidential  conversation,  in  which  she  bent 
the  knee  before  the  superiority  of  "  her  dear  Louise." 

"  They  were  all  the  more  ready  to  grant  the  favor  becanse 
my  father  has  no  son  to  succeed  him,  dear,  and  hit  vote  will 
always  be  at  the  disposal  of  the  crown  ;  but  if  we  should  have 
•0D3,  \  quite  expect  ihai  my  oldest  will  succeed  to  his  grsDd- 
Cnher's  name,  title,  and  jwerage." 

Mme.  de  Piraentel  saw,  lo  her  annoyance,  that  it  was  Idle 
to  expect  a  mother  ambitious  for  children  not  yei  in  exist- 
ence to  further  her  own  private  designs  of  raising  M.  de  Pi- 
menlel  to  a  peerage. 

"I   have   the  Countess."  Petit-Claud  told  Coiniet  when 

they  came  away.     "  I  can  promise  you  your  partnership.     I 

shall  be  deputy  public  prosecutor  before  the  month  is  out,  and 

Stchard  will  be  in  your  power.     Try  to  find  a  buyer  for  my 
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coDneciion  ;  it  has  come  to  be  the  first  in  Angoulftme  ta  aj 
bands  during  the  last  five  months " 

"  Once  put  you  on  the  horse,  and  there  is  no  Deed  to  do 
more,"  said  Cointet,  half-jcalous  of  his  own  work. 

The  causes  of  Lucien's  triumphant  reception  ia  his  oatlvr 
town  must  cow  be  plain  to  evetybodjr.  Louise  du  Chlufci 
followed  the  examjile  of  that  King  of  France  who  left  tte 
Duke  of  Orl6aiis  unavenged  ;  she  cho«e  to  furget  the  i&mla 
received  in  Paris  by  Mnic.  de  Bargeion.  She  would  patroeiac 
Lucien,  and,  overwhelming  him  with  her  patroaagc,  woold 
completely  crush  him  and  get  rid  of  him  by  (air  wcbbl 
Petit-Claud  knew  the  whole  tale  of  the  cabaU  in  Puu  thro«gh 
town  gossi]>,  and  shrewdly  guessed  how  a  woman  tnoM  hate 
the  man  who  would  not  love  when  the  was  fain  of  his  Ion. 

The  ovation  justified  the  pail  of  Louise  dc  N^g(e|)diae. 
Tiic  next  day  Petit-Claud  appeared  at  htmc.  Stebard's  booe, 
heading  a  deputation  of  six  young  men  of  the  town,  all  of 
(liein  Lucien's  «rhoot- fellows.  He  meant  to  finish  his  wort. 
(o  intoxicate  Lucien  completely,  and  to  have  him  in  his  power. 
Lt]cien*s  old  school-fcUows  at  (he  Angoiilcmc  higli-scboal 
wished  to  invite  the  author  of  the  "  Marguerites  "  kdA  "The 
Archer  of  Charles  IX."  to  a  banquet  given  in  honor  of  the 
great  man  arisen  from  their  ranks. 

"Come,  this  is  your  doing,  Petit-Claud  I  "  ntcUiiwil 
Lucien. 

"Your  return  hag  stirred  our  conceit,"  said  Petil-Claad; 
"  we  made  it  a  point  of  honor  to  get  up  a  nbscnptioo.  isd 
we  will  have  a  tremendous  affair  for  yon.  Tbe  nasWn  nd 
the  headmaster  will  be  there,  and,  at  the  ptctCDt  ntt,  m 
shall,  no  doubt,  have  the  authorities  loo." 

"Fo[  what  day?"  asked  Lueien. 

"Sunday  next." 

"That  is  (juite  out  of  the  question,"  said  Lucien.  "1 
cannot  accept  an  invitatiuti  for  the  next  ten  days,  but  then  I 
will  gladly " 
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"  Very  irell,"  said  PctiuCIaud,  "  so  be  il  then,  Id  ten-days' 
time." 

Luciea  bcluved  chattninily  to  his  old  tchool-fcUows  and 
they  regarded  liim  wiih  almost  respectful  admiration.  He 
talked  away  very  wittily  for  half  an  hout ;  he  had  been  set 
upon  a  {>edeslai,  and  wished  to  justify  the  opinion  of  his  fellow- 
townsmen ;  so  he  siood  with  his  hands  ihiust  into  hia  pockets, 
and  held  fonii  from  the  height  to  which  he  had  been  raised- 
He  was  iQodeM  and  i;owi-iialured,  as  twRtled  genitis  in  diess- 
ing-gowii  and  clippers  j  he  wai  ihe  athtcie,  wearied  by  a 
wmtling  bout  with  Paris,  and  disenchanted  above  all  things; 
he  congrnlubtcd  the  comrades  who  had  never  left  the  dear 
old  province,  and  so  furlh,  and  &o  fortli.  They  were  delighted 
with  him.  He  look  Petit-Claud  atide,  and  iiskcd  him  for  the 
real  truth  about  DAvid's  aflaits,  rejiroachcd  him  for  allowing 
his  brother-in-law  lo  go  into  hiding,  and  tried  to  match  his 
wits  against  the  little  lawyer.  Petit-Claud  made  an  cflbrt 
over  him&clf,  and  gave  his  acquaintance  to  understand  that  he 
(Petit-Claud)  was  only  un  iiisigniiicani  little  country  allomey, 
with  no  sort  of  croft  nor  subtlety;  absolutely  guileless  and 
lublinKly  innocent. 

The  whole  machinery  of  modern  society  is  so  infinitely 
more  complex  than  in  ancient  time:*  that  the  sutxlivision  of 
human  faculty  is  the  result.  The  great  men  of  the  da)-s  of 
old  were  perforce  universal  geniuses,  appearing  at  rare  inter- 
vals like  lighted  torches  in  an  antique  world.  In  the  course 
of  ages  the  intellect  began  to  work  on  special  lines,  but  the 
great  man  still  could  "  take  all  knowledge  for  his  province." 
A  nun  "  full  cauteluus  "  (cunning),  as  was  said  of  I^tns  XI., 
for  instance,  could  apply  that  special  faculty  in  every  direc- 
tion, but  to-day  the  single  quality  is  subdivided,  and  every 
profession  has  its  special  rt»ft.  A  peasant  or  a  pettifogging 
solicitor  might  very  easily  overreach  an  astute  diplomatist 
over  a  bargain  in  some  remote  country  village  ;  and  the 
wiliest  journalist  may  prove  the  veriest  simpleton  ia  a  piece 
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of  biuiDets.     Lucien  could  but  be  a  puppet  in  the  hanli  rf 
Pciit-CUud. 

That  guikful  practiitoncT,  u  might  hxre  bccD 
had  written  the  article  hiioself ;  AngoulCiDc  and  L'H< 
thui  put  on  their  mettle,  thought  it  incumbent  upun  ibemio 
pay  honor  to  Lucien.  Hia  fellow-citiiens,  asxeniblcd  ia  :1k 
Place  du  Murier,  were  Cointets'  woikpeoi>lc  from  the  papc^ 
milU  and  print ing-hoiuc,  with  a  sprinkling  of  Lacicn's  old 
Khool-fcllows  and  the  clerks  in  the  employ  of  Mmsieitti  htit- 
Claud  and  Cachau.  As  for  the  attorney  himself,  he  wu  once 
more  Lucien's  chum  of  old  days  \  a»d  he  thought,  DM  «Uh 
out  reason,  that  before  very  long  Ite  should  learn  Di«id% 
whereabouts  in  some  unguarded  moment.  And  if  Dnid 
came  lo  grief  through  Lucien's  fiuilt,  the  poet  would  bid 
Angouteme  too  hot  to  hold  him.  Pciit-CUud  meant  to 
hii  hold ;  he  posed,  therefore,  as  Lucien's  inferior. 

"What  belter  could  I  have  done?"  he  said  accordin; 
"  My  old  chum's  sistci  was  involved,  it  is  true,  but  there 
some  positions  that  simply  cannot  be  maintained  in  a  ecMR 
of  taw.  IXivid  asked  me  on  the  first  of  June  to  insure  him  a 
quiet  life  for  three  months ;  he  had  a  quiet  life  until  SepleM- 
ber,  and  even  so  I  have  kept  his  ])ro|ieTty  out  of  hii  crrciliton' 
power,  for  I  shall  gain  my  case  in  the  Court-Royal ;  I  coa- 
tcnd  that  the  wife  is  a  privileged  creditor,  and  ber  cUtm  li 
absolute,  unless  there  is  evidence  of  intent  to  defraud.  Ai  te 
TOO,  you,  you  have  come  back  in  misfortune,  but  yoa  an  a 
genius."  (Lucien  turned  about  as  if  the  incense  were  barMl 
too  close  to  his  face.)  "Yes,  roy  dear  fellow,  a  gemmi.  I 
have  read  your  '  Archer  of  Charles  IX.; '  it  is  mote  than  a  r» 
nance,  it  is  literature.  Only  two  living  men  could  have  writ- 
ten the  preface — Chateaubriand  and  Lucien."  Lucien  accr|ard 
the  eulogium,  and  did  not  think  It  necessary  to  mention  Uut 
d'Anhci  had  written  the  preface.  Ninety-nine  writes  M 
of  a  hundred  would  have  done  the  same. 

"  Well,  nobody  here  seemed  to  have  heard  of  you  1  "  fVu- 
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CUud  coniiniKd,  with  apparent  indignation.  "  When  I  mw 
the  general  iodiffeicncc,  I  made  ui>  my  mind  to  change  all 
that,     I  wrote  that  article  in  the  pajjer " 

"  What  t    Did  you  write  it  ?  "  exclaimed  Lucien. 

"I  n)]r}e1f.  Angoulftme  and  L'Houmeau  were  stirred  to 
rivalry  ;  1  arranged  for  a  meeting  of  your  old  school- fell ovrj, 
and  got  up  ycstctday's  serenade  ;  and  when  oDcc  the  ciiihu- 
stasni  bc^an  to  grow,  we  started  a  coramiiiee  for  the  dinner, 
'If  David  ia  in  hiding,'  uid  I  to  m)'Mlf,  'Lucien  sliatl  be 
crowned  at  any  rate. '  And  I  have  dune  even  bcltcf  than 
that,"  continued  Pctii-Claud  ;  "  1  have  «een  the  Comtctse  da 
Chltelei  and  made  her  understand  that  she  owes  it  to  herself 
to  extricate  David  from  his  position  ;  she  can  do  it,  and  she 
ought  to  do  it.  If  David  has  leally  dihcovcrcd  the  secret  of 
which  he  &poke  to  mc,  the  government  ought  to  lend  him  a 
hand,  it  would  not  ruin  the  government;  and  think  what  a 
line  tiling  fur  a  prefect  to  have  half  ihe  credit  of  the  great 
invention  for  the  well-timed  help.  It  would  set  people  talking 
about  him  a.t  an  enlightened  administrator,  Your  sister  has 
taken  fright  at  our  mtiskctry  practice  ;  she  was  scared  of  the 
smoke.  A  battle  in  the  law  courts  costs  quite  as  much  aa  a 
battle  on  the  field ;  but  David  has  held  his  ground,  he  has  his 
•ecrel.  Tliey  cannot  stop  him,  and  they  will  not  pull  him 
up  now." 

"Thanks,  my  dear  fellow;  I  see  that  I  can  take  yoa 
into  my  confidence;  you  shall  help  me  to  carry  out  my 
plan." 

Petit-Ctand  looked  at  Lucien,  and  his  gimlet  face  was  a 
point  of  interrogation. 

"  I  intend  to  rescue  56chard,"  Lucien  said,  with  a  certain 
importance.     "I  brought  his  misfortunes  upon  him  i  I  mean 

to  make   full   repaiaiion I  have  more   inSiinice  over 

Louise " 

■■Wlio  is  Louise?" 

"  The  Coratesse  du  Chitelet  1 " 


Pctit-CUudsiaricd. 

'  - 1  have  more  influence  over  her  than  she  benelf  «wpeca^* 
said   Lucien  ;   "  only,  my  deir  fellow,  i(  1  cad  do  sometbiac' 
with  your  auihoriticx  here,  I  have  no  decent  clothes."     Petii- 
Claud  made  as  (hough  he  would  offer  his  pane. 

"Th^ink  you,"  said  Lucicn,  giasping  Peiit-Qaud's  htai. 
"In  ten-days'  time  1  will  pay  a  visit  to  the  Coontcn  isd 
return  your  call." 

They  shook  hands  like  old  comrades  and  separated. 

"  He  ought  to  be  a  poel,"  said  Peiit-Claud  tohimaeU;  "k 
is  quite  mad," 

"  There  are  no  friends  tike  one's  school  friends ;  it  is  ■  inc 
saying,"  Lucicn  thooght  aa  he  went  to  find  his  sister. 

"What  can  Fctii-Claud  have  j>roniif«d  lo  do  that  yvu 
sliould  be  so  friendly  with  hin,  my  Lucien?"  ftsked  Eve 
"  Be  on  your  guard  with  him." 

"With  Aimf"  cried  Lucien.  "  Lisicn,  Eve,"  he  cm- 
tinued,  seeming  to  bethink  himself,  "  you  have  do  fidth  in  dk 
now,  you  do  not  trust  me,  so  it  is  not  likely  you  will  tnM 
Petit-Cbud  ;  but  in  ten  or  twelve  days  you  will  change  yoa 
mind,"  he  added,  with  a  touch  of  fatuity.  And  he  wcoi  wf 
lo  his  room,  and  indited  the  following  epistle  to  Loasicu: 

Lucitn  U  LeutUatt. 

"Mv  Fkikno  : — Of  the  pair  of  us,  I  alone  can  remeffibcr 
that  bill  for  a  thou^nd  francs  that  I  once  lent  yoo ;  and  I 
know  how  things  will  be  with  you  when  you  open  this  letter 
too  well,  alas  I  not  to  add  imrocdialely  that  I  do  not  expect 
to  Iw  repaid  in  current  coin  of  the  realm;  no,  I  will  take  il 
in  credit  from  you,  just  as  one  wMild  ask  Florinc  for  pIcWfc 
We  have  the  same  tailor ;  therefore,  you  can  order  a  rwBphff 
ouliit  for  me  on  (he  shortest  possible  notice.  I  am  not 
cisely  wcating  Adam's  costume,  but  I  cannot  shoi 
here.    To  my  astonishment,  the  honors  paid  by  the  depai 
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tnenls  to  a,  Parisian  eclcbriiy  avraiicd  mc.  I  nm  the  hero  of  a 
banqucl,  for  all  t)i«  world  as  if  I  were  a  Dcpuiy  of  the  Lefi. 
Now,  after  that,  do  you  understaiul  that  1  must  liave  a  black 
coal?  Prumi»e  lo  \>*y;  have  il  |>ut  dunii  lu  y<nir  account, 
try  the  adrenikemeni  dodge,  relieante  an  unpublultcd  scene 
l<lureen  Don  Jiun  and  M.  Dimanche,  for  1  mu»t  have  a  gala 
huit  at  all  co6t&.  1  have  nocliing,  nothing  but  rags:  Marl  with 
that ;  it  la  August,  (he  weather  is  magnjlicem,  ergo,  see  ihat  1 
receive  by  tlie  eiid  of  the  week  a  charming  morning  suit, 
dark  bronze-green  jacket,  and  three  waiitcoait,  one  a  brim* 
none  yellow,  one  a  plaid,  and  the  third  miul  be  white;  (ur- 
thermore,  let  there  be  three  pain  of  iroutcn  of  the  inoat 
fetching  kind — one  pair  of  white  English  stulT,  one  pair  of 
nankeen,  and  a  third  of  thin,  black  kerseymere ;  lauly,  send  a 
black  dre0<oat  and  a  block  latin  wabtcoat.  If  you  have 
picked  up  another  Florine  somewhere,  1  beg  her  good  oRices 
for  twocravais.  So  far  this  is  nothing  ;  ]  count  U|M>n  you 
and  your  skill  in  these  matters;  1  am  not  much  afraid  of  tlie 
uilor.  But  the  ingenuity  of  poverty,  Siciuredly  the  idim 
active  of  all  polsoni  at  work  In  the  lystem  of  man  {U  tst,  th« 
Haiimn),  an  ingenuity  that  would  catch  Satan  himself  nap- 
ping, has  failed  so  far  to  discover  a  way  to  obtain  a  hat  on 
credit !  How  many  a  time,  my  dear  friend,  have  we  deplored 
ihb !  When  one  of  us  shall  bring  a  hai  that  costs  a  thousand 
(nnc3  into  fashion,  then,  and  not  till  then,  can  we  afford  to 
wear  them ;  until  that  day  comes  we  are  bound  to  hare  ca»h 
enough  in  our  pockets  to  pay  for  a  hat  I  Ah  I  what  an  ill 
turn  the  Corned ie-Fran^isc  did  us  with,  '  Lafleur,  you  will 
put  gold  in  my  pocl:ets  I ' 

"  I  write  with  a  profound  sense  of  all  the  difficulties  in* 
rolved  by  the  demand.  Enclose  with  the  above  a  pair  of 
boots,  a  pair  of  pumps,  a  hat,  half  a  dozen  paint  of  gloves. 
Tts  asking  the  impossible ;  I  know  it.  But  what  is  a  literary 
life  but  a  periodical  recurrence  of  the  im[»ossibte  ?  Work  the 
mclc,  write  a  long  article,  or  play  some  small  sciuvy  trick, 
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and  I  will  hold  your  debt  as  fully  disclurged — this  U  all  I  i^l 
to  you.     It  is  a  debt  of  honor,  after  alt,  my  dear  fctlow,  ad  [ 
due  these  twelve  months ;  you  ought  lo  bliah  for  yoonelf  i 
you  had  any  blushes  left. 

"  Joking  apart,  my  dear  Loustcau,  I  am  in  serious  dtfio^  I 
ties,  35  you  may  judge  for  yourself  when  I  tell  you  thai  Hmu  ( 
de  Bargeton  has  married  Chftlelei,  and  ChAtelet  is  prcfcct  if 
Angouieme.  Tlie  precious  pair  can  do  a  goinl  deal  for  af  | 
brother-in-law;  he  is  in  hiding  at  this  momcni  on  acrouK^ 
thai  letter  ofexchange,  and  the  Itorrid  business  is  all  ny  doiat>  i 
So  it  is  a  t]uesiion  of  appearing  before  Mme.  la  PrtMIe  aadJ 
regaining  my  influence  ai  all  costs.  It  is  shocking,  is  U  nx,  ( 
that  David  Sichard's  fate  should  hang  ugwn  a  neat  pair  af  I 
shoes,  a  pair  of  open-worked  gray  silk  stockings  (mind  yn,  { 
remember  them),  and  a  new  hat  ?  I  shall  give  oat  that  1 1 
sick  and  ill,  and  take  to  my  bed,  like  Duvicquct,  tosaw  thrl 
trouble  of  replying  to  the  pressing  invitations  of  my  fclkw-[ 
townsmen.  My  fellow-townsmen,  dear  boy,  have  treated  xtt\ 
to  a  fine  jcrenade.  Afy  /ell^w-fcurnsmem,  forsooth  ;  I  bcfial 
to  wonder  how  many  fools  go  to  make  up  thai  word,  sinrtl 
I  learned  that  two  or  three  of  my  old  school-fellows 
up  the  capital  of  the  Angoumois  to  this  piilch  of  i  iilhialf  | 

"'If  you  could  contrive  to  slip  a  few  lines  as  to  my  i 
to  among  (he  news  items,  I  should  be  several  inchn  the  i 
for  it  here  ;  and,  beside,  I  should  mike  Mme.  la  Pr^fl^e  fed' 
that,  if  I  have  not  friends,  I  have  some  credit,  at  any  iiK< 
with  the  Parisian  press.  I  give  up  none  of  my  hopes,  anrff  j 
will  return  the  compliment.  If  you  want  a  good,  solid,  i^l 
staniial  article  for  some  magazine  or  other,  I  have  time  eiHa|bj 
now  (o  think  something  out.  I  only  say  the  word,  mydcvl 
friend  ;  I  count  upon  you  as  you  may  count  upon  mc,  aodlj 
am  yours  sincerely, 

"Lt;cieN  Dt  R. 

"P.  5.— Send  the  things  to  the  coach  office  to  wait  oMij 
called  for." 
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Lucicn  held  op  his  head  again,  [rt  this  mood  he  wrote  the 
I  letter,  aDd  as  nc  wrote  \\\s  thoughts  went  bsck  to  Puis.  He 
'  had  kpeni  six  days  iu  the  provinces,  and  the  uocvenlful  quiet* 
D«M  of  provincial  life  had  already  entered  into  his  soul ;  his 
miad  returned  to  those  dear  vl<l  miicrablc  days  with  a  vague 
sense  of  regret.  The  Comtc&sc  du  Ch&ielcl  filled  Wa  ihoughti 
(bi  a  wiioie  week ;  and  at  Usl  he  came  (o  attach  so  much 
importance  (o  his  reappearance  iliai  he  hurried  duwn  lo  the 
coach  office  in  L'Houmeau  after  nightfall  in  a  perfect  agony 
of  suipcnse,  hkc  a  woman  who  has  set  her  last  hopes  upon  a 
new  drcis  and  waits  in  dc&pair  unlit  it  arrives. 

"Ahl  lx*usl»u,  all  your  trcasoDS  are  forgiven,"  he  said 
lo  himself,  as  he  eyed  the  packages,  and  knew  from  the  shape 
of  them  that  everything  had  been  sent.  Inside  the  hat-box 
he  found  a  note  from  Lousteati : 

"  FuMiNt's  DaawiNc-KuoM. 
"  My  dear  Boy: — The  tailor  behaved  very  well ;  but  as 
thy  profoiiiid  retrospective  glance  led  Ihec  to  forebode,  the 
cravats,  the  hat,  and  the  silk  hoscn  perplexed  our  souls,  for 
there  was  nothing  in  our  purse  lo  be  jwrplexed  thereby.  As 
said  Bloiidet,  so  say  wc  ;  there  is  a  fortune  awaiting  the  cstab- 
Ushment  which  will  supply  young  men  with  inexpensive  arti- 
cles on  credit ;  for  when  we  do  not  pay  in  the  beginning,  we 
pay  dear  in  the  end.  And,  by-the-by,  did  not  the  great  Na- 
poleon, who  missed  a  voyage  to  the  Indies  for  want  uf  boots, 
■ay  thai.  '  IT  a  thing  is  easy,  it  is  never  done?'  So  every- 
thing went  wcll^-cxcept  the  boots.  I  beheld  a  vision  of  thee, 
folly  dressed,  but  without  a  hat  1  appareled  in  vests,  yet  slioe- 
le«  I  and  betiioughl  me  of  sending  a  pair  of  moccaitins  given 
to  Florine  as  a  curiosity  by  an  American.  Florine  offered  ihe 
huge  stim  of  forty  francs  that  we  might  try  our  luck  at  play 
for  you.  Kaihan,  Blondet,  and  t  had  such  luck  (as  we  were 
not  playing  for  ourselves)  that  we  were  rich  enough  to  ask 
La  Torpille,  des  Lupeaulx's  sometime  '  rat,'  to  supper.     Fras- 
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call  certainly  owed  us  thai  much.  Flurine  und«noofc  il« 
(hopping,  and  added  three  fine  shirtt  to  the  purchaser.  Niihit 
Bend&  you  a  cane.  Blondci,  who  won  three  hundred  frsno, 
is  seudiug  yuu  a  gold  cliaio  ;  and  the  gold  watch,  the  sue  of 
a  foity-franc  piece,  is  from  La  Torpillc ;  some  idiot  gave  ita 
thing  to  her,  and  it  will  not  go.  '  Trumpery  robbish.*  dv 
says,  'like  the  man  that  owned  it.'  Bixiuu,  who  cane  l> 
find  us  up  3t  the  Rocher  dc  Cancale,  wished  to  eoclasi  i 
boiilc  of  Portugal  water  id  the  piaclcagc.  Said  our  (Int  cobk 
man,  'If  this  can  make  him  happy,  let  him  have  lit' 
growling  it  oiil  in  a  deep  hass  voice  with  the  bourgeois  pcai* 
posity  that  he  can  act  to  the  life.  Which  things,  my  deK 
boy,  ought  to  prove  to  you  how  much  we  care  for  our  iriciidi 
in  adversity.  Florine,  whom  1  have  had  the  wcaknea  lo  fn- 
give,  brgs  you  to  send  us  au  article  on  Nailian's  last.  Foe 
thee  well,  my  son.  I  can  only  commiserate  yoa  on  Gndiig 
yourself  back  in  the  same  box  from  which  you  coiergcd  wba 
you  discovered  your  old  comrftde. 

**  finEMKE  L" 

"Poor  fellows  I  They  have  been  gambling  for  me."  aid 
Lucien;  he  was  quite  touched  by  the  letter.  K  wsft  of  tlv 
breeze  from  an  unhealthy  country,  from  the  land  when  oat 
has  suffortd  moil,  may  seem  lo  bring  the  odors  of  Pandnei 
aiul  in  a  dtiU  life  (here  is  an  indefinable  swcctneis  in  manoiia 
of  past  pain. 

Eve  was  struck  dumb  with  amaxeroent  when  her  brother 
came  down  in  hit  new  clothes.     She  did  no;  rccogniw  hin- 

"  Nuw  I  can  walk  out  in  Beautieti,"  be  ciicd  ;  "  they  shall 
not  say  it  of  me  that  I  came  back  in  ngs.  Look,  here  its 
watch  which  I  shall  return  lo  you,  for  It  is  miiK ;  mm).  tt( 
its  owner,  it  is  erratic  in  its  ways." 

'*  What  a  child  be  is !  "  exclaimed  Ere.  "  It  is  impoiiUt 
to  bear  you  any  grudge." 

"Then  do  you  imagine,  my  dear  gitl,  that  I  rbi  foTlId 
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rith  the  nlly  Uca  of  >tiinin|;  In  Angoul^c?  I  don't 
^re  tAa/  for  Ansoalbne  "  ((wirting  hia  cane  wiili  ihe  engraved 
knob).  "  I  EntcDil  to  npait  t\x  wrong  I  lutvc  done,  and 
iutay  \iaxtlt-vny." 
[  Lodcn'ft  ncceu  in  ihis  kind  was  hit  one  real  iriumiih  ;  but 
tnunipti,  Ik  it  Mid,  wm  immciuc,  If  admintiufl  Itwia 
pcoi'le't  tongtici,  envy  lnoacns  at  tcui  «s  nuiijr  ninrc, 
if  wootcn  \tni  ilietr  head*  over  l^icicn,  nten  aUiidcrcd 
hint).  He  latglit  have  cncd  in  the  word*  of  Ibc  *un|:-wrilci. 
••  I  thank  llncc,  my  coat !  "  He  left  two  card*  at  the  iircfc<:- 
lore  aad  aootbcf  upoa  Petit-Claud.  The  nest  day,  llic  day 
ot  the  banquet,  the  following  panifTsph  appeared  under  Uis 
bcadi&c  "  AofOQlbne"  in  the  t^aria  ncwspapera: 


"  ANCOVLkaiK. 

"The  return  of  the  author  of  ■  Tl»e  Archer  of  Charles  IX.' 
baa  been  the  algiial  for  an  ovation  which  docs  e<ii»l  Itoour 
to  the  town  and  to  M.  Ijxien  de  RubeTn|>rt.  the  yoilDf 
poet  who  hai  nuulc  to  bnllunt  a  beginning;  the  writer  of  the 
one  French  hnturicat  novel  not  written  in  the  nlyle  of  Scoit, 
Hid  of  a  preface  which  inar  t>e  rallH  j  literary  crcnt.  The 
town  halce«d  to  offer  him  a  |uirimi<:  banquet  on  hit  retnm. 
The  oaiiK  of  Ihe  recently  appointed  prefect  tt  tMOcUted  w^th 
the  poUie  demonftTatioa  in  honor  of  the  author  of  the 
'  Marnneritn.*  wbo*e  talent  iteeired  such  wann  encooTftge- 
■Bcnt  from  Mme.  du  ChAtelet  at  the  outset  of  bis  career." 

la  Fnmce,  when  once  the  impnhe  b  giveo,  nobody  can  stop. 
The  colonel  of  the  regiment  offered  to  put  hii  baod  at  the 
dtfpuad  of  the  cacnmitue.  The  landlord  of  the  Bell  (re- 
tkOWBcd  for  trafled  tvrkep,  dbpatched  in  the  moM  wonderful 
potc«UiD  Jars  to  the  Dttennou  pans  of  the  eairih'),  the  fainoas 
loR-keeper  of  L'tloatncai).  would  supply  the  rqiaat.  At  fivs 
o'clock  sotne  forty  prrtons,  all  in  dtaie  ood  festal  anay,  were 
BUed  tD  hb  Urgctt  ball,  decorated  with  h>0|;iagi,  cioum 
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of  laurel,  and  bouquets.    The  effect  was  superb.     A  ctoad 
of  on-lookers,  some  hundred  persons,  attracted  for  the 
pait  by  the  military  band  in  the  yard,  repfcKntcd  the  dta 
of  Angoulfime. 

Petii-Claud  went  to  the  wiodow.  "All  Angonltat  it 
bere,"  he  said,  looking  out. 

"I  can  make  nothing  of  this,"  remarked  little  ^Mtel  to 
his  wife  (they  hat'  come  out  to  heaj  the  baod  plajr).  "  VI17, 
the  prefect  and  the  receivct-gcnctal,  and  the  colonel  and  tbc 
superiutendent  of  the  powder  factory,  and  our  mayor  aad 
deputy,  and  the  headmaster  of  the  school,  and  the  naaafa 
of  the  foundry  at  Ruelle,  and  the  public  prawattor,  H. 
Milaud,  and  all  the  auihoriiies  have  just  gooe  in  I  " 

The  band  struck  up  as  they  mi  down  to  taUe  witb  tarik- 
tions  on  the  air  Viv<  It  roi,  vivt  la  France  (Long  live  tbe 
King,  long  live  France),  a  melody  which  has  never  fbnad 
popular  favor.  It  was  then  five  o'clock  in  the  evcau^ ;  U 
was  eight  o'clock  before  dessed  wak  served.  CoospknoB 
among  the  sixty-five  dishes  appeared  an  Olym|ntt  in  confcc- 
tionery,  surmounted  by  a  figure  of  France  mounted  in  cboa> 
late,  to  give  the  signal  for  toasts  and  speeches. 

"Gentlemen,"  called  the  prefect,  rbing  to  hia  fed,  "the 
King  I  the  rightful  ruler  of  France !  To  what  do  we  ovr  tk 
generation  of  poets  and  thinkers  who  maintain  the  sccpOx  of 
letters  in  the  hands  of  France,  if  not  to  the  peace  which  the 
Bourbons  have  restored " 

"  Long  live  the  King  1  "  cried  the  assembled  guests  (minn- 
lerialisis  predominated). 

The  venerable  headmaster  rose. 

"To  the  hero  of  the  day,"  he  said;  "to  the  young  pod 
who  combines  the  gift  of  the  pretatfur  (prodc  writer)  with  i1k 
charm  and  poetic  faculty  of  Petrarch  in  thai  »oaDct>fonn 
which  Boileau  declares  to  be  so  diffictilt." 

Chcert. 

The  colonel  rose  next.     "  GenlletucD,  to  llie  Royalist  1  fat 
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the  licro  of  this  evening  had  (h«  courage  to  fight  for  sotmd 
priiiciiJics  I  " 

"  Bravo !  "  cried  the  prcfecl.  leading  the  npplausc. 

Tlien  Petit'ClauiI  called  upon  all  Lucien's  school- fellows 
there  present.  "  To  the  pride  of  the  higli-Khool  of  Aiigou- 
Iftmel  to  the  venerable  headmwter  dear  to  us  all,  to  whom  the 
acItno«-lcdgme^t  for  some  part  of  our  triumph  it  (luu  ! " 

TIk  old  lieadmastct  dried  his  eyes ;  he  had  not  expected 
this  tua^t.  Lucjeti  rose  to  his  feet,  the  whole  room  was  sud- 
denly Jtilent,  ami  the  poet's  face  grew  white.  In  that  juuse 
the  old  headmaster  who  sat  on  his  left  crowned  him  with  a 
imirel  wreath.  A  round  of  applause  fono¥red,  and  wlien  Ln- 
cieit  spoke  it  was  with  tears  in  his  eyes  and  a  sob  in  his  throat. 

•'  He  is  drunk,"  remarked  the  attorncy-gcneral-dcsignate  to 
his  neighbor,  Petit-Claud. 

"  It  it  not  the  wine,"  returned  Petit-Claud. 

"  My  dear  fellow-countrymen,  my  dear  comrades,"  Lacien 
said  at  last,  "  I  could  wish  that  all  France  might  witness  this 
accne ;  for  thus  men  it&e  to  their  full  stature,  and  in  sucl)  ways 
ts  these  our  land  demantU  great  deetU  and  noble  work  of  us. 
And  when  I  think  of  the  little  that  I  h.ivedone,  and  of  this 
great  honor  shown  to  me  to-day,  I  can  only  feci  confused  ai>d 
impose  upon  the  future  the  task  of  justifying  your  reception 
of  me.  The  rceoltcclioo  of  this  moment  will  give  me  re- 
newed strength  for  etTons  to  come.  Permit  m«  to  indicate 
for  your  homage  ray  earliest  muse  and  |>roteclres(,  and  to  a»o- 
ciate  her  name  with  that  of  my  birthplace  ;  so— to  the  Com- 
icasc  du  Chatelct  and  the  noble  town  of  Angoul^mc  I  " 

"  He  came  out  of  that  pretty  well !  "  said  the  public  prose- 
cutor, nodding  approval;  "our  speeches  were  all  pregnared, 
and  hit  was  improvised." 

At  ten  o'clock  the  party  began  to  break  up,  and  little  knots 
of  guests  went  home  together.  David  Stchard  heard  the  nn- 
wonted  music. 

*'  What  is  going  on  in  L'Houtoeau  ?  "  he  ankcd  of  Basine. 
X 
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"  They  are  giring  a.  dinner  lo  your  brotber-tD-Uw,  Lh 
den " 

"I  know  that  he  would  feel  sorry  to  mbi  me  x.\yat,"  Mt 
said. 

At  midnight  Petit-Claud  walked  home  with  Lucien.  A> 
ihcy  reached  the  Place  tlu  Murier,  Lucien  said,  "  Come  life, 
come  death,  we  are  friends  rny  dear  fellow." 

"  My  marriage-contract,*'  said  the  Uwyer,  "  with  U«le- 
moisellc  Kran^oisc  de  la  Haye  will  be  signed  to-tnorrow  c 
Madame  de  Senonches'  house  j  do  me  the  {Measure  of  coaaii|. 
Madame  de  Sciionchei  implored  me  to  bring  you,  uid  you 
will  meet  Madame  du  ChAlelct;  tliey  are  sure  to  tell  berof 
your  speech,  and  sht  will  feel  flattered  by  it." 

"  1  knew  what  I  was  about,"  uid  Lucien. 

"Oht  you  will  save  David." 

"  I  am  sure  I  shall,"  ihe  poet  replied. 

Just  at  that  moment  David  appeared  as  if  by  RUgic  ra  llie 
Place  du  MOrier.  Tl)is  was  how  it  had  come  about.  He  fleh 
that  he  was  in  a  rather  difficult  pMitton  ;  his  wife  insisted  ihM 
Lucien  must  neither  go  lo  David  nor  know  of  his  hiding' 
place;  and  Lucien  all  the  while  was  writing  the  most  affec- 
tionate letters,  saying  that  in  a  few  days'  lime  all  shoold  bt 
set  right ;  and.  even  as  Batine  Clerget  explained  the  reason  whf 
the  band  played,  she  put  two  letlert  into  his  hands.  The  Snt 
was  from  Eve: 

"  Dearest,"  she  wrote,  "do  a*  if  Locien  were  not  heie; 
do  not  trouble  yourself  in  the  least;  our  whole  sectnity  de- 
pends upon  the  fact  that  your  enemies  cannot  find  yoa ;  pi 
that  idea  firmlv  into  your  dear  head.  I  have  more  cooSdMCt 
in  Kolb  and  Marion  .ind  Batine  than  in  my  own  brother; 
such  is  my  misfortune.  Alas  1  poor  Lucien  is  not  the  ingen- 
uoijs  and  teniler- hearted  poet  whom  we  used  to  know  ;  iwl  if 
is  simply  berause  lie  is  trying  to  interfere  on  your  behall^  awt 
because  he  imagines  that  he  can  discharge  our  debts  (and  lUt 
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from  pride,  my  David),  that  I  am  arraid  of  him.  Some  Sue 
clodKs  hive  been  sent  from  Paris  for  htm,  and  five  gold-pieca 
in  a  pretty  purse.  He  g^ve  the  moncj'  to  mc,  and  we  are 
living  on  il. 

"  We  have  one  enemy  the  less.  Your  &lher  has  gone, 
tbaolcs  to  Petit-Claud.  Pclic-Claud  unraveled  his  designs,  and 
put  an  end  (o  them  at  once  by  telling  him  thai  you  would  do 
nothing  without  consulting  liira,  and  that  he  (Peiit-Claud) 
would  not  allow  you  to  concede  a  single  |)oint  in  the  matter 
of  the  invention  until  you  had  been  promised  an  indemnity  of 
thirty  thousand  francs ;  Hftecn  thousand  to  free  you  from  cm- 
bariaj^incnt,  and  fifteen  thouund  more  to  be  yours  in  any 
case,  whether  your  invention  succeed*  or  not.  I  cannot  under- 
stand Peiii-Claud.  I  embrace  you,  dear,  a  wife'K  kirn  for  her 
liiulund  in  trouble.  Our  little  Lucien  is  well.  How  strange 
it  is  lo  watch  him  grow  rosy  and  strong,  like  a  flower,  in  these 
•tormydays  t  Mother  prays Ood  for  you  now,  as  always,  and 
aeadi  love  only  less  tender  than  mine.     Your  Evk." 

As  a  matter  of  fact.  Petit. Claud  and  the  Cointets  had  taken 
fright  at  old  Sichard's  peasant's  shrewdness,  and  got  rid  of 
hhn  so  much  the  more  easily  because  it  was  now  vintage-time 
at  Marsac.      Eve's  letter  enclosed  another  from  Lucien  ; 

"Mr  t>r.AK  Davio:— Everything  is  going  well.  I  am 
armed  (ap-'a-pie;  to-day  [  open  the  camjiaign,  and  in  forty- 
eight  hours  I  shall  have  made  great  progress.  How  glad  I 
shall  be  to  embrace  you  when  you  are  free  again  and  my 
debts  are  all  paid  !  My  mother  and  xinter  persist  In  mistrust- 
ing roe ;  their  suspicion  wounds  me  to  the  (jnirk.  As  if  I  did 
not  know  already  that  you  are  hiding  with  Ba«ine,  for  every 
lime  that  Basine  comes  to  the  house  [  hear  news  of  you  and 
receive  answers  to  my  letters ;  and,  beside,  it  is  plain  that  my 
sister  could  not  find  any  one  else  to  trust.  It  hurts  me  cruelly 
(o  think  that  \  shall  be  so  near  you  to-day,  and  yet  that  you 


301  tOST  ILLUSIONS. 

will  not  be  pment  at  this  banquet  in  my  honor.  I  ovr  w^ 
liiile  triumph  to  the  vainglory  of  Angoulimc  ;  in  a  few  din 
it  will  be  quite  forgotten,  and  you  alone  would  hsve  taken  i 
real  pleasure  in  it.  Bui,  after  all,  in  a  little  while  you  will 
futrdon  everything  to  one  who  counij  it  more  than  all  the 
triumphs  in  the  world  to  be  your  brother,  Luaui.*' 

Two  forces  tugged  sharply  at  D.ivi<rK  heart ;  he  adored  hii 
wife;  and  if  he  held  I.uden  in  lomewhai  less  esteem,  tils 
rriendship  was  scarcely  diminished.  In  sotilude  our  (irelinp 
have  unrestricted  play ;  and  a  man  preocnipicd  like  Dind, 
w-iih  all-absorbing  thoughts,  will  give  way  to  inpabes  for 
which  ordinary  life  would  have  provided  a  sufficient  coostEf- 
poise.  As  he  read  Lucien's  letter  to  the  socind  of  miliury 
music,  and  heard  of  this  unloolted-for  rccogniiion,  he  « 
deeply  touched  by  that  expretaion  of  regret.  He  had  known 
how  it  would  be.  A  very  slight  eipres^on  of  feeling  appeals 
irresistibly  to  a  sensitive  soul,  for  they  arc  apt  lo  credit  otbeB 
with  like  depths.  How  should  the  drop  Call  anleaa  ibe  rap 
were  full  to  the  brim  ? 

So  at  midnight,  in  spile  of  all  Rasine's  entreaties,  Dstid 
must  go  lo  see  I.ucien. 

"  Nobody  will  be  out  in  ihc  streets  at  this  time  of  ntght," 
lie  said;  "  I  shall  not  be  seen,  and  they  cannot  arresi  bw. 
Even  if  I  should  meet  people,  I  can  make  use  of  Kolb's  wtjr 
of  going  into  hiding.  .\nd,  Ijcside,  it  is  so  intolerably  loaf 
since  I  saw  my  wife  and  child. " 

The  reasoning  was  plausible  enough  ;  ftwtne  gave  way,  a«! 
David  went.  Pel  it-Claud  was  just  taking  leave  as  he  nax 
lip,  and  at  his  cry  of  "tuden/"  (he  two  brothers  flung  their 
arms  about  each  other  with  tears  in  their  eyes. 

Life  holds  not  many  moments  such  as  these.  LocicAH 
heart  went  out  in  response  to  this  friendthip  for  its  own  ake 
There  w.i*  never  question  of  debtor  and  crediior  bei«wii 
(hem,  and  the  offender  met  with  no  reproachct  save  hia  vm- 
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David,  generoiu  and  noble  that  he  wa»,  he  wag  longing  to 
b«tow  pardon;  he  meant  fint  of  all  to  read  LucicD  a  lecture, 
and  scatter  the  clouds  that  overspread  the  love  of  the  brother 
and  sblcr;  and  with  ihcK  ends  in  view,  the  IjlIc  ut'  money 
and  its  consequent  dangers  disappeared  entirely  from  liis  mind. 

"  Go  liome,"  jaid  Petit-Claud,  oddreising  his  client ;  "  lake 
advantage  of  )'our  imprudence  to  see  your  wife  and  child 
again,  at  any  raiej  and  you  must  not  be  seen,  mind  you  I 
Huw  uuludty  I  "  he  added,  when  he  was  alone  in  the  Place 
du  Mflrier.     "  If  only  Ctriiel  were  here " 

Tlie  buildings  magiiiloiiiienily  styled  the  AngoulCme  Law 
Courts  were  then  in  process  of  construction.  Petit-Claud 
muttered  these  words  to  hinvself  as  he  piuacd  by  tlie  hoardings, 
and  beard  a  tap  ii|K)n  the  boards  and  a  voice  issuing  from  a 
crBck  between  two  planks — 

•'  Here  I  am,"  said  C6riicl ;  "  I  saw  David  coming  out  of 
L'Houmeau.  I  wax  beginning  to  have  my  sutpicioni  about 
h\%  retreat,  and  now  I  am  sure ;  and  I  know  where  to  have 
him.  But  I  want  to  know  something  of  Lucien's  plans  before 
I  set  the  snare  for  David  ;  and  here  are  you  sending  him  into 
(he  house  !  Find  some  excuse  for  stopping  here,  at  least,  and 
when  lUvid  and  Lucien  come  out,  send  them  around  thb 
way;  they  will  think  they  are  quite  alone,  and  I  shall  over- 
hear itieir  good-by." 

'■  Vou  arc  a  very  devil,"  muttered  Petit-Claud. 

"  Well,  I'm  blessed  if  a  man  wouldn't  do  anything  for  the 
thing  you  promised  me." 

Petit-Claud  walked  away  from  the  hoarding,  and  paced  up 
and  down  in  the  Place  du  Murier ;  he  watched  the  windows 
of  the  room  where  the  family  ai  together,  and  thought  of  hla 
own  pnxtpects  to  keep  up  his  courage.  Ciriaet's  cleverness 
bad  given  him  the  chance  of  striking  the  final  blow.  Petit- 
Claud  was  a  double-dealer  of  the  profoundly  cautiois  stamp 
that  is  never  caught  by  the  bait  of  a  present  satisfaction,  nor 
entangled  by  a  personal  attachment,  alter  his  first  initiation 
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into  the  strategy  of  self-seeking  and  the  insubitity  of  the  ba- 
nian heart.  So,  from  llic  very  firtl  he  had  put  little  mat  ii 
Cointci.  lie  forc&Aw  thai  hi%  marriage  iiefiotiatiom  toigfal 
very  easily  be  broken  off,  Mw  also  that  iu  ibat  case  he  codd 
not  accuse  Coiniel  of  bad  fdiih,  and  he  had  ukcn  his  tneanm 
accordingly.  But  since  hiit  &ucce»  u  (he  HAicl  de  Bargetoo, 
Pciil-Claud's  game  was  above-board.  A  ccitain  under-iilol  of 
his  was  useless  now,  and  even  dangerous  to  a  man  with  Ui 
political  ambitions.  He  had  laitl  the  foundations  of  his  iwnt 
importance  in  the  following  manner: 

Ganncrac  and  a  few  of  the  wealthy  men  of  braines 
L'Houmeati  formed  a  sort  of  Liberal  cliqtte  in  constant  eo» 
municaiion  (through  commercial  channels)  with  the  leaden 
of  the  Opposition.  The  Villilc  ministry,  accepted  by  ilie 
dying  Louis  XVIIL,  gave  the  signal  for  a  change  of  tactics  in 
the  Opposition  camp;  for  since  the  death  of  Napoleoa  ite 
Liberals  had  ceased  to  resort  to  the  dangerous  expedient  of 
conspiracy.  They  were  busy  organizing  resistance  by  b«tU 
means  throughout  the  provinces,  and  aiming  at  securing  ooo- 
irol  of  the  great  bulk  of  electors  by  convincing  the  tnaaa. 
Petit-Claud,  a  rabid  Liberal,  and  a  man  of  L'Hoaneaa.  «■ 
the  instigator,  the  secret  counselor,  and  the  very  life  of  iMi 
movement  in  the  lower  town,  which  groaned  under  ihc 
tyranny  of  the  aristocrats  at  the  upper  end.  He  was  the  fitH 
to  see  the  danger  of  leaving  the  whole  pres  of  the  departmenl 
in  the  control  of  the  Cointets ;  the  Opposition  must  have  hs 
organ  ;  it  would  not  do  to  be  behind  other  cities. 

"If  each  one  of  us  gives  Gannerac  a  bill  for  five  httDdrcd 
francs  he  would  have  some  twenty  thousand  francs  and  more; 
we  might  buy  up  S^hard's  priniin;;-ofRce,  and  we  could  do 
a\  we  liked  with  the  master  printer  if  we  lent  him  Ihe  ca|Htal," 
Petit-Claud  had  said. 

Others  had  taken  up  the  idea,  and  in  this  way  Pctii-Cli^ 
str-rngtlicned  his  position  with  regard  to  D.ivid  on  the  -■" 
»dc  and  tlie  Cointets  on  the  other.     Casting  about  him  far  a 


lie 


\ 


LOST  ILLUSIONS, 

tool  for  his  p*rty,  he  naiuntlly  thought  that  a  rogue  of  Orizel'a 
calibre  wnu  the  very  man  fur  ihc  \i\it\ia>x. 

"  If  you  can  find  SAcliard's  hiditif^'pbceand  put  him  in  our 
hands,  tomclxxly  will  lend  you  twenty  ihouunil  francs  to  buy 
tits  business,  and  very  likely  there  will  be  a  newspaper  to  print. 
So,  set  about  it,"  he  had  said. 

P«ttt-CUiid  put  more  filth  in  Orizet's  activity  than  in  all 
the  Dnublons  in  existence  ;  and  then  it  was  that  he  promised 
Coiniet  that  S^hard  shoiiUI  be  .irrcsied.  Dut  now  that  the 
little  lawyer  <:rierishcd  hopes  of  office  he  ^aw  that  he  muM  turn 
his  back  upon  the  Liberals;  and,  meanwhile,  the  amount  for 
the  printing-office  hod  lietn  sublet i bed  in  L'Hounieau.  Petit* 
Claad  decided  to  allow  things  to  take  their  nalutjl  conrte. 

"  Pouh  1 "  he  thought,  "  Oriiei  will  get  into  trouble  with 
his  paper,  and  give  me  an  opportunity  of  displaying  my 
talents." 

He  walked  up  to  the  door  of  the  prtnitng-office  and  spoke 
to  Kolb  the  sentinel.  "  Go  up  and  warn  David  that  he  had 
better  go  now."  he  said,  "  and  take  every  precamioo.  I  am 
going  home ;  it  is  one  o'clock." 

Marion  came  to  take  Kotb's  place.  Lucien  and  David 
came  down  together  and  went  out,  Kolb  a  hundred  paces 
■head  of  them,  and  Marion  at  the  same  distance  behind. 
The  two  friends  walked  past  the  boarding,  Lucien  talking 
eagerly  the  while. 

"My  plan  it  emremely  timple.  David  ;  but  how  could  I 
tell  you  about  it  while  Eve  was  there?  She  would  never 
nndentand.  I  am  quite  sure  that  at  the  bottom  of  Louiie's 
heart  there  is  a  feeling  that  I  can  rouse,  and  1  should  like  to 
awaken  it  if  it  is  only  lo  avenge  myself  upon  that  i<lint  the 
prefect.  If  our  love  affair  only  lasU  for  a  vreek,  I  will  con- 
trive to  send  an  application  through  her  for  a  siibveniion  of 
twenty  thousand  francs  for  you.  I  am  going  to  «ee  her  again 
tO-iBorrow  in  thi*  lif  lie  bourfoir  wherr  o<ir  oM  affair  of  tlic  heart 
begaa ;  Petit-Claud  says  that  the  rooio  is  the  same  as  ever;  I 
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shall  plajr  mj  part  in  the  comedy  ;  and  I  will  und  word 
Untitle  to-morraw  iiioniini;  to  Icll  you  wltcitier  the  actor  wn 
hissed.  You  may  be  at  libeity  by  ihen,  who  knows?  No* 
do  you  understand  how  it  wu  that  I  wanted  clothes  tnm 
Paris?    One  cannot  act  the  lover's  part  in  rags." 

At  »x  o'clock  that  morning  Cirizcl  went  to  Petit-Claud. 

"  Doublon  can  be  ready  to  take  hii  matt  co-monow  at 
noon,  I  will  answer  for  it,"  he  uid  ;  "  I  know  one  of  Matfe- 
rooUclle  Clurgct's  girls,  do  yoa  understand?"  C^riaet 
folded  his  plan,  and  Petit-Claud  hurried  to  AtiU  Cointet. 

"  If  Monsieur  Francis  du  Mautoy  will  seiilc  his  property 
Fran^iiie,  you  sluU  sign  a  deed  of  partnership  with 
in  (wo  days.  I  shall  not  be  martivd  for  a  week  after  the  coe- 
tract  is  signed,  so  wc  shall  both  be  within  ih«  terms  of  oor 
little  agreement,  tii-for-U(.  To-night,  however,  we  aam 
keep  a  close  watch  over  Lucicn  and  the  Countess  dn  CMtekt, 
for  the  whole  busine»  lies  in  that.  If  Lucicn  b<4>es  to 
succeed  through  the  Countess'  influence,  1  have  David  vk 
and ■' 

"  You  will  be  keeper  of  the  leab  yet,  it  is  my  belief," 
Cointet. 

"  And  why  not  ?    No  one  objects  to  Honstetir  6b  IV; 
net,"  said  Peiii-Claud.     He  had  not  altogether  aloaghcd 
skin  of  Liberalism. 

Mile.  <le  la  Haye's  nmbigaous  position  brought  dkmi  of  r 
upper  town  to  the  signing  of  the  marriage-con  tract, 
comparative  poverty  of  the  young  couple  and  the 
a  portion  quickened  the  interest  that  people  love  to 
for  it  is  with  benelicence  as  with  ovations,  we  ))fefcr  the 
ofclurity  which  gratify  self-love.  The  Marquise  d«  Pi meniel. 
the  Comtene  du  CliAtelct.  M.  de  ScnondKS.  and  one  or  two 
frequenters  of  the  house  had  given  Francoisc  a  tew  wedd^of 
presents,  which  nude  great  talk  in  the  city.  That  pnaf 
trifle;,  tocethcr  wiih  the  trousseau  which  Ziphirine  had  beta 
preparing  for  the  past  twelve  months,  the  godfather's  jewefab 
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and  llie  usual  wedding  gifit,  consoled  Franfoise  and  roused 

It    the  curiosity  or  some  mothers  of  daughters. 

I  Pclit-Claud  ;in<l  Cointct  had  both  remarked  that  their  prw- 
eocc  in  the  Angoulcme  Olympus  was  eitdurcd  rather  than 
courted.  Coinict  was  Frati^oi^'s  cm&tee  and  <iuasi-guardian ; 
and  if  Petit-Claud  wajs  \o  i.igii  the  roniruiji,  Pciit-Cland't  pres- 
ence was  as  nccewary  a*  the  atlendancc  of  the  man  to  be 
hanged  at  an  execution ;  but  though,  once  married,  Mme. 
IVtit-Claud  might  keep  her  right  of  entry  to  her  godmother's 
liousc,  Petit-Claud  forciair  some  diSituliy  on  hit  own  account, 
and  resolved  to  be  beforehand  with  these  haughty  personages. 
He  felt  aUunied  of  his  parents.  lie  h.id  sent  his  mother 
lo  stay  at  Manslci  now  he  begged  her  to  say  that  she  was 
out  of  health  and  to  give  her  consent  in  writing.  So  humili- 
atini  was  it  to  be  without  relations,  protectors,  or  witnesses  to 
his  signature,  that  Peiit-CUud  thought  himself  in  luck  that 
he  could  bring  a  presentable  friend  at  the  Countess'  request. 
He  called  to  uke  up  Lucien  and  they  drove  to  the  H6le1  dc 
Bnrgeton. 

On  tliat  memorable  evening  the  poet  dreued  looutihine 
every  man  present.  Mme.  de  Senonches  had  spoken  of  him 
as  the  hero  of  the  hour,  and  a  first  interview  between  two 
estranged  lovers  i»  the  kind  of  scene  that  provincials  particu- 
larly love.  I.ucien  had  come  to  be  the  lion  of  the  evening ; 
he  was  said  to  be  so  handsome,  so  much  changed,  so  wonder- 
fill,  that  every  well-born  woman  in  AiigoulCme  was  curious  to 
see  him  again.  Following  the  fashion  of  the  transition  period 
between  the  eighteenth  century  small-clothes  and  the  vulgar 
coatume  of  the  present  day,  he  wore  tight>fiiling  black  lroi»- 
ers.  Men  still  showed  their  figures  in  tho).e  days,  to  the  utter 
despair  of  lean,  clumsily  made  mortals;  and  Lucien  was  an 
Apollo.  The  open-work,  gray  silk  stockings,  the  neat  shoes, 
and  the  black  satin  vest  were  scnipulously  drawn  m-er  his 
person,  and  seemed  to  cling  to  him.  His  forehead  looked 
ibe  whiter  by  contrast  with  the  thick,  bright  curb  that  rose 
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•Iwvc  it  with  studied  grace.  The  prwul  eyes  were  raHiiM. 
The  handf,  small  ;is  a  woman's,  never  showed  to  better  adtw- 
lagc  than  when  gloved.  He  had  modeled  himself  upon  ^ 
Manay,  Ihe  famous  ParisijiD  dandy,  holding  his  hxt  and  ox 
in  one  hand,  and  keeping  the  other  free  for  the  very  oa>- 
sional  gestures  which  illusttated  his  Ulk. 

Lucicn  had  quite  intended  to  emulate  the  famonB  U> 
modesty  of  those  who  bend  their  heads  to  pass  bcocalhllc 
Pocle  Sainl-Denis.  and  to  slip  unobserved  into  the  tMxs; 
but  Pctit>Claud,  having  but  one  friend,  made  him  xeefai. 
He  brought  Lucien  ulmoit  pompously  ihrocgh  a  crowdrd 
room  to  Mme.  de  Senonches.  The  poet  heaid  a  tnorainr  « 
he  paned  ;  not  so  very  long  ago  that  hum  of  voices  woold 
have  turned  his  head;  lo^ay  he  was  quite  indtSerctU;  Iv 
did  not  doubt  but  that  he  himself  «m  greater  than  the  Khole 
Olympus  put  together. 

"Madame,"  he  said,  addressing  Mme.  de  Senonchet,  "I 
have  already  congratulated  my  friend  Petit-Claud  (a  mu 
with  the  siuff  in  him  of  which  kecpen  of  the  seals  are  maik) 
on  the  honor  of  his  approaching  connection  with  yoo,  jJigki 

a»  are  the  tics  between  godmother  and  goddaughter " 

(this  with  the  air  of  a  man  uttering  an  epigram,  by  no  toean 
tost  upon  any  woman  io  the  room,  for  every  woman  was  lii- 
tening,  without  appearing  lo  do  so).  "  .\nA  for  mjiclf,"  he 
continui-d,  "  1  am  delii{lued  to  have  the  opporliinity  of  layiac 
my  homage  to  you." 

He  spoke  easily  and  fluently,  as  some  great  lord  migto 
spcalc  under  the  roof  of  his  inferiors;  and,  as  he  listened  to 
Z^hirine's  involved  reply,  he  cast  a  glance  over  the  roon  ttt 
consider  the  i-fTccl  that  he  wished  lo  make.  The  ptune  g3*« 
him  time  to  dixcover  Francis  do  Hautoy  and  the  prrfeci ;  la 
bow  grarefully  to  each  with  the  proper  si  .idc  of  diSrmxe  ia 
his  smile ;  and,  linaliy,  to  approach  Mme.  du  Ch&ietei  as  if 
he  had  just  caught  sight  of  her.  That  meeting  was  the  nal 
event  of  the  evening.     No  one  ao  iniicb  ■•  thought  of  tht 
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■urrijge-con tract  lying  in  the  adjoining  bedroom,  whither 
Fran^isc  and  the  notary  led  guest  after  guest  to  sign  the  doc- 
ument. Lucien  made  a  itcp  toward  Louise  de  NigrepelisK, 
and  then  spoke  with  that  ^tamt  of  manner  now  usocialed,  Jbr 
ber,  with  memories  of  ParLi. 

"  Do  I  owe  to  you,  madame,  the  pleasure  of  an  inviia- 
lion  to  dine  at  the  prefecture  the  day  after  to-morrow  ?  "  he 
Bkid. 

"You  owe  it  solely  to  your  fame,  monsieur,"  LoDise 
answered  drily,  «omew)iat  taken  aback  by  the  turn  of  a 
phrase  by  which  Lucien  deliberately  tried  to  wound  lier 
pride. 

"Ah  I  Madame  In  Comtesse,  I  cannot  bring  you  the  guest 
if  the  man  is  in  disgrace,"  said  Lucien,  with  a  perceptible 
Bignificance  in  his  coxcomb  manners,  and,  without  waiting 
for  an  answer,  he  turned  and  greeted  the  bishop  with  stately 
grace. 

"Your  lordship's  prophecy  has  been  partially  fulfilled," 
he  said,  and  there  was  a  winning  charm  in  his  tones;  "I 
will  endeavor  to  fulfill  it  to  the  letter.  I  consider  myself 
very  fortunate  since  this  evening  brings  me  an  opportunity  of 
paying  my  respects  to  you." 

Lucien  drew  the  bishop  into  a  convemlion  that  lasted  for 
ten  minutes.  The  women  looked  on  l.urien  as  a  phenomenon. 
His  nnexpecterl  insolence  had  struck  Mme.  du  ChlLielet  dumb; 
she  could  not  RtkI  an  answer.  looking  round  the  room  slic 
saw  that  every  woman  admired  Ijicien ;  she  watched  group 
after  group  repeating  the  phrases  by  which  Lucien  crushed 
hcT  with  seeming  disdain,  and  her  heart  contracted  with  a 
•posm  of  mortification. 

"Suppose  that  he  should  not  come  to  the  prefecture  after 
this,  what  talk  there  would  be  !  "  she  thought.  "  Where  did 
he  lean*  hi*  pride?  Can  Mademoiselle  des  Touches  have 
taken  a  fancy  for  him  ?  He  is  so  handsome.  Tlicy  say  that 
fhe  huiricd  to  see  lum  in  Paris  the  day  after  that  actress  di^ 
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Perhaps  he  has  come  lo  the  rescue  of  hU  brother- in-Uw,  nA 
happened  lo  be  behind  our  cal^fae  at  Mansle  by  Madeat 
Lucicn  looked  at  us  very  strangely  that  oiorning." 

A  crowd  of  thoughts  crossed  Louiie's  brain  and,  unluckily 
for  her,  she  continued  to  ponder  vitibly  as  she  watched  L>- 
cien.  He  was  talking  with  the  bishop  as  if  he  were  ihe  kiiif 
of  the  room  ;  making  no  cITort  to  find  any  one  out,  wahJBg 
till  others  came  to  him,  looking  round  about  him  with  niy- 
ing  expression,  and  as  much  at  hii  ease  xs  his  model  de  Ktr- 
aay.  M.  de  Senonches  appeared  at  no  great  distance,  but 
Lucien  still  stood  beside  the  prelate. 

At  the  end  of  ten  minutes  Louise  could  contain  henelf  w 
longer.     She  rose  and  went  over  to  the  bishop,  and  aald — 

"What  is  being  said,  my  lord,  that  you  smile  so  often?" 

Lucien  drew  baik  discreetly,  and  left  Mtue.  du  ChAtcltt 
with  his  liirdship. 

"Ah  !  Madame  la  Coratesse,  what  a  clerer  young  fellow 
he  is  1  He  was  explaining  lo  me  that  be  owed  all  tlut  be  u 
to  you " 

"/  am  not  ungrateful,  madame,"  said  Lucien,  with  •  it- 
proachful  glance  that  cbnmied  the  Countess. 

"  I^[  us  have  an  undcrslanding,"  she  said,  beckoning  him 
with  her  fan.  "  Come  into  Ihe  boudoir.  My  lord  biibofi, 
you  xhall  judge  between  U9." 

■■  She  hail  found  a  funny  task  for  hb  lordship,"  said  one  of 
the  Chandour  camp,  andibty. 

"Judge  bclween  us !  "  repeated  I^icien,  looking  from  Ihe 
prclale  lo  the  lady  ;  "  then,  is  one  of  us  in  fauli  ?  " 

Louise  de  Nfgrepelisse  snt  down  on  Ihe  sofa  in  the  familiar 
boudoir.  She  nuule  ihe  bishop  sit  on  one  side  and  Locwo 
on  the  other,  then  she  began  to  speak.  But  Liicicn,  to  the 
joy  and  surprise  of  his  old  love,  honored  her  with  inaltenlion ; 
fcer  words  fell  unheeded  on  hit  care;  he  xat  like  Pasta  ta 
"Tancredi."  with  llie  words  "O  patrial"  upon  her  Ii[». 
Uie  music  of  ihe  great  cavaiina  Dell  Rino  might  have  pase<i 
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into  his  face.  Indeed,  Coralic's  pupil  had  connived  to  bring 
the  icars  to  hia  eyes. 

"  Oh  !  LouUe,  how  I  lovtd  you  !  "  he  murmured,  careless 
of  the  bithop'i  presence,  heedless  of  the  conversation,  u  soon 
as  be  knew  (hat  ibe  Counter  had  seen  the  tears. 

"  Dry  your  eyes,  or  you  will  niin  mc  licrc  a  second  lime,*' 
■he  said  in  an  aside  that  horrified  the  prelate. 

"And  once  i« enough,"  was  Lucien'c  quick  retort.  "That 
speech  from  Madame  d'E^pard's  cou&in  would  dry  the  vyt* 
of  a  weeping  Magdalen.  Oh,  aic  I  for  a  liiile  moment  old 
mcraoricsi  and  lost  illusions,  and  my  twentieth  year  came 
Wck  to  me,  and  you  have-^^" 

His  lordship  hastily  retreated  to  the  drawing-room  at  thb; 
it  seemed  to  him  that  his  dignity  wu  like  to  be  compromised 
by  this  sentimental  pair.  Every  one  osl  cii  tali  out  ly  refrained 
from  inicnupiing  them,  and  a  quarter  of  on  hour  went  by; 
till  at  last  Sixte  du  Cliatelet,  vexed  by  the  laughter  and  talk, 
and  excureioni  to  the  lioudoir  door,  went  in  with  a  coiinte- 
nanee  distinctly  overclouded,  and  found  lx>ui»e  and  Lucica 
talking  excitedly. 

"  Madame,"  said  Sixie  in  his  wife's  ear,  "  you  know  An- 
goulCme  bciier  than  I  do,  and  surely  you  should  think  of  your 
podiiioD  as  Madame  la  Pr<^f<±ic  and  of  the  Government  ?  " 

"  My  dear,"  said  Louise,  scanning  her  responsible  editor 
with  a  haughtiness  that  made  him  quake,  "  I  am  talking  with 
Monsieur  de  Rubempr6  of  matters  which  interest  you.  It  is 
a  question  of  rescuing  an  inventor  about  to  fall  a  victim  to 
the  basest  machinations;  you  will  help  us.  As  to  those 
ladies  yonder,  and  their  opinion  of  me,  you  shall  see  how  I 
will  freeze  the  venom  of  their  tongues." 

She  came  out  of  the  boudoir  on  Lucien's  arm,  and  drew 
him  across  to  sign  the  contract  with  a  great  lady's  audacity. 

**  Write  your  name  after  mine,"  she  said,  handing  him  the 
pen.  And  Lucien  submissively  signed  in  the  place  indicated 
beneath  lier  name. 
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"  Monsieur  de  Senoucli«,  would  you  have  recognised  Moo- 
sieur  du  Kubcmpr^  f  "  she  contiuued,  and  (he  iD^eiit  spom- 
man  was  compelled  to  greet  Lucien. 

She  returned  lo  the  drawiiig-ioom  on  Locien's  mii,ud 
seated  him  on  the  awe-inspiring  teutral  sofa  between  licndf 
and  Ziphirinc.  There,  enthroned  like  a  queen,  she  hegu, 
at  firtt  in  a  low  voice,  a  convenaiion  in  which  epigma  cf>- 
dently  was  not  wanting.  Some  of  her  old  friends,  and  •evml 
women  who  paid  court  to  her,  came  lo  join  the  group,  and 
Lucien  soon  became  the  hero  of  the  circle.  The  Couwoi 
drew  him  out  on  ihc  subject  of  life  in  Paris ;  his  satirical  talk 
Sowed  with  spontaiieous  and  incredible  spirit ;  be  told  anec- 
dotes of  celebrities,  those  conversational  luxuries  wbicb  ibc 
provincial  devours  with  such  avidity.  His  wit  wu  a%  aucb 
admired  as  his  good  looks.  And  Mine.  U  Comieuc  Sixie  du 
Ch&telel,  preparing  Lucien'i  triumph  so  patientljr,  su  Ufce  a 
player  enraptured  with  the  sound  of  his  inMrument ;  she  gate 
him  opportunities  for  a  reply;  she  looked  around  tlw  rtrrtt 
for  applause  so  openly  that  not  a  few  of  the  wunwn  began  m 
think  that  their  return  together  was  something  more  than  a 
coincidence,  and  that  Lucien  and  Louise,  loving  with  all  ibctr 
hearts,  had  been  sejurated  by  a  double  treason.  Piqtte,  wry 
likely,  had  brought  about  Ibis  ill-starred  match  with  CbbdcL 
And  a  re-iclion  set  in  againttt  the  prefect. 

Before  the  Countess  rose  to  go  at  one  o'clock  in  the  own- 
ing, she  turned  to  Lucien  and  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  Do  at 
the  pleastire  of  coming  punctually  to-ntorrow  evcnini." 
Then,  with  the  friendliest  little  nod,  she  went,  saying  a  fr« 
words  to  ChStclct,  who  was  looking  for  his  bat. 

"  If  Madame  du  ChAtelet  hai  given  me  a  correct  idea  of 
the  state  of  nfF-iin^,  count  on  me,  my  dcur  Lucien."  salil  the 
prefect,  preparing  lo  hurry  after  his  wife.  She  was  (oiB| 
away  without  him,  after  the  Paris  fashion.  "  Your  brocher 
in-law  may  consider  that  his  troubles  are  at  an  end,"  be  added 
as  he  went. 
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r        "Monsieur  le  Comle  surely  owes  me  to  much,"  tmiled 
Lucien. 

Cointet  and  Peiit-Claud  heard  Ihete  farewell  SfxechM  with 
consiernalion. 

"  Well,  well,  we  arc  done  for  now,"  Cointet  muttered  in 
his  confederate's  ear.  Pctii-Claud,  ihundctstnick  by  Lucien's 
succc&s,  amazed  by  hia  brilliant  wil  and  varying  charm,  was 
gazing  at  Fran^oiiC  dc  U  Hayc  ;  the  girl's  whole  face  was  full 
of  admiration  for  Lucien.  *'  Be  like  your  friend,'*  she  seemed 
to  uy  to  her  betrothed.  A  gleam  of  joy  flitted  over  Petit* 
Claud'sroiintcnance. 

"  We  have  slill  a  whole  day  before  the  prefect's  dinner ;  I 
will  answer  for  everything." 

An  hour  later,  as  Petii-CIaud  and  Lucien  walked  home 
together,  Lurten  Inlked  of  his  swieis.  "  Well,  my  dear 
rdlow,  1  came,  I  mw,  I  ronqucred!  Sichnrd  will  be  very 
hai>py  in  »  few  hours'  time." 

"JuU  what  I  wanted  to  know,"  thought  Peiit-C'laud. 
Aloud  he  uid— "  1  thought  you  were  simply  a  ]>oet,  Lucien, 
but  you  arc  a  I,auzun  loo,  that  is  to  say — twice  a  poel,"  and 
ihey  shook  hands — for  the  last  time,  as  it  proved. 

"  Good  news,  dear  Eve,"  said  Lucien.  waking  his  atster, 
"  David  will  have  no  debts  in  less  than  a  month  I " 

•'How  is  that?" 

"  Well,  my  Ix'uise  is  still  hidden  by  Madame  du  Chltclet's 
petticoat.  She  loves  me  more  than  ever;  she  will  send  a 
fiivorable  report  of  oordiscovery  to  the  Minister  of  the  Inte- 
rior through  her  husband.  So  we  have  only  to  endure  our 
troubles  for  one  month,  while  I  avenge  myself  on  the  prefect 
and  complete  llic  happiness  of  his  married  life.** 
I  Eve  listened  and  thought  that  she  must  be  dreaming. 
'  *'  1  saw  the  little  gray  drawing-room  where  1  trembled  like 

a  child  two  years  ago ;  it  seemed  as  if  scales  fell  from  my  eyes 
when  I  saw  the  furniture  and  the  pictures  and  the  faces  again. 
How  Paris  changes  one's  ideas  I  " 
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"Is  that  a  good  thing ?">xked  Eve,  at  lut  begianiDg  te 
understand. 

"  Come,  come ;  you  are  sitll  asleep.  We  will  talk  aboat  n 
to-moFTow  aficr  breakfisi." 

C^rizel's  plot  waj  exceedingly  simple,  a  commonpbct 
siracagem  familiar  to  the  provincial  bailiff.  Its  succes  cDitnlT 
depends  tijion  circumstances,  and  in  this  case  it  was  ceitais, 
so  intimate  was  C6rize('s  knowledge  of  the  cbar3cirr&  ai 
hopes  of  those  concerned.  C^rizet  had  been  a  kind  of  Doa 
Juan  amon^  ihc  young  workgirls,  ruling  his  viciins  by  pbytif 
off  one  against  another.  Since  he  had  been  the  Cobtets' 
extra  foreman,  lie  had  singled  out  one  of  Basinc  Clergei's  as- 
sistants, a  girl  almnst  as  handsome  as  Mme.  S£clianl.  H(»> 
rielte  Slgnol's  parents  owned  a  small  vineyard  iwo  Icagacsoai 
of  AngotilCme,  on  the  road  to  Sainte*.  The  SignoU,  like 
everybody  else  in  the  country,  could  not  afford  to  keep  ibcii 
only  child  at  home ;  so  they  meant  Ivcr  to  go  out  to  scnkr, 
in  country  phrase.  The  art  of  clear-starching  is  a  part  of 
every  country  housemaid's  training ;  and  so  great  was  Mac. 
Prieur's  reputation  thai  the  SignoU  sent  Hcnrietle  to  hef  » 
apprentice  -ind  psid  for  their  daughter's  board  and  lodging. 

Mme.  P'ieur  was  one  of  the  old.fiu^liioned  mistresses,  «te 
consider  that  they  fill  a  jutrenu'  place  toward  their  appmt- 
tices.  They  were  a  part  of  (he  bmily  ;  she  look  them  vilk 
her  to  church  and  looked  scrupulously  after  them.  Henrieitt 
Signot  VI3AA  tall,  line-looking  girt,  with  bold  eyes,  aod  kag, 
thick,  dark  hair,  and  the  pale,  very  fair  eomplexiort  of  gitb 
in  the  South — white  as  a  magnolia  flower.  For  whkh  re*MM 
Hcnriettc  w.^s  one  of  the  first  on  whom  C^itet  c:ast  hb  eyes  i 
but  [fenrieite  came  of  "  honest  farmer  folk,"  and  ooly 
yielded  at  last  to  jealousy,  to  bod  exainpte,  and  the  treachcrotf 
promise  of  subsc<iucnt  marriage.  By  this  time  C^rizct  was  Ibc 
Coiniein'  foreman.  When  he  learned  that  the  Signols  o«wd 
a  vineyard  worth  some  ten  or  twelve  thousand  francs  ai^  a 
tolerably  comforiable  collage,  he  hattened  to  make  it  imp^ 
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aiblc  for  Henriette  to  marry  any  one  eUc.  Affain  had  reached 
thb  poini  wlien  Pclit-Claud  held  oat  the  protpect  or  a  priot- 
ing-office  and  twenty  thousand  francs  of  boirowed  capital, 
which  was  to  prove  a  yoke  uiwn  the  borrower's  neck,  Cirizcl 
w.ns  dazzled,  the  offer  turned  his  head  ;  Henriette  Signol  was 
now  only  on  obstacle  in  the  way  of  his  ambitions,  so  he 
neglected  the  poor  gir).  Henriette,  in  her  doi^air,  clung 
more  closely  to  her  seducer  as  he  tried  to  shake  her  ofT.  When 
Ciriiet  began  to  suspeci  that  David  was  hiding  in  Basinc's 
houne,  his  views  with  regard  to  Henriette  underwent  another 
cbangc,  though  he  treated  her  as  before.  A  kind  of  frenzy 
works  in  a  girl's  brain  when  siie  riitisl  marry  her  seducer  to 
conceal  her  di&honor,  and  Cirizet  was  on  the  watch  to  turn 
this  madness  to  his  own  account. 

During  the  morning  of  the  day  when  Lucicn  had  set  himself 
lo  reconquer  his  Louise,  Cirizet  lotd  Basine's  secret  to  Hen- 
riette, giving  her  to  undct^innd  at  the  same  time  that  tlieir 
marriage  and  future  prospects  depended  upon  the  discovery 
of  David's  hiding-place.  Thus  instructed,  Henriette  easily 
made  certain  of  the  fact  that  David  was  in  Basine  Clerget'a 
inner  room.  It  never  occurred  to  the  girl  that  she  was  doing 
wrong  to  act  the  spy,  and  Cetizet  involved  her  in  the  gnilt  of 
betrayal  by  this  first  step. 

Lucicn  was  «iill  sleeping  while  C^rizet,  closeted  with  Petit- 
Claud,  heard  the  history  of  the  important  trifles  with  which 
all  AngoulCme  presently  would  ring. 

The  Cointets'  foreman  gave  a  sati&lied  nod  as  Fetit-CtaiKl 
came  to  an  end.  "  Lucien  surely  has  written  you  a  line  since 
be  came  back,  has  he  not  ?  "  he  asked. 

"This  b  alt  that  I  have,"  answered  the  lawyer,and  he  held 
out  a  note  written  him  by  Lucien  on  Mme.  Sichatd's  writing- 
paper. 

"  Very  well,"  said  Ctrizei,  '■  let  Doublon  be  in  wait  at  the 
Paid  Gate  about  ten  minutes  before  sunset  \  tell  hint  to  post 
the  police,  and  you  shall  have  our  man." 
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"Are  you  snre  of  your  part  of  the  butincs  ?  "  uked  PttU- 
Claud,  scanning  Cirizet. 

"I  rely  on  chance,"  said  ihc  cx-street  boy,  "*nd  she  ; 
saucy  hussy;  she  does  not  like  honest  folk." 

"You  must  succeed,"  the  lawyer  said  drily. 

"I  shall  succeed,"  said  Ciriiet.  "You  have  poshed  ne 
into  this  dirty  business ;  you  may  as  well  let  me  have  a  tew 
bank-notes  to  wipe  off  the  stains."  Then  detecting  a  look 
that  he  did  not  like  in  the  attorney's  face,  he  continued,  «iih 
a  deadly  glance,  "  If  you  have  cheated  roe,  sir,  if  you  doe'i 
buy  the  printing-office  for  me  within  a  week — yoa  will  leave  I 
young  widow ;  "  he  lowered  hit  voice. 

"  If  we  have  David  on  the  jail  register  si  six  o'clock,  coot 
around  to  MoDsieur  Gannerac's  at  nine,  aod  we  will  wtlte 
your  business,"  Pctii-Cl.iud  answered  peremptorily. 

"  Agrred.    Your  will  shall  be  done,  governor,"  said  CtnRl. 

Ciriiel  understood  the  .irl  of  washing  paper,  a  dangeton 
an  for  the  Treasury.  He  washed  otit  Lucien's  four  linn  ani 
replaced  them,  imitating  the  handwriting  with  a  desieritf 
which  augured  ill  for  his  own  future : 

■<Mv  DEAK  David: — Your  btisiness  is  settled;   yon  need 
not  fear  to  go  to  the  prefect.    You  can  go  out  at  sunset.    I  will 
come  to  meet  you  and  tell  you  what  to  do  at  the  prefecttirc. 
"  Your  brother,  LuaKN." 

At  noon  Lucien  wrote  to  David  telling  him  of  his  evening') 
success.  The  prefect  would  be  sure  to  lend  his  inSueoce,  be 
said;  he  was  full  of  enthusiasm  over  tlve  invention,  and  wu 
drawing  up  a  report  that  very  day  to  send  to  t)»e  goverancBL 
Marion  carried  the  letter  to  Basine,  taking  some  of  Locieo'i 
linen  to  the  laundry  as  a  pretext  for  the  errand. 

PciitClaud  had  told  Ciriiet  that  a  tetter  would  in  A 
probability  be  sent.  C^Hiet  called  for  Mile.  Signol,  and  Ik 
two  walked  by  the  Charcote.     Henrictie's  integrity  mast  ban 
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held  out  for  a  loag  while  for  ihe  w:ilk  lasted  for  two  bem. 
A  whole  futtuc  of  luppiiicu  and  eaic  aiij  llie  iniereKCef  a 
child  were  at  stake,  and  C^riici  atkcd  a,  mere  trifle  of  her. 
He  was  verycareful  beside  to  »y  nothing  of  the  conswjuences 
of  tlial  trifle.  SSe  was  only  to  citrry  a  letter  and  a  mnuge, 
that  WHS  all ;  but  it  was  the  grcainns  of  the  reward  fur  the 
trifling  service  that  frightened  Henrielte,  NcvcrthelcM, 
Urizet  gained  her  consent  at  las! ;  she  wotrid  help  him  in  hii 
stratagem. 

At  five  o'clock  Henrielte  must  go  out  and  come  in  again, 
telling  Basine  Ctergct  that  Mme.  Sichard  wanted  to  speak  to 
her  at  once.  Fifteen  minutes  after  Bisinc's  departure  she 
must  go  upstairs,  knock  at  the  door  of  the  inner  room,  and 
give  David  the  forged  note.  That  was  all.  Oriiet  looked 
to  chance  to  manage  the  rest. 

For  the  first  time  in  twelve  months  Eve  felt  the  iron  gTMp 
of  necessity  relax  a  tittle.  She  liegan  at  last  to  ho|>e.  She, 
too,  would  enjoy  her  brother's  visit ;  she  would  show  herself 
abroad  on  the  arm  of  a  man  fCled  in  his  native  town,  adored 
by  the  women,  beloved  by  the  proud  Comieisc  du  Ch&telet. 
She  dreued  herself  prettily,  and  proposed  to  walk  out  after 
dinner  with  her  brother  to  Beaulieu.  In  September  all  .\ngoii- 
UfTie  comes  out  at  that  hour  to  breathe  the  fresh  and  fragrant 
•  ■ir. 

"Oh  1  that  is  the  bcautifiil  Madame  Sfehard,"  voices  said 
here  and  there. 

"  I  should  never  have  believed  it  of  her,"  said  a  woman. 

"TTie  husband  is  in  hiding  and  the  wife  walks  abroad)" 
said  Mme.  Postel  for  young  Mme.  Sdchard's  benefit. 

••  Oh,  let  us  go  home,"  said  poor  Eve ;  "  I  have  made  a 
mistake." 

A  few  minutes  before  sunset  the  sound  of  a  crowd  arose 
from  tlve  steps  ihat  lead  down  lo  L'Houmeau.  Apparently 
aimc  had  been  committed,  for  penons  coming  from 
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i.'Hoameau  were  talking  atnoag  tticniseives.     Curioritydm j 
Laciea  uid  F.vc  towoid  tlie  iteps. 

"A  iHilT  Ius  just  been  arrotcd  no  doubt,  the  laaii  lnob 
pale  as  death,"  one  of  these  jiaasen-b/  said  to  tbc 
and  lister.     The  crowd  grew  larj;er. 

Lucien  and  Eve  watched  a  gtoujj  of  some  thirty  dli 
old  women,  and  men,  r«lumiug  from  work,  clustering 
the  officers,  whose  gold-Uced  ca])«  gleamed  above  the  beam 
of  the  rest.  About  a  hundred  persons  followed  the  proca- 
sion,  the  crowd  gubcring  like  a  uonu-cluud. 

"  Oh  I  it  is  my  husband  1 "  Eve  cried  out. 

"Davidl"  exdaiined  Lucicii. 

"  It  U  his  wife,"  said  voices,  and  the  crowd  nude  way. 

"  What  nude  you  come  out }  "  asked  Lucien. 

"  Your  letter,"  said  David,  haggard  and  white. 

"I  knew  it  I  "  said  Eve,  and  she  fainted  away.  Locien 
raised  his  sister,  and  with  the  help  of  two  strangers  he  carnal 
her  home ;  Marion  laid  her  in  bed,  and  Kolb  rushed  oS  iot 
a  doctor.  Eve  was  still  insensible  when  tlie  doctor  arrived 
and  Lucien  wai  obliged  to  confetis  to  his  inuther  thai  he  was 
the  cause  of  Djvid's  arrest ;  for  be,  of  course,  knew  nothing 
of  the  forged  letter  and  Oriaet's  stratagem.  Then  he  weal 
up  to  his  room  and  locked  himself  in,  slnick  dumb  by  the 
malediction  in  his  mother's  eyes. 

In  the  dead  of  night  be  wrote  one  ntore  letter  amid  ceo- 
slant  intcmtptioiu ;  the  reader  can  divine  tbc  agony  of  the 
writer's  mind  from  iboM  phrases,  jcikcd  out,  as  it  were,  on* 
by  one : 
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"  Mv  BSLOv«>  Stem : — We  have  seen  each  other  for  ths 
last  time.  My  resolution  it  final,  and  for  this  reason;  In 
many  families  there  is  one  unlucky  member,  a  kind  oft 
in  their  midst.  I  am  that  unlucky  one  in  otir  farotly. 
obMiTaiion  is  not  mine ;  it  was  made  at  a  friendly  sui 
one  evening  at  the  Rochec  d«  Caucak  by  a  ctiptooMtttf 
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hu  teen  a  great  deal  of  the  world.  WInte  we  laughed  and 
joked,  he  explained  the  reason  why  some  young  lady  or  other 
remained  unmarried,  to  the  astonishment  of  the  world — it  was 
'  a  touch  of  her  father,'  he  said,  and  with  that  he  unfolded 
his  theory  of  inherited  weaknesses.  He  told  us  how  such  and 
such  1  family  would  have  flourished  but  for  the  mother ;  how 
it  wu  that  ason  had  ruined  his  &ther,  or  a  father  had  stripped 
his  children  of  pras|>ecis  and  rexpectahilSty.  It  wa»  said  laugh- 
ingly, but  we  thoiiglil  of  so  many  caies  in  point  in  ten  min- 
utes that  I  was  struck  with  the  theory.  The  amount  of  truth 
in  it  furnished  all  sorts  of  wild  paradoxes,  which  joumalisit 
maJntain  cleverly  enough  for  their  own  amusement  when  there 
i%  nobody  el»e  at  hand  to  mystify.  I  bring  bad  luck  to  our 
family.  My  heart  is  full  of  love  for  you,  yet  I  behave  like  an 
enemy.  The  blow  dealt  unintentionally  i.s  the  cruelest  blow 
of  all.  White  I  was  leading  a  bohemian  life  in  Paris,  a  life 
made  up  of  pleasure  and  misery;  taking  good-fellowship  for 
friendship,  forsaking  my  true  friends  for  those  who  wished  to 
exploit  me,  and  sticcceded  ;  forgetful  of  you,  or  remembering 
you  only  to  cause  you  trouble — all  that  while  you  were  walk- 
ing in  the  humble  path  of  hard  work,  making  your  way  slowly 
but  surely  to  the  fonune  which  I  tried  so  madly  to  snatch. 
While  you  grew  better,  I  grew  worse  ;  a  fatal  element  entered 
into  my  life  through  my  own  rhoice.  Yes,  unbounded  am- 
bition makes  an  obscure  existence  simply  impossible  for  me. 
I  have  tastes  and  remembrances  of  ]>ast  pleasures  that  poi«>n 
the  enjoyments  within  my  reach;  once  I  should  have  been 
satisfied  with  them,  now  it  is  too  late.  Oli,  dear  Ere,  no  one 
can  think  more  hardly  of  me  than  I  do  myself;  my  condem- 
nation is  absolute  and  pitiless.  The  slru^le  in  Paris  demands 
steady  effort ;  my  will  power  is  spasmodic,  my  brain  works 
intermittently.  The  future  is  so  appalling  that  I  do  not  care 
lo  lace  it,  and  the  present  is  intolerable. 

"  I  wanted  to  !tee  you  again.     I  should  have  done  better  to 
stay  in  exile  all  my  days.    But  exile  without  means  of  sulv 
U 


sistcnce  would  be  cnadnesa ;  I  will  not  add  another  fotly  M 
the  rest.  Death  is  belter  than  a  maimed  life ;  I  cannot  tliiak 
of  myself  in  any  position  in  which  my  overweening  vanii; 
would  not  lead  me  into  folly. 

"Some  human  beings  arc  like  the  6ffin  O.  another  ma 
be  put  before  ii,  and  they  acquire  ten  times  their  value.  I  m 
nothing  unless  a  strong  inexorable  will  is  wedded  to  roinc 
Ume.  de  Bargeton  was  in  truth  my  wife  ;  when  I  refoKd  a 
leave  Coralic  for  her  1  sjwiled  my  life.  Yow  and  Darid 
might  have  been  excellent  pilots  for  roe,  but  you  arc  sot 
strong  enough  to  tame  my  wealcnets,  which  in  some  son 
eludes  control.  I  like  an  easy  life,  a  lilie  without  cares;  to 
clear  an  obstacle  out  of  my  way  1  can  descend  to  bueaoi 
that  sticks  at  nothing.  1  was  born  a  prince,  t  have  nan 
than  the  requisite  intellectual  dexterity  for  saccctc,  but  oaly 
by  moments ;  and  the  prizes  of  a  career  so  crowded  by  amb- 
tious  competitors  are  to  those  who  expend  no  more  thanilhc 
necessary  strenjtth  and  retain  a  sufficient  Tescrve  power  when 
they  reach  the  goal. 

"I  shall  do  harm  again  with  the  best  intentions  in  tb« 
world.  Some  men  are  like  oaks,  I  am  a  delicate  shrub  it  may 
be,  and  I  forsooth  must  needs  aspire  to  be  a  forest  cedar. 

"There  you  have  my  bankrupt's  schedule.  The  dispr» 
ponion  between  my  powers  and  my  deiires,  my  want  of 
balance,  in  short,  will  bring  all  my  efforts  to  nothing.  Thetr 
are  many  such  characters  among  men  of  letters,  many  an 
whose  intellectual  powers  and  character  are  always  at  vanaiwt, 
who  will  one  thing  and  wish  another.  What  would  becoac 
of  me?  I  can  see  it  all  beforehand,  as  I  think  of  thi*  and 
that  great  light  that  once  fhone  on  Paris,  now  utterly  for- 
gotten.  On  the  threshold  of  old  age  I  shall  Ik  a  man  oMer 
than  my  age,  needy  and  without  a  name.  My  whole  Mot 
liscs  up  against  the  thought  of  such  a  close;  I  will  not  be  i 
social  rag.  Ah,  dear  sister,  loved  and  worshiped  at  leasts 
iniich  for  your  severity  at  the  last  as  for  yomr  tenderness  si 
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the  first — if  we  have  paid  so  dear  for  mjr  joy  at  seeing  you  all 
once  more,  yoa  and  David  may  perhaps  some  day  think  that 
you  could  grudge  no  price  however  high  for  a  little  last  hap< 
pii)cns  for  an  unhappy  creature  who  loved  you.  Do  not  try 
to  lirid  tne.  Eve ;  do  not  seeic  to  know  what  becomes  of  me. 
My  intellect  for  once  shall  be  backed  by  my  will.  Renun- 
ciation, my  angel,  is  daily  death  of  self;  my  renunciation 
will  only  last  for  one  day;  I  will  take  advantage  now  ol  that 

day 

"  Tuta  a'<t»ek. 
"  Yes,  I  have  quite  made  up  my  mind.  Farewell  forever, 
dear  Eve.  There  is  something  sweet  in  the  thought  that  I 
shall  live  only  in  your  hearts  henceforth,  and  I  wish  no  other 
burying  place.  Once  more,  farewell.  That  it  the  U«  word 
from  your  brother. 

"  LiraEM." 

Lacien  read  the  letter  over,  crept  noiseleely  downstairs, 
and  left  it  in  the  child's  cradle;  amid  falling  tears  he  Mt  a 
last  kiM  on  the  forehead  of  hu  sleeping  sister ;  then  he  went 
out.  He  put  out  his  candle  in  the  gray  dusk,  took  a  last 
look  .11  tite  old  house,  stole  softly  along  the  posiaget  and 
opened  the  street  door;  but,  in  spile  of  his  caution,  he 
awakened  Kolb,  who  slept  on  a  mattress  on  the  workshop 
floor. 

"  Who  go«  there?"  cried  Kolb. 

"  It  is  I,  Lucjcn  ;  I  am  going  away,  Kolb." 

"  You  vould  haf  done  belter  gif  you  hat  nefer  kom,"  Kolb 
CDUltered  audibly. 

"  I  should  liave  done  better  still  if  I  had  never  con>e  into 
the  world,"  Lm^ien  answered.  "Oood-by,  Kolb;  I  don't 
bear  you  any  gnidge  for  thinking  ax  I  think  rayxelf.  Tell 
DaTi*)  that  I  was  sorry  that  1  could  not  bid  him  good-by,  and 
say  thai  this  was  my  U«t  thought." 

B^  the  time  the  Alsacicn  was  up  and  dre««ed,  Lucien  had 
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ali«t  the  house-door,  and  was  on  his  way  toward  ihe  Chkrcnte 
by  the  Promenade  de  Beaiilicu.  He  might  have  been  goinf 
tu  a  fc!itiv:it,  fur  he  had  put  on  his  new  clothes  from  Para  m& 
hii  dandy's  itiukets  for  a  drowning  shioud.  Someihing  is 
l.ucieii'i  tone  had  struck  Kolb.  At  fir^t  the  man  thought  o( 
going  to  ask  his  misircss  whether  she  knew  that  her  brother 
had  lef)  the  house ;  but,  as  the  deepest  silence  prevailed,  be 
concluded  that  the  departure  had  been  arranged  beforehaid. 
and  lay  down  again  and  slept. 

Liillc,  considering  the  gravity  of  the  question,  has  been 
written  on  the  subject  of  suicide;  it  has  not  been  stndied. 
P^rhajM  it  is  a  disea^  that  cannot  be  obscn-ed.  Suielde  is 
one  effect  of  a  sentiment  which  we  will  call  self-esteem,  if  ytia 
will,  to  prevent  confusion  by  using  the  word  "  honor."  Wbn 
a  man  despises  himself  and  sees  that  others  deipise  him,  whca 
real  life  fails  to  fulfill  his  hopes,  then  comes  (he  moment  whts 
he  lakes  hix  life  and  thereby  does  homage  to  society — shorn  of 
his  virtues  or  his  splendor,  he  does  no4  care  to  face  his  fel- 
lows. Among  atheists — Oirisiians  being  without  the  t^nes- 
tion  of  Kuicide — among  atheisCi,  whatever  may  be  said  to  ibe 
conitary,  none  but  a  base  coward  can  take  ap  i  dtshoaond 
life. 

There  arc  three  kinds  of  saieide — the  first  b  only  the  lau 
and  acute  sta;^  of  a  long  illncs,  and  this  kind  belongs  dis- 
tinctly to  pathology  ;  the  second  is  the  suicide  of  despair ;  and 
llie  third  the  suicide  based  on  logical  argument.  Despair  *ad 
dediiciive  rc:isoning  had  brought  Lticien  lo  this  pa»,  ba 
both  varieties  are  curable ;  it  is  only  the  pathological  suicide 
Ihxt  is  inevitable.  Not  unfreqnei^tly  yon  find  all  three  caoso 
combined,  as  in  the  case  of  Jean-Jarques  Rnnsseau. 

Lucten,  having  made  up  his  mind,  fell  to  ronatderisg 
methods.  The  poet  would  fain  die  a*  beraroe  a  poet.  At 
firnt  he  thought  of  throwing  himself  into  the  Charcnie  aod 
making  an  end  then  and  there  ;  but  as  he  came  down  the  tttp 
from   Bcaulicu  for  the  last  lime,  he  heard  the  whole  io«b 
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talking  of  his  suicide ;  he  saw  the  horrid  sighl  of  a  drowoed  ] 
dead  bodjr,  ai)<l  thought  of  ihe  lecogDition  uid  the  inquett; 
and,  like  some  other  suicides,  felt  that  vinity  reached  beyond 
deuih. 

Ite  remembered  Ihe  day  spent  al  Courtois*  mill,  and  his 
thoughts  returned  lo  the  round  pool  among  the  willows  that 
he  saw  as  Ite  came  along  by  the  tittle  river,  such  a  pool  as  you 
often  And  on  small  sireanu,  with  a  still,  smooth  surface  that 
conceals  great  depths  beneath.     The  water  it  neither  green 
nor  blue  nor  while  nor  tawny;  it  is  like  a  polished  steel  niirrof. 
No  iword-grats  grows  about  the  margin ;  there  are  no  blue 
water  forget-me-nots,  nor  broad  lily  leaves  ;  the  grass  at  the 
brim  is  short  and  thick,  and  ihc  weeping  willows  that  droop 
over  the  edge  grow  picturesquely  enough.     It  is  easy  to  im-j 
agine  a  sheer  precipice  beneath  filled  with  water  to  the  brim. I 
Any  man  who  should  have  the  c<>urage   to  fill  his  ))ockct«l 
with  pebbles  would  not  fail  to  find  death,  and  never  be  seen  | 
thereafter. 

At  the  time  while  he  admired  the  lovely  tninialiire  of  a  land- 
sca|>e,  the  poet  had  thought  to  himself,  "  'Tis  a  spot  to  make 
your  mouth  water  for  a  drowning." 

He  thought  of  it  now  as  he  went  down  into  L'Houmeau; 
and  when  he  took  his  way  towatd  Morsai;,  with  the  tail  lombre 
thoughts  gnawing  at  his  heart,  it  was  with  the  firm  resolve  to 
hide  his  death.     There  should  be  no  inquest  held  over  him  ;■ 
he  would  not  be  laid  in  earth  \  no  one  should  see  him  in  thel 
hideout  condition  of  the  corpse  that  floats  on  the  surface  of  I 
the  water.     Before  long  he  reached  one  of  the  slopes,  common  \ 
enough  on  all  French  high-roads,  and  commonest  of  all  l)e- 
iween  Angoalbne  and   Poitiers.      He  saw  the  coach   from 
Bordeaux  to  ParU  coming  up  at  full  &peed  tichind  him.  and 
knew  that  the  passengent  would  probably  alight  lo  walk  up  tlie 
hili.     He  did  not  care  to  be  seen  just  then.     Turning  off 
sharply  into  a  beaten  track  he  began  to  pick  the  flowers  in  a 
vineyard  hard -by. 
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When  Lucicn  came  tuck  to  the  toad  with  a  great  bunch  of 
the  yellow  stone-crop  which  grows  everywhere  upon  the  Mooy 
soil  of  the  vineyards,  he  came  out  upon  a  traveler  drtsMd  n 
black  rroni  head  to  fuoi.  The  stranger  wore  powder,  tbm 
were  silver  biitkles  on  his  shoes  uf  Orleans  leather,  and  lut 
hrown  face  was  ic;irred  and  scamt-d  as  it  he  had  fallen  iniolte 
lire  in  infancy.  Ilie  traveler,  so  obvio<usly  clencal  in  hii 
dress,  was  walking  slowly  and  smoking  a  cigar.  He  tttncd 
as  Lucicn  jumped  down  from  the  vineyard  into  th«  nod. 
The  deep  melancholy  on  the  handsome  young  face,  the  poet's 
symboliiMl  flowerit,  and  hb  elegant  dress  secnied  to  sinke  the 
stranger.  He  looked  at  Lucien  with  something  of  ihe  exp(»' 
xion  of  a  hunter  that  has  found  his  quarry  at  last  after  loo( 
and  fruitless  search.  He  allowed  Lucien  to  cotne  alonpidc, 
in  nautical  phrase ;  then  he  slackened  his  pace,  and  apixsml 
to  look  along  the  road  up  ihe  liill ;  Lucieu,  following  the 
direction  of  his  eyes,  saw  a  tight  traveling  caniage  with  two 
horses,  and  a  post-boy  standing  beside  it. 

"  You  have  allowed  the  coach  to  pass  you,  monsieur ;  too 
will  lose  your  place  unless  you  care  to  take  a  seat  to  iDy 
cal^he  and  ovenake  the  mail,  for  it  is  rather  quicker  travel- 
ing post  than  by  the  public  conveyance."  The  traveler  ipcftc 
with  extreme  |wlitene«  and  a  very  marked  Spanish  accent 

Without  watting  for  an  answer,  he  drew  a  cigar-case  ftoa 
his  porket,  opened  it,  and  held  it  out  M  Ijncien. 

"I  am  not  on  a  journey,"  said  Lucien,  "and  I  am  loo 
near  the  end  of  my  stage  to  indulge  in  Ihe  pleasure  of 
smoking " 

"You  are  very  severe  with  youtwlf."  returned  the  Spaniinl. 
"Though  I  am  a  canon  of  the  cathedra)  of  Toledo,  I  oc- 
casionalty  smoke  a  cigarette.  God  gave  us  tobacco  to  alby 
our  passions  and  our  pains.  You  teem  to  be  downcast,  or,  il 
any  rate,  you  carry  the  symljolical  flower  of  sorrow  in  ftmi 
hand,  like  the  rueful  god  Hymen.  Come  t  all  vour  tronblB 
will  vanish  away  with  the  smoke,"  and  again  the  ecdesiiBUc 


held  out  bU  little  straw  cajc ;  there  wis  something  fascinating 
iu  his  muinei,  ind  kindline&s  toward  Lucieo  lighted  up  his 
eye*. 

"Forgirc  me,  father,"  Lucien  answered  stiffly;  "there  is 
not:igar  that  can  scatter  tny  troubles."  Tears  came  to  his 
eyes  at  the  words. 

"  It  must  surely  be  Divine  Providence  that  prompted  me  to 
take  a  little  exercise  to  shake  ofT  a  travetet's  motnit)g  drowsi- 
ness," said  the  churchman.     "A  Divine  prompting  to  fulfill 
my  mission   here  on  earth   by  consoling  you.     What  great 
I  troable  fan  yoii  have  at  your  age?" 

"  Your  consolations,  father,  can  do  nothing  for  me.  Yon 
are  a  Spaniard,  1  am  a  Frenchman  ;  yoa  believe  in  the  com- 
mandmcnis  of  the  church,  I  am  an  atheist. " 

"Holy  Virgin  of  Pilar!  you  are  an  atheist!"  cried  the 
other,  laying  a  hand  on  Lucieii's  arm  wiih  maternal  solicitude. 
"  Ah  I  here  is  one  of  the  curious  things  I  promised  myself  to 
see  in  Paris.  We.  in  Spain,  do  not  believe  in  atheists.  There 
b  no  country  but  France  where  one  can  have  such  opinions 
MX  nineteen  years." 

"Oh  !  I  am  an  atheist  in  the  fullest  sense  of  the  word,  t 
have  no  belief  in  God,  in  society,  in  happiness.  Take  a  good 
look  at  me,  father ;  for  in  a  few  hours'  time  life  will  be  over 
for  me.  My  last  sun  has  risen,"  said  the  wretched  LiKien, 
will  with  a  son  of  rhetorical  effect  he  waved  his  hand  towanl 
the  sky. 

"  How  so  ;  what  hare  you  done  that  you  must  die?  Who 
has  condemned  you  to  die  ?  " 

"  A  tribunal  from  which  there  is  no  appeal — I  m)-self." 

"  YoK,  child  !  "  cried  the  priest.  '*  Have  you  killed  • 
man  ?  Is  the  scaffold  awaiting  you  f  I^i  us  reason  together 
a  little.  If  you  are  resolved,  as  you  say,  to  return  to  Dothing- 
ness,  everything  on  earth  is  indifferent  to  you,  is  it  not  ?" 

Lacien  bowed  assent, 

"  Very  well,  then ;  can  you  not  tell  me  about  your  trouUes? 
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Some  little  aSiur  or  other  of  the  heart  has  takcD  a  bad  tura.  ao 
doubi?" 

Lucieo  shrugged  his  shoulders  very  significant) jr. 

"Are  you  resolved  [o  kill  youreelf  lu  escape  dtthooor,  « 
do  you  despair  of  lii'e?  Very  good.  You  can  kill  youncU 
lit  Poitiers  quite  m  easily  as  ai  AiigoulCine,  and  at  Tours  ii 
will  be  no  harder  ihuu  at  Poitiers,  llie  quiduuxb  of  tb 
Loire  never  give  up  tlieit  prey " 

"  No,"  said  Lucien  ;  "  I  have  settled  it  all.  Thnc  ■«b 
ago  I  chanced  upon  the  most  charming  raft  that  oui  (exryi 
man  sick  and  titcd  of  this  lifc  into  the  other  *rotl4 " 

"The  other  world?    You  arc  not  an  ailveisl." 

"Oh!  by  another  world  I  mean  my  next  tiaDsfonnitioo, 
animal  ur  plant." 

"  Have  -jOfx  some  incurable  discaM  ?  " 

"  Yc9,  faihcr." 

"  Ah  1  now  wc  come  to  the  point.     What  it  it?" 

"  Poverty." 

The  priest  looked  at  Luden.  "Th«  diamond  does  not 
know  iis  own  value,"  he  uid,  and  there  was  an  iDcxpresibk 
ch.inn  and  a  toucli  of  something  like  irony  in  his  amile, 

•'  None  but  a  prieit  could  flailcr  a  poor  nun  about  to  die." 
exclaimed  Lucien. 

"  You  are  not  going  lo  die,"  the  Spaniard  returned  auibM- 
itatively. 

"  1  have  heard  many  times  of  men  that  were  robbed  on  ifat 
high-road,  but  I  have  never  yet  heard  of  one  that  fooad  t 
fortune  there,"  said  Lucien. 

"You  will  hear  of  one  now,"  said  the  priest,  glaacinn 
towud  the  carriase  to  measure  the  linK  still  left  for  their  will 
together.  "  Listen  lomc,"  he  continued,  with  his  cigar  bctwre" 
his  teeth  ;  "  if  you  are  poor,  that  is  no  reason  why  you  shouU 
die.  I  need  a  secretary,  for  mine  has  just  died  at  Barcelona. 
I  am  in  the  s-ime  posilion  a<i  the  famous  Baron  Goeriz,  mm— 
ler  of  Charles  XU.     He  was  traveling  toward  Sweden  (jui 
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■s  I  am  going  to  Parit),  and  in  some  liitic  town  or  olher 
he  chanced  uiwn  the  sun  of  ;>  gold»iniih,  a  young  ni»n  of  re 
iitarkably  good  looks,  though  they  could  SL^rcely  equal  yours. 
Now  BaroQ  Goenz  discerned  intelligence  in  the  yoimg  man 
( )us.t  a&  I  see  poetry  on  your  brow) ;  he  loolc  him  into  his 
traveling  carriage,  ai  1  shall  lake  you  very  shortly;  and  of  a 
boy  condemned  to  ^[teiid  his  days  in  burnishing  spoons  and 
forks  and  making  IrinkeU  in  some  little  town  like  Angoulftme, 
he  uiJidc  a  favorite,  RS  you  shall  I>e  mine. 

■ '  Arrived  al  Stockholm,  he  installed  his  secretary  anti  orcT' 
whelmed  him  with  work.  The  young  man  spent  his  nights  in 
writing,  and,  like  alt  great  worken,  he  (:ontracle<l  a  ba<l  habit, 
a  trick — he  took  lo  chewing  paper.  The  laic  Monsieur  de 
Malesherbes  used  lo  rap  people  over  the  knuckles;  and  he 
did  this  onee,  by-the-by,  to  somebody  or  other  whose  suit 
depeiuJed  ujion  him.  The  handiome  yoong  secretary  began 
by  chewing  blank  paper,  found  it  insipid  after  a  while,  and 
acquired  a  ta»te  for  manuscript  as  having  more  flavor.  Peo* 
pie  did  not  smoke  as  yet  in  those  days.  At  last,  from 
flavor  to  flavor,  he  began  to  chew  parchment  and  swallow 
it.  Now,  at  that  time  a  treaty  was  being  negotiated  between 
Rn-wia  and  Sweden.  The  Slates -General  insisted  thai  Ouules 
XII.  should  mjke  peace  (much  as  ihey  tried  in  France  lo 
rutkc  Napoleon  treat  for  peace  in  1814),  and  the  batis  of 
these  negotiations  was  the  treaty  between  ihe  two  powers 
wilh  regard  to  Finland,  Gocrli  gave  the  original  into  his 
itecretary's  keeping;  hut  when  the  time  came  for  laying  the 
draft  before  the  States-General,  a  trifling  diflioilty  arose, 
the  treaty  was  not  to  be  found.  The  States-General  believed 
that  the  Minister,  pandering  to  Ihe  King's  wishes,  had  taken 
it  into  his  head  to  get  rid  of  the  document.  Baron  Goerti 
was,  in  fact,  accused  of  this,  snd  the  secretary  owned  that 
he  had  eaten  the  treaty.  He  was  tried  and  conrictc<I  and 
condemned  to  death.  Bui  you  have  not  come  to  that  yet,  so 
taVe  a  cigar  and  smoke  tilt  we  reach  the  caltehe," 
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Lucicn  took  a  cigar  and  lit  it,  Spanish  bshion,  at  tlte 
pri»i's  cigar.  '*He  is  light,"  he  thought;  "1  can  uke  mj 
life  ai  any  time." 

"It  ollcn  happens  that  a  young  man'*  fortunes  take  a  tun 
wiicn  despair  is  darkest,"  the  S[)aiiiard  cootiuued.  "Hut 
is  what  I  wislied  to  tell  you,  but  I  preferred  to  prove  ii 
by  a  case  in  point.  Here  was  the  haiidwtine  young  Kcntarf 
lying  under  sentence  of  death,  and  hit  case  llie  more  dcspcnw 
bcc-iuse,  as  he  had  been  condemned  by  the  Siaicb-GcBcnl. 
the  King  could  not  pardon  him,  but  he  connived  at  ha 
escape.  The  sccrciary  stole  away  in  a  fishing-boat  with  a  tern 
crowns  in  his  pocket,  and  reachcil  the  court  of  Courlaod  with 
a  letter  of  introduction  from  Gocnz,  explaining  his  Mcretary't 
adventures  and  his  craze  for  paper.  The  Duke  of  Cooriaad 
was  a  spendthrift;  he  had  a  steward  and  a  pretty  wilr— 
three  se^'cral  caut«t  of  rain.  He  placed  the  charming  youag 
stranger  with  his  steward. 

"If  you  can  imagine  that  the  sometime  secretary  hid 
been  cured  of  his  depraved  taste  by  a  sentence  of  dcatli. 
you  do  not  know  (he  grip  that  a  man's  failings  have  t^ioa 
him;  let  a  man  discover  »jmc  saii^J'action  for  hinuelf, and 
the  headsman  will  not  keep  him  from  it.  How  is  it  that  via 
has  this  |>ower?  Is  it  inherent  strength  in  the  vice  or  io- 
hcrent  weakness  in  human  nature?  Arc  there  certain  taiia 
that  should  be  regarded  as  verging  on  insanity  ?  For  myari( 
I  cannot  help  laughing  at  the  moralists  who  try  to  expel  ndi 
diseases  by  fine  phrases.  Well,  it  so  fell  oni  that  the  ttevurf 
refused  a  demand  for  money ;  and  the  Duke,  taking  frtgfai  A 
this,  called  for  an  audit.  Sheer  imbecility  !  Nothing  easMf 
than  to  make  out  a  lialance-sheet ;  the  difficulty  never  lio 
there.  The  xtewani  gave  hu  secretary  all  the  iii  ii  wiij  doc- 
uments for  compiling  a  schedule  of  the  civil  list  of  Coorind. 
He  had  nearly  finished  il  when,  in  the  dead  of  night,  tke 
unhappy  paper-eater  dif;coTercd  that  he  was  chewing  ap  oae 
of  the  Duke's  discharges  for  a  considerable  sum.     He  had 
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eaten  half  the  tignaitire  I  Horror  ftcized  upon  him ;  he  Red 
to  the  DuchcM,  Aung  liimNclf  at  her  feet,  lold  her  of  hJi 
crue,  and  implorctl  the  aid  of  hi$  sovereign  lady — implored 
her  in  the  middle  of  the  night.  Hie  handsome  young  fic« 
made  such  an  impression  on  the  Dticitess  that  she  married 
him  as  toon  as  ihe  wok  IcQ  a  widow.  And  so  in  mid-«igh> 
teenlh  century,  in  a  land  where  the  Ling-ai-aims  Is  king,  the 
goldsmith's  son  became  a  prince  and  something  more.  On 
ihc  death  of  Catlif^rinc  I.  he  was  regent ;  he  ruled  the  Em- 
prets  Anne,  aod  tried  to  be  the  Richelieu  of  Russia.  Very 
well,  young  man  ;  nAw  know  this — if  you  aie  handsomer 
than  Bifon,  T,  simple  canon  that  I  am,  am  worth  more  than 
a  Baron  Gotrii.  So  get  in  ;  we  will  find  a  duchy  of  Cour- 
Und  for  you  in  Paris,  or,  failing  the  duchy,  we  shall  certainly 
find  the  duchess." 

The  S|)ani»h  ]>riest  laid  a  hand  on  Lucien's  arm  and  liter- 
ally forced  him  into  the  traveling  carriage.  The  postillion 
«hut  the  door  upon  the  priest  and  Lucien  and  the  caltehe 
started  on. 

"  Now  speak  j  1  am  listening,"  said  the  canon  of  Toledo, 
(o  LucienN  bewilderment.  "  I  am  an  old  priest ;  you  can 
tell  me  everything,  there  is  nothing  lo  fear.  So  far  we  have 
only  rtiTi  through  our  patrimony  or  squandered  mamnu's 
money.  We  have  made  a  flitting  from  our  creditors,  and  we 
are  honor  personified  down  to  the  \\\n  of  our  elegant  little 
booK.  Come,  confess  boldly  ;  it  will  l>c  just  as  if  you  irerc 
talking  to  yourself." 

Lucien  felt  like  that  hero  of  an  Eastern  ule.  the  fiiher  who 
tried  to  drown  himself  in  mid-ocean,  and  sank  down  to  find 
himself  a  king  of  countries  under  the  sea.  Tlie  Spanish  priest 
teemed  so  realty  affectionate  that  ihe  poet  hesitated  no  longer ; 
between  AngouI^me  and  RufTec  he  told  the  story  of  his  whole 
life,  omitting  none  of  his  misdeeds,  and  ended  with  the  final 
catastrophe  which  he  had  brought  about.  The  tale  only 
gained  in  poetic  charm  because  thi$wat  the  third  time  he  had 
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told  it  in  the  past  fortnight.     Juii  u  he  made  an  ead 
pasvd  ihc  hou&e  of  the  RAMJgnac  Eliinily. 

"Young  Rasiignac  Icfi  ihai  place  for  Paris,"  said  Lubeoi 
"  lie  is  ceriainly  not  my  equal,  but  he  has  had  better  lock." 

The  Spaniard  started  at  the  name.     "Oh  !  "  he  esid, 

"Yes.  That  shy  little  place  belongs  to  his  father.  A»l 
was  telling  you  just  now,  he  was  the  lover  of  Madame  de 
Nucingcn,  the  famous  banker's  wife.  I  drifted  into  poeti;,' 
he  was  cleverer,  he  took  the  practical  side." 

Tlie  prie^i  slopped  the  caliche ;  and  was  »o  far  corioos  it  lo 
walk  clown  the  little  aveiitie  that  led  (o  the  house,  showia^ 
more  interest  in  the  place  than  l.ucien  expected  boa  i 
Spanish  ecclesiastic. 

"Tlien,  do  you  know  the  Rasitgnacs?"  asked  Locicn. 

"  1  know  every  one  in  Pariw,"  said  (he  Spaniard,  lakiDj  bit 
place  again  in  ihe  carriage.  "And  so,  for  want  o(  ten  or 
twelve  thousand  francs,  you  were  altotit  to  lake  your  life ;  yvt 
are  a  child,  you  know  neither  men  dot  things.  A  inaa'i 
future  is  worth  the  value  that  he  chooses  to  set  u|)on  tt,  and 
you  value  yours  at  Twelve  thousand  francs !  Well,  I  will  |»»t 
more  ihan  ihal  for  you  any  time.  As  for  your  brother-ta-law't 
imprisonment,  it  is  the  merest  trifle.  If  this  dear  McMisifV 
SicharH  ha*  made  a  discovery,  he  will  be  a  rich  man  some  day, 
and  a  rich  man  has  never  been  imprisoned  for  debt.  Voodo 
rot  seem  to  me  to  be  strong  in  history.  HiUory  is  of  I*o 
kinds — there  is  the  official  history  taught  in  ichoolt,  a  lyinf 
compilation  aii  umm  dflfhim ;  and  there  is  secret  history 
which  deals  with  the  real  causes  of  events — a  scandalnat 
chronicle.  Let  me  tell  yo«  briefly  a  little  story  which  yoa 
have  not  heard.  There  was,  once  upon  a  time,  a  maa 
young  and  ambitious,  and  a  priest  to  boot.  He  wanted  to 
enter  on  a  political  career,  so  Ite  fawned  on  the  (|ueen's  tsvor- 
ite;  the  favorite  took  an  interest  in  him.  gave  him  the  ruk 
of  minister  and  a  seat  at  the  cout»cil  board.  One  eveniff 
fomcbody  wrote  to  the  yonmg  aspirant,  thinking  to  do  him  ■ 
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Knricc  (never  do  a  jervice,  byllic-by,  unless  jrou  are  asked), 
and  told  him  Ihat  his  bencfnctor's  liTc  was  in  danger.  Tlie 
King's  wrath  «ras  kindled  aguinst  his  rival;  lo-morruw,  if  the 
favorite  went  to  the  palj<:e,  he  would  certainly  be  Slabbed  ;  so 
•aid  tltc  letter.  Well,  now,  youii]{  man,  what  trould  you  have 
done?" 

"  I  should  have  gone  at  once  to  warn  my  benefactor," 
Lucien  eiEclainied  quickly. 

"You  are  indeed  the  child  which  your  story  rercalsl" 
■aid  the  priest.  "  Our  nun  said  to  himself,  '  If  the  King  is 
resolved  to  go  to  such  lengths,  it  is  all  over  with  my  bene- 
&clor,  I  must  receive  this  letter  loo  tate ; '  so  he  slept  on  until 
the  favorite  was  slabbed " 

"He  was  a  monster!"  said  Lucien,  suspecting  tlut  the 
ptiest  meant  to  sound  him. 

"  So  are  all  great  men ;  this  one  was  the  Cardinal  de 
Richelieu,  and  his  benefactor  was  the  Marichal  d'Ancn. 
You  really  do  not  know  your  history  of  France,  you  see. 
W^  1  not  right  wltcn  I  told  you  that  history  as  laaght  in 
•choob  is  simply  a  collection  of  facts  and  dates,  more  than 
doubtful  in  the  first  place,  and  with  no  bearing  whatever  on  the 
gist  of  the  matter.  Yoi>  are  told  that  tiuch  a  person  a<i  Jeanne 
d'Arc  once  existc<l ;  where  is  the  use  of  thai  ?  Have  you  never 
drawn  your  own  condnsions  from  that  fact  ?  never  seen  lh.it, 
if  FraiKe  had  accepted  the  Angevin  dynasty  of  ttie  Planta- 
gencts,  the  two  people  thos  reunited  would  be  ruling  the  world 
to-day,  and  the  inlands  that  now  brew  political  storms  for  the 
continent  would  be  French  provinces?  Why,  have  you  so 
miKh  as  studied  the  means  by  which  simple  merchants  like  the 
Medici  became  Grand-Dukcs  of  Tuscany?" 

"A  poet  in  France  is  not  bound  to  be  'as  IcartKd  as  a 
Benedictine,' "  said  Lnrien. 

"  Well,  they  became  Grand-Dukes  as  Richelieu  became  a 
minister.  If  you  had  looked  into  history  for  the  causes  ofl 
events,  instead  of  getting  the  headings  by  l>ean,  you  would 
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have  round  precepts  for  your  guidance  in  this  life.  Thea 
real  r^cis  lAkcn  at  random  from  among  so  many  mpply  jm 
with  the  axiom — '  Look  upon  raen,  and  on  won>cn  most  of 
all,  as  your  instruments;  but  never  let  them$ce  this.'  If  Mae 
one  higher  in  place  can  be  UKful  to  you,  worship  him  tt  a 
god ;  and  never  leave  him  until  he  has  paid  the  price  of  yov 
servility  lo  the  last  farthing.  In  your  intercourse  «ritb  men, 
in  shoit,  be  gasping  and  mean  aji  a  Jew;  all  llial  the  Jew 
does  for  money,  you  must  do  for  power.  And,  beside  aJl  (hii, 
when  a  man  ha§  fallen  from  power,  core  no  more  for  him  Iha 
if  he  had  cease  to  exist.  And  do  you  ask  why  you  muu  do 
these  things?  You  mean  to  rule  the  world,  do  you  doiF 
Yon  must  begin  hy  obeying  and  Kluilying  it.  Scholara  itndy 
books;  politicians  study  men  nniJ  their  interests  sod  the 
springs  of  action.  Society  and  m.inkind  in  masses  arc  £itil> 
(its ;  they  bow  down  and  worsliip  the  accomplished  Uci.  Do 
you  know  why  I  am  giving  you  this  little  history  Ictson?  It 
seems  to  me  that  your  ambition  is  boundless " 

"Yes,  father." 

"I  saw  that  myself,"  said  the  priest.  "But  at  ihismoawat 
you  arc  thinking:  'Here  U  this  Spanish  canon  inveDlin{ 
ancedoie<and  straining  history  to  prove  to  roe  that  I  hjivc  loo 
much  virtue ' " 

Lucien  began  to  smile ;  his  thoughts  had  been  read  n 
clearly. 

"  Very  well,  let  ut  take  &cts  that  every  school-boy  knon. 
One  day  France  is  almost  entirely  overrun  by  the  Engluli; 
the  King  has  only  a  single  province  left.  Thto  figures  iriw 
from  among  the  people — a  poor  herd-girl,  that  very  JcaoM 
d'Arc  of  whom  wewerespeaking,  andalMir{;her  named  Jaeqoa 
C<xur.  The  girl  brings  the  |»ower  of  virginity,  the  ttrengik 
of  her  arm;  ihe  burgher  gives  his  gold,  and  the  kingdom li 
saved.  The  mnid  is  taken  prisoner,  and  the  King,  who  coald 
have  ransomed  her,  leaves  her  lo  be  burned  alive.  The  Kinf 
allows  his  courtier  lo  Recuse  the  great  burjh<r  of  cftpiul  crime. 
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and  rb«y  rob  him  and  divide  all  his  vrcaltU  among  theniKlvct. 
The  spoilt  of  an  innocent  man,  hunted  down,  brotight  to  \xiy, 
and  driven  into  exile  by  the  Law,  went  lo  eiirich  five  not>!e 
bouKi ;  and  the  father  of  the  Archbi>hoj>  of  llourges  left  the 
kingdom  for  ever  without  one  lou  of  all  his  poKi>nsionB  in 
France,  and  no  mource  but  moneys  remitted  to  Arabs  and 
Saracens  in  Egypt.  It  is  open  to  you  to  say  that  these  ex- 
amples are  out  of  date,  that  three  centuries  of  public  education 
bav«  since  ebpsed,  and  iliat  the  outline*  of  those  i^es  are  more 
or  les  dim  figures.  Well,  young  man,  do  you  beheve  in  the 
last  dcmi-god  of  France,  in  Napoleon?  One  of  his  generals 
was  in  disgrace  all  through  his  career;  Napoleon  made  him  a 
marshal  grudgingly,  and  never  sent  hiro  on  service  if  he  could 
help  it.     That  marshal  was  Kcllermann.     Do  you  know  the 

reason  of  the  grudge  ? Kellermann   mvciI    France  and 

the  First  Consul  at  Marengo  by  a  brilliant  charge ;  (he  ranks 
applauded  under  fire  and  in  the  thick  of  the  carnage.  That 
heroic  chai^  was  not  even  meniioncd  in  the  bulletin. 
Napoleon's  coolness  toward  Kellermann,  Fouchd's  fall,  and 
Talleyrand's  diigtace  were  all  attributable  to  (he  same  cautc ; 
it  is  the  ingratitude  of  a  Charles  VII.  or  a  Richelieu,  or " 

"  But,  father,"  said  Lucien,  "  suppose  that  you  should  save 
my  life  and  make  my  fonunc,  you  are  making  (he  ties  ol 
gratitude  somewhat  slight,'* 

"  Little  rogue,"  said  the  abb4,  smiling  as  he  pinched  Lit* 
cien's  ear  with  an  almoM  royal  familiarity.  "  If  you  are  un- 
grateful to  me,  it  will  be  because  you  are  a  strong  man  and  I 
shall  bend  before  you.  Hut  you  arc  not  that  just  ycC,  as  a 
simple  'prentice  you  have  tried  to  be  master  too  soon,  the 
comnnoo  fault  of  Frenchmen  of  your  generation.  Napoleon's 
exain|>Ie  has  s{>oiled  them  alt.  Yuu  send  in  your  resignatioD 
because  you  have  not  the  pair  of  ejxiulctics  that  you  fancied. 
But  have  yoti  attempte<l  to  bring  the  full  force  of  your  will 
and  every  action  of  your  life  to  bear  upon  your  one  idea?" 

"AUs!  no." 


lOST  ILLUSIONS. 

"  You  have  been  JDConsUlenl,  as  the  English  say," 
the  canon. 

"What  I  have  been  matters  nothing  now,"  »i4  Locieo, 
"  if  I  <:un  be  nothing  in  future." 

"  If  at  the  back  of  all  your  good  qnalitfet  tttere  is  po«a 
sfiper  firrns,"  continued  the  prie*t,  not  averse  to  show  tlMl 
he  had  a  little  L-ilin,  "  nothing  in  this  world  can  rcsbt  jWk 
I  have  taken  enough  of  a  iiking  for  you  already ** 

Lucien  smiled  incredulously. 

"Yes,"  said  the  [iriest,  in  answer  to  the  smile,  "yoa  b> 
teresl  nie  a.i  much  as  if  yon  ha<l  been  my  son ;  atid  I  !■ 
strong  enough  to  alTord  to  talk  to  you  as  opcuty  as  you  tun 
just  done  to  me.  Do  you  k'low  what  it  is  that  I  Itkc  abotf 
you?  This:  you  have  made  a  sort  of  blank  tablet  wtthia 
yourself,  and  arc  ready  lo  hear  a  sermon  on  morality  ikst 
you  will  hear  nowhere  else;  for  mankind  in  the  mass  aie 
even  more  consummate  hypocittes  than  any  one  inJindul 
can  be  when  his  interests  demand  a  piece  of  acting.  Most  of 
us  spend  a  good  pan  of  our  lives  in  clearing  our  minds  of  tbe 
notions  that  sprang  up  unchecked  during  our  nonage.  Tut 
is  catted  '  getting  our  experience.'  " 

Ijicicn,  liiicning,  thought  within  himself,  "  Here  is  sonc 
old  intriguer  delighted  with  a  chance  of  amusing  himwrU  on 
a  journey.  He  is  pleased  wiih  the  idea  of  bringinj;  abotfl 
change  of  opinion  in  a  poor  wretch  on  the  brink  of  titicidei 
and  when  be  is  tired  of  his  amusement  he  will  drop  me.  Sitll 
he  unJerstandi  paradox,  and  seems  to  Ik  quite  k  mauh  for 
Blonde)  or  l.ousieju." 

Hut,  in  spite  of  these  sage  reflections,  tlic  diptomatist'spoboa 
had  sunk  deeply  into  Utcicn's  soul ;  the  groimd  was  ind*  lo 
receive  il,  and  llie  havoc  wrought  was  tlie  gre.iter  benoe 
such  famous  examples  were  cited.  I^cicn  fell  nnder  (lie 
charm  of  his  companion's  cynical  talk,  and  clung  tbe  tnoR 
willingly  to  life  because  he  felt  that  (hb  arm  which  drew  hia 
up  from  the  depths  was  a  strong  one. 
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In  this  KSpecl  Ihe  eccleti3t(i<:  had  rvtd«nil]r  won  the  dijr ; 
and,  indeml,  from  time  to  lime  a  nulicloia  imilv  bore  his 
cynical  uicedotes  company. 

"  ir  yoor  sj-stem  of  morality  at  all  resernblcs  your  maoMr 
of  regarding  history,"  laid  Lucien,  "  I  should  dearly  like  to 
know  the  motive  of  your  pte*enl  act  of  charity,  for  such  it 
seeiDs  lo  be." 

"There,  young  man,  I  have  come  lothe  last  head  of  my 
sermon ;  you  will  permit  roc  to  rrscrve  it,  for  in  that  case  we 
shall  not  part  company  lo-djy,"  said  ihc  canon,  with  ihc  (act 
of  the  prim  who  sees  that  his  gtiile  has  succeeded. 

"Very  well,  talk  morality,"  said  I,«clen.  To  himself  he 
said,  "  I  will  draw  him  out." 

"Monlity  beginit  with  the  law."  said  tl»e  jMJeiit.  "If  ft^ 
were  limply  a  question  of  religion,  laws  would  be  superflumis ; 
religioui  people  have  few  laws.  The  laws  of  statecrart  are 
above  civil  law.  Well,  do  you  rare  to  know  the  inscrifxion 
which  a  politician  can  read,  written  at  large  over  your  nine- 
teenth century?  In  1793  the  French  invented  ihe  idea  of  the 
sovereignty  of  the  people — .md  the  sovereignty  of  the  people 
cwne  to  an  end  tinder  an  alnoluic  ralcr  in  the  Emperor.  So 
much  for  your  history  a:i  a  nation.  Now  for  your  private 
manners.  Madame  Tallien  and  Madame  Bcauharnais  both 
acted  alike.  Naiwleon  married  the  one  and  made  her  your 
Emprest ;  the  other  he  would  never  receive  at  court,  princess 
lliongh  she  was.  Tlie  sans-culotic*  of  171)3  lakes  the  Iron 
Crown  in  1804.  The  fanatical  lovere  of  Eqnality  or  Death 
conspire  fotirleen  ynn  nficiw.ird  with  a  Ijcgilimisl  aristocracy 
to  bring  back  t.ouisXVni.  And  that  same  aristocracy,  lord* 
ing  it  to-day  in  tlte  Fatibourg  Saint -Germain,  has  done  wor^e 
has  been  nierchanl,  twiircr,  paitr y-cook,  farmer,  and  shqiherd. 
So  in  Ft.ince  systems  political  and  maml  have  started  from 
(Hie  point  and  reached  another  diametrically  opposed ;  and 
aien  have  professed  one  kind  of  opinion  and  acted  on  another. 

■  Lit.:  Withont  brcMhcsi  ■  l«nn  for  lb«  pMiioii. 
IS 
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'  Time  has  Ix-cii  no  ct>i)Ki»tency  in  iialitfiial  iwtky  nor  in  ibe 
conduct  of  indiviiluais.  You  cannot  be  Mtd  lo  luvr  axtj 
morality  left.  Succrss  U  the  tiii>n:uic  ju>(ifKaiioa  of  kll  ic- 
lions  wliatsocvcr.  The  Tact  in  iXxM  is  nothing ;  the  impteoiM 
that  it  luakesupoDoihersiscvciytliing.  ilcncc,  please ofasenc 
n  second  precept:  Present  a  fair  extcrioi  to  the  world,  keep 
the  xramy  side  of  life  to  younclfand  turn  a  mplendent  «W»- 
tenance  ugMm  oilicn.  Ditcietion,  ilte  motto  of  every  Kmbi- 
lioos  tnan,  is  the  walchvronl  uf  otii  Order ;  take  it  for  yov 
own.  Great  men  are  gnilty  of  almost  as  many  buc  deeds  as 
poor  outcasts;  but  they  arc  careful  to  do  these  Ihingf  in 
shiidow  and  to  parade  t!>cir  virtues  in  the  light,  or  they  mvtM 
not  be  great  men.  Your  insigniScant  man  leaves  hii  viriua 
in  the  shade;  he  publidy  displays  hit  pitiable  fiitlr.  aiid 
is  despised  accordingly.  You,  for  >n«ance,  tiave  hiddeo 
your  titles  to  greatness  and  made  a  display  of  your  worn  bit 
ingi.  You  openly  took  an  aclrca  for  your  mistics.  lived  «itkj 
her  and  upon  her  ;  you  were  by  no  nteans  to  bUnicfor  ihu}' 
everyl>ody  admitted  that  both  of  you  were  perfectly  free  lodC 
as  you  tiked;  but  you  ran  full  lilt  against  the  ideas  of  il« 

'  world,  and  the  world  has  not  shown  you  the  comiderstioa 
that  is  shown  to  those  who  obey  the  rules  of  the  game.  If  yoB 
had  left  Coralic  to  thix  Monsieur  Camusot,  if  ynu  had  hidden 
your  relations  with  her,  you  might  have  marrteil  Madame  de 
Bargeton  ;  yoti  would  now  Ix-  Prelect  of  Angoaltnte  and  Msr> 
quis  de  Rubcniprd. 

"  Change  your  Tactics,  bfing  your  good  looks,  your  chua, 
your  wit,  your  poetry  lo  the  from.  If  you  indul^  in  mmU 
discreditable  counes,  let  it  be  within  four  walls  and  yoa  «ill 
never  again  be  guilty  of  a  blot  on  the  decorations  of  this  gnM 

.  theatrical  scene  called  society.  Na|x>tco»  called  thia  'watkiof 
dirty  linen  at  home.'  The  corollary  follows  naturally  on  ihif 
second  precept — Form  is  everything.  Be  careful  lo  gratp  ikt 
meaning  of  that  word  'form.'  Tlierc  arc  people  who,  far 
want  of  knowing  better,  will  help  ihcmselres  to  money  under 
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prcMure  of  want  and  la)i«  it  by  lbrc«.  Tliese  people  are 
called  criniinaU,  and,  perforce,  they  squuc  mccountt  with 
Justice.  A  poor  man  u(  genius  di-tcovcn  wme  secret,  some 
invention  as  good  as  a  trcuure  ;  you  lend  liim  three  thousand 
francs  (for  ituit,  practically  the  CoinicCs  have  done  ;  th«y  hold 
your  bills,  and  Ihey  are  about  to  rob  your  broilict>iti  b«); 
you  torment  him  until  he  reveals,  or  pattly  reveaU,  hJi  secret; 
you  settle  your  accounts  with  your  own  conscience,  and  your 
conscience  docs  not  drag  you  into  the  assin;  court. 

"  The  enemies  of  social  order,  beholding  this  contrast,  take 
occasion  to  yap  at  j'lsticc,  and  wax  wroth  in  the  name  of  the 
people,  becaoK,  furaooth,  burglars  and  fowl-^teulen  are  lent  to 
the  hulks,  while  a  man  who  brings  whole  families  to  ruin  by 
a  fraudulent  bankruptcy  b  let  off  with  a  few  months'  imprison- 
iDcni.  But  these  hypocrites  knnw  quite  well  that  the  judge 
who  posses  scnicDCe  on  the  thief  is  maintaining  the  barrier  set 
between  the  poor  and  the  rich,  and  ilutt,  if  (hat  barrier  were 
overturnnl,  wcial  chaos  would  ensue;  while,  in  the  caw  of 
the  bankiupi,  the  man  who  steals  an  inheritance  cleverly,  and 
the  banker  who  slaughters  a  business  for  his  own  benefit, 
money  merely  changes  Hands,  that  is  all. 

"Society,  my  »on,  is  bound  to  draw  those  distinctions 
which  1  have  pointed  out  for  your  benefit.  The  one  great 
point  is  this — you  must  be  a  match  for  society.  Napoleon, 
Richelieu,  and  the  Mcdicis  were  a  match  for  their  generations. 
And  as  for  you,  yo«  value  yourself  at  twelve  thousand  frai>csl 
You  of  this  generation  in  France  worship  the  golden  calf; 
what  else  is  the  religion  of  your  charier  that  will  not  recognitc 
a  roan  politically  unless  he  owns  pro|>eriy  ?  What  is  this  but 
the  command,  'Strive  to  be  rich?'  Some  day,  when  you 
shall  have  made  a  fortune  without  breaking  the  law,  you  will 
be  rich;  you  will  be  the  Marquis  de  Rubempii,  and  can  in- 
dulge in  the  luxury  of  honor.  You  will  be  so  extremely  sen- 
sitive  on  the  point  of  honor  that  no  one  will  dare  to  accuae 
jroo  of  post  shortcomings  if  in  the  process  of  making  your  way 


yon  should  happen  to  ftnirck  it  now  and  agjtn,  which  1 1 
should  never  advise,"  lie  added,  palling  Lucien's  liand. 

"So  whal  inuai  you  jrut  in  tliat  coinely  ttead  uf  yoatif 
Simply  this  and  nothing  more — propose  to  yourseir  a  brOlMot 
and  ronKpicuous  goal,  and  go  tow.inl  it  secretly ;  let  no  one 
tee  your  methods  or  your  progress,  You  huve  behaved  tikes 
child  ;  be  a  man,  be  a  hunter,  lie  in  wait  for  yoar  quarty  in 
the  world  of  Paris,  wait  for  your  chance  and  your  game;  ytm 
need  not  be  particular  nor  mindful  of  your  dignity,  ai  it  ■ 
called  1  we  are  all  of  us  slaves  to  something,  to  some  failing  ol 
our  own  or  lo  necessity  ;  but  keep  that  law  of  laws— secrecy." 

"  Father,  you  frighten  roe,"  said  Lucien  ;  *'  this  seems  to 
me  to  be  a  highwayman's  theory." 

"  And  you  are  right,"  said  the  canon,  "  but  it  is  oo  inrai- 
tion  of  mine.  All  parvenu*  reason  in  this  way — the  booK  al 
Austria  and  the  house  of  France  alike.  You  hare  do|Ud(, 
you  say  ?  The  Mcdicis,  Kiclielicu,  and  Napoleon  utiui 
from  precisely  your  standpoint ;  but  /M^y,  my  child,  coMid* 
ered  that  their  pro^jjects  were  worth  ingratitude,  tresdiny. 
and  the  mo%t  glaring  inconsistencies.  You  must  dare  bH 
things  to  gain  all  things.  Let  ns  discuss  it.  Suppose  that 
you  sit  down  to  a  game  of  cards,  do  you  begin  to  argue  over 
the  rules  of  the  game?    Tliere  they  are,  you  accept  them," 

"  Come  now,"  thought  Liicien,  "  he  can  play  cards." 

"And  what  do  you  do?"  continued  ihe  priest ;  "do  yoa 
practice  opennea,  that  fairest  of  virtiKs?  Not  merely  do  yon 
hide  your  tactics,  but  you  do  your  best  to  make  others  beliete 
that  you  arc  on  the  brink  of  ruin  as  soon  as  yon  are  nre  of 
winning  the  game.  In  short,  you  diserable,  do  you  not^ 
You  lie  to  win  four  or  five  louis  d'or.  What  would  you  ihiidt 
of  a  player  so  generous  ax  to  proclaim  that  he  held  a  hand 
full  of  trumps  ?  Very  well ;  the  ambitious  man  who  anim 
virtue's  precepts  into  the  arena  when  his  antagonists  have  left 
them  behind  is  t^eh.-iving  like  a  child.  Old  men  of  the  worid 
mi^ht  say  to  him.  as  ■  card-player  would  say  to  the  man  wto 


r.0S7-  ILLUSIONS.  Stl 

(iecliDa  (o  take  advantage  of  his  tramps,  '  Monsieur,  you 
ought  not  to  pUy  at  cardi.' 

"  Did  you  make  the  tulex  of  the  g^me  of  ambition?  Wlijr 
did  1  (ell  you  to  be  a  match  for  mcivty?  Itccaiiie,  in  th«ie 
days,  society  by  decrees  has  Uiur])cd  so  many  rights  over  the 
individual  that  tbc  individual  is  compelled  to  act  in  seir* 
defense.  There  is  no  (tucsiion  of  lairs  now,  their  plare  has  been 
taken  by  cuttoin,  which  is  to  say  griniacings,  and  forms  must 
always  be  olwerved." 

Lacicn  suricd  wiih  surprise. 

"  Ah,  my  child  ! "  said  the  priest,  afraid  that  tie  had 
shocked  Liicicn's  innocence;  "did  you  ei|>cct  to  find  the 
Angel  Gabriel  in  an  abbi  loaded  with  all  the  iniquities  of  the 
diplaiit;tcy  and  counlcr-di[iloma<:y  uf  two  kings?  I  ntn  an 
agent  bclwccn  Feniinand  Vll.  and  Louis  XVllI.,  iwo — kings 
who  owe  their  crowns  to  profound — er — combinations,  lei  ut 
sjy.  I  believe  iti  Cod.  but  I  have  a  still  greater  liclicf  in  our 
Order,  and  our  Order  lu&  no  belief  save  in  temporal  power. 
In  order  to  strengtlven  and  consolidate  the  tcw|>oTal  [vower, 
our  Order  upholds  the  Catholic  A|>osiulic  and  Roman  Church, 
which  is  lo  say,  ihc  doctrines  which  dispoKe  the  world  at  large 
to  obedience.  We  are  the  Templars  of  modem  times  ;  we 
have  a  doctrine  of  our  own.  Like  the  Templars,  we  have 
been  dispersed,  and  for  the  same  reasons ;  we  were  almost  a 
natch  for  the  world.  If  you  will  enlist  as  a  soldier,  I  will  be 
your  captain.  Obey  me  as  a  wife  obeys  her  husband,  as  a 
child  obeys  his  mother,  and  I  will  gitaranlec  that  you  shall  be 
Marrinis  de  Rut>empr6  in  less  than  six  months;  you  shall 
marry  into  one  of  the  proudest  hoiivs  in  the  Fautmnrg  Sainl- 
Cermain,  and  ^me  day  you  shall  sit  on  a  bench  with  peers 
of  France.  What  would  you  have  been  at  this  moment  if  I 
had  not  amused  you  by  my  conversation?  An  undiscovered 
corpse  in  a  deep  bed  of  mud.  Well  and  good,  now  for  an 
effort  of  iraatitnaiion- — " 

Lucien  looked  curiously  at  his  protector. 
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"  Here,  ia  this  caliche  beside  the  AbM  Carlos  He 
canon  of  Toledo,  iecret  envoy  from  his  nujesiy  Ferdia 
VII.  To  his  majesty  ihe  King  of  France,  bearer  of  a  dbfiMeh' 
thus  worded  ii  rauy  be — '  \Vhen  you  have  delivered  me,  haof 
all  ihose  whom  I  favor  at  this  moment,  niore  especially  tbt 
bearer  of  ihjs  dispatch,  for  then  he  can  teil  no  talcs'— «rll, 
be»i<le  this  envoy  sils  a  young  man  who  has  nothing  in  co» 
mon  with  that  poet  recently  deceased.  I  have  fished  yoa  oM 
of  the  water,  I  have  brought  yoti  to  life  again,  yon  belocf 
10  me  as  the  cicaiion  belongs  to  the  Creator,  aa  the  spriies  of 
fairy-tales  belong  lo  the  genii,  as  the  janissary  lo  the  Sultao, 
as  the  soul  to  the  body.  I  will  sustain  yoti  in  the  way  to 
power  with  a  strong  hand  ;  and,  at  the  same  time,  1  proouK 
that  your  life  shall  be  a  continual  course  of  pleasure,  hooon, 
and  enjoymeni.  You  sliall  never  want  for  money.  You  ihtll 
ahine,  you  shall  go  bravely  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  ;  while  I, 
crouching  in  the  mud,  will  lay  a  firm  foundation  for  the  bril- 
liant edifice  of  your  fortunes.  For  I  love  power  for  its  on 
sake.  I  shall  always  rejoice  In  yooT  enjoyment,  forbtdded  to 
me.  !n  short,  my  self  shall  become  your  self!  Well,  if  s 
day  should  come  wlien  this  pad  between  man  and  tite  tempter, 
this  agreement  between  the  child  and  the  diplomaliMi  slMBld 
BO  longer  suit  your  ideas,  you  can  still  look  about  for  nor 
quiet  spot,  like  that  pool  of  which  yoa  were  speaking,  ami 
drown  yourMtf ;  you  will  only  be  ai  you  are  now,  or  a  little 
more  or  a  little  \c*%  wretched  and  dishonored." 

"This  is  not  like  the  Archbishop  of  Granada's  homilv," 
nid  the  astounded  I.ticien  to  the  wily  abb^,  as  Ihey  stopfwd  to 
change  horses. 

"  Call  this  concentrated  education  by  what  ttame  yoa  vflL 
my  son,  for  you  are  my  son,  I  adopt  yoa  hcocefonh  and  daU 
make  you  my  heir ;  it  is  the  Code  of  ambition.  God's  cled 
are  few  and  far  between.  There  is  no  choice,  yon  mnit  tmr 
yo«r>eIf  in  the  cloister  (and  there  you  very  often  find  lit 
world  again  in  miniatnrc)  or  accept  the  Code." 


"  Perhaps  it  would  be  better  not  lo  beso  wise,"  said  Litcien, 
tryinf  to  fiitHom  tint  (emble  print. 

"  What !  "  rejoined  the  canon.  "  You  begin  to  play  before 
you  know  the  rules  of  the  game,  and  now  you  tbrow  it  up  just 
as  your  cbanees  are  beu  and  yon  have  a  uilkManiial  {od^her 
to  back  you  t  And  you  do  not  even  care  to  play  a  retunt 
match  ?  Von  do  not  mean  to  s.iy  that  you  have  no  mind  to 
be  even  with  ihow  who  drove  yon  ftom  I^ris?" 

Lucicn  quivered ;  the  sounds  that  rang  through  every  nerve 
seemed  to  come  ftom  some  bronze  instrument,  some  Chinese 
gong. 

"  I  am  onlya  poor  priest,"  returned  his  mentor,  and  a  grim 
expression,  drcBdfuI  to  behold,  appeared  for  a  moment  on  a 
face  burned  to  a  copper-red  by  ihc  sun  of  Spain,  "  I  amonlya 
poor  priest;  but  if  I  had  been  humiliated,  vexed,  tormented, 
betrayed,  and  sold  as  you  have  been  by  the  scoundrels  of  whom 
you  have  (old  me,  I  sbould  do  like  an  Arab  of  the  desert — I  ' 
would  devote  myself,  body  and  soul,  to  vengeance.  I  nii({ht 
end  by  dangling  from  a  gibbet,  garrotted,  imi>ated.  guillotined 
in  your  French  fashion,  I  should  not  care  a  rsp;  but  they 
afaould  not  have  my  head  until  I  had  crushed  my  enemies 
under  my  heel." 

Lucien  was  silent ;  he  had  no  with  to  draw  the  priest  out 
«ny  further. 

"  Some  arc  descended  Oom  Cain  and  some  from  Abel,"  the 
canon  concluded  ;  "  I  my«lf  am  of  mined  blood — Cain  for 
my  enemies,  Abel  for  my  friends.  Woe  to  htm  that  shall 
awaken  Cain !  After  all,  you  are  a  Frenchman ;  I  am  a 
Spaniard,  and.  what  is  more,  a  canon." 

"  What  a  Tartar  I  "  thought  Lucien,  scanning  the  protector 
thus  sent  to  hira  by  heaven. 

There  was  no  sign  of  ihe  jeuiit,  nor  even  of  the  eociesiastie, . 
about  the  Abbt  Carlos  Herrera.     His  h.sndswere  large,  hewu  \ 
thick-set  and  broad-chested,  evidenity  he  possessed  the  strength 
of  a  Hercules;  his  ttrrific  cxprewion  was  softened  by  benignity 
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assumed  at  will ;  but  *.  complexion  of  impcneinblc  broiue 
inspired  fcdingt  of  repulsion  rather  itun  ailachmcnt  for  ilte 
man. 

Tlie  strange  diplomaiist  looked  somewhat  like  a  bishop*  Ax 
he  wore  powder  on  hU  long,  thick  hiitr,  after  the  fashion  of  Iht 
I'rince  de  TjJleyrand  ;  a  gold  cross,  lunging  from  «  atrip  aT 
blue  ribbon  wiili  a  while  bordci,  indicated  an  cccleuioacil 
dignitary,  'llie  oiillmet  beneath  itie  black  silk  fttockill(l 
would  not  have  disgraced  an  aihtcte.  Tlie  exquisite  ncMK» 
of  his  clothes  and  person  revealed  an  amoonl  of  care  which  t 
simple  prieit,  and,  above  all,  a  Spanish  priest,  does  not  always 
take  with  his  api>caiance.  A  ilircc-corncred  hat  Lay  oa  ihc 
front  teat  of  the  carriage,  which  bore  tlw  anas  of  Spain,        ^k 

In  \piic  of  the  sense  of  repulsion,  the  effect  made  by  iW 
man't  ap|>earanrc  wai  n-cakeiicd  by  his  manner,  fictcc  and  yet 
winning  as  it  was;  he  evidently  laid  liimaelf  oiit  lo  plewe 
Lucicn,  and  the  winning  manner  became  aJraost  coaxtDg. 
Yet  Lucicn  noticed  the  smallest  trifles  uneasily,  lie  fctl  that 
Ihe  moment  of  decision  lud  come;  they  had  reached  the 
second  stage  beyond  Ruffec,  and  the  decision  nteant  life  or 
death. 

Tlic  Spaniard's  last  words  vibrated  through  many  chords  m 
his  heart,  and,  to  the  sliaine  of  both,  it  must  be  said  thai  all 
that  was  worst  in  Lticien  responded  to  an  appeal  deliberately 
made  to  hit  evil  impulKS,  and  the  eyes  thai  studied  the  pnet'i 
beautiful  Tace  had  read  him  verycleariy.  Lucien  Iwheld  Para 
once  more ;  in  imagination  he  caught  again  at  the  reins  o( 
power  let  fall  fion)  his  unskilled  hands,  and  he  avenged  him- 
self I  The  couipariions  which  he  himself  had  drawn  lo  laidy 
between  the  life  of  Paris  and  life  in  the  provinces  faded  fron 
his  mind  with  the  more  painful  motives  (or  inicide;  he  vii 
about  to  return  to  his  naiunil  sphere,  and  this  lime  with  a  pro- 
tector, a  i>oliiical  inirigiicr,  unscrtipuloui  is  Cromwell. 

"  1  was  alone,  now  there  will  be  two  of  us,"  he  told  him- 
9elf.    And  then  this  priest  had  been  more  and  more  iniemtcd 
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of  his  iitiG  one  after  another.  The  mao'i  cliafily 
grown  with  the  extent  of  his  misdoiogs;  nolhing  had 
a^onittved  this  confessor.  And  yet,  what  could  be  the  motive 
f  of  a  tDorer  in  iti«  intri^e«  of  kings?  Lucien  at  flm  was 
fain  IM  \k  content  with  the  banal  answer— the  S|ianish  arc  a 
gciKrous ractr.  The  Sittuiard  is  generoitti  ercn  so  tl>c  Italian 
is  jealous  and  a  poisoner,  the  Frenchman  6clcle,  the  Gernun 
frank,  the  Jew  ignoble,  and  the  Englishman  noble.  Reverse 
these  vcidicts  und  you  shall  arrive  within  a  reatonable  distance 
of  the  iniih  t  Tlie  Jcw»  have  mom>t<oliie<l  the  gold  of  the 
worH;  lliey  compose  '■  Robcn  (he  Devil."  act  ■■  Miidre," 
sing  "  William  Tell,"  give  commissions  for  pictures  and  build 
pttUtes,  write  "  Rcisebilder  "  and  wonderful  verse  ;  tliey  are 
mure  powerfal  than  ever,  iheir  religion  is  accepted,  they  have 
lent  money  to  the  holy  father  himself  I  As  for  GernMny,  a 
foreigner  is  often  a^ked  whether  he  has  a  contract  in  writing, 
and  this  in  the  smallest  matters,  to  tricky  are  they  in  their 
dealings.  In  France  the  q)ectacle  of  national  blnnden  has 
never  tacked  national  applause  for  the  post  fifty  years ;  we 
continue  to  wear  hats  which  no  mortal  can  explain,  and  every 
change  of  government  is  made  on  the  express  condition  that 
ihings  sliall  remain  exactly  as  they  were  before.  England 
flaunts  her  perfidy  in  the  U.ck  of  the  world  and  her  abomina- 
ble treacliery  is  only  equaled  by  her  greed.  All  the  gold  of 
two  Indies  pamed  throagh  the  hands  of  Spain,  and  now  she 
has  nothing  left.  Tlierc  is  no  conntry  in  the  world  wt>crc 
poison  is  50  little  in  request  as  in  Italy,  no  country  wlwrc 
manners  are  easier  or  more  gentle.  As  for  the  Spaniard  he 
has  traded  largely  on  the  reputation  of  the  Moor  as  he  was  in 
Spain. 

As  the  canon  of  Toledo  returned  to  the  catfehe,  he  had 
spoken  a  word  to  the  po«t-boy:  "  Drive  poat-hasie,"  be 
said,  "  and  there  will  1>c  three  francs  for  drink-money  (or 
you."  Then,  seeing  that  Lucicn  hesitated,  "  Come !  tome  t" 
he  exclaimed,  and  Lucien  took  his  place  again,  telling  him* 
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self  tlut  he  meant  lo  try  ibc  effect  of  the  areumentiai  ti\ 
Msmiium. 

"  Father,"  he  began,  "adcr  pouring  out,  with  alt  the  coot* 
ness  in  ilie  wurld,  a  series  of  maxims  wliich  die  vulgar  would 
consider  profijuudly  immoral " 

"  And  so  they  are,"  said  the  priest ;  "  that  is  why  ]ex» 
Chri&t  said  that  it  man  ncedj  be  that  ofTcnBcs  come,  my 
son ;  and  that  is  why  the  world  displa)^  such  horrot  of 
offenses." 

"  A  man  of  your  stamp  will  not  be  surprised  by  the  qvoi- 
tiou  which  I  am  about  to  ask?" 

"  Indeed,  my  son,  you  do  not  know  me,"  said  Carlos  He^ 
nra.  "  Do  you  suppose  that  I  riiould  engage  a  secretary 
naless  I  knew  that  I  could  depeud  opon  his  priuciples  s«fi- 
ciently  to  be  sure  that  he  would  not  rob  me  ?  I  like  yon. 
You  are  as  innocent  in  every  way  as  a  twenty -year-old  sui- 
cide.    Your  question?" 

"  Why  do  you  take  an  interest  in  me  ?  What  prtc«  do  yon 
set  on  my  obedience?  Why  should  you  give  me  every- 
thing?   What  is  your  share ?  " 

The  Spaniard  looked  at  Lucien,  and  a  smile  came  over 
his  face. 

"  Let  us  wait  till  we  come  to  the  next  hill ;  we  can  walk 
up  and  talk  out  in  the  open.  The  back  seat  of  a  traveling 
carriage  is  not  the  place  for  confidences." 

They  traveled  in  silence  for  some  lime ;  the  rapidity  of 
the  movement  seemed  to  increase  Luciea's  mont  iUoxt- 
cation. 

"  Here  is  a  hilt,  father,"  he  said  at  last,  awakening  from  a 
kind  of  dream. 

"  Very  well,  we  will  walk."  The  abb«  called  to  the  po»- 
tillion  to  stop,  and  the  two  sprang  oul  upon  the  road. 

"  You,  child,"  said  the  Spaniard,  taking  Lacicn  by  the  arai. 
"have  you  ever  thought  over  Olway't '  Venice  Preserved?' 
Did  you  understand  the  profound  friendship  between  man  and 
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ntao  which  biiidi  Pierre  and  JaHier  each  to  each  so  clotcly  that 
a  woman  is  u  nothing  in  comiiariion,  anil  all  social  conditions 
are  changed?     Well,  so  much  for  the  poet," 

"So  the  canon  knows  something  of  the  diama,"  thought 
Lucien.     "  Have  you  read  Voltaire?  "  he  asked. 

"  I  have  done  better,"  said  the  other ;  "  I  put  his  doctrine 
into  practice." 

"  Vou  do  not  believe  in  a  God  ?  " 

'*  Come  1  it  is  1  who  am  the  atheist,  is  it  ?  "  the  ahbi  said, 
•miling.  "  Let  us  come  to  ptactit.ii  matters,  my  child,"  he 
added,  inittitij;  an  ann  around  i.iicicn's  waist.  "1  am  foiiy- 
bix  years  old,  I  am  the  natural  son  of  a  great  lotd;  conw 
quenlly,  I  have  no  family,  aiid  I  have  a  bean.  But,  learn 
this,  carve  it  on  that  still  so  soft  brain  of  yours — man  dreads 
(o  be  alone.  And  of  all  kinds  of  isolation,  inward  isoUtiou 
it  the  mou  apintling.  Tlie  early  anchorite  lived  with  God ; 
be  dwell  in  the  spirit  world,  the  most  populout  world  of  all. 
The  miser  lives  in  a  world  of  imagination  and  fruition  ;  his 
whole  life  and  all  that  he  is,  even  his  sex,  lies  in  the  brain. 
A  man's  first  thought,  be  he  leper  or  convict,  hoitclenly 
sick  or  degraded,  is  to  And  another  with  a  like  fate  to  share 
it  with  him.  He  will  exert  the  utmost  that  is  in  him.  every 
power,  all  his  vital  energy,  to  satisfy  that  craving;  it  is  his 
very  life.  Btii  for  that  tyrannous  longing,  wotihl  Satan  have 
fonnd  companions?  Tliere  ii  a  w!iole  poem  yet  to  be  writteo, 
a  first  part  of  ■  P.iradisc  Lost;'  Milton's  poem  is  only  the 
apology  for  the  revolt." 

"  It  would  be  the  Ili.id  of  Corruption,"  said  Lucien, 

"Well,  I  am  alone,  I  live  alone.  If  t  wear  the  priest's 
faabit,  I  have  not  a  priest's  heart.  I  like  to  devote  tnyself  to 
some  one;  that  is  my  weakness.  That  it  my  life,  that  is  liow 
I  catnc  to  he  a  priest.  I  am  not  afraid  of  ingratitude,  and  I 
am  grateful.  The  church  is  nothing  to  me;  it  is  an  idea.  I 
am  devoted  to  the  King  of  Spain,  but  you  cannot  give 
affection  to  a  King  of  Spain  ;  he  is  my  protector,  he  towen 


above  me.  I  want  to  love  m^  creature,  to  mould  htn, 
f^hion  him  to  my  use,  and  love  him  as  &  father  loves  bit 
child.  I  shall  drive  iu  your  tilbury,  my  boy,  cnjojr  yoar  Bfr 
cess  with  women,  and  aay  to  my^lf,  'This  fine  yonng  Mlvt, 
this  Marquis  dc  Kubcmpr^,  my  creation  whom  I  hare  broagk 
into  this  great  world,  is  my  very  self ;  hit  greatnev  is  sijr 
doing,  he  speaks  or  is  silent  with  my  voice,  he  conmlts  ne 
in  everything."  The  Abb*  de  Vermont  felt  thus  for  Uaie- 
Antoincitc.'* 

■•  He  led  her  to  the  scalTold." 

"He  did  not  love  the  Queen,"  said  the  priest;  "Afoolj 
loved  llie  AbJ>6  dc  Vermont." 
"  Muiit  I  leave  desolation  behind  mc?" 
"  I  have  money,  you  shall  draw  on  tne." 
"  1  would  do  a  great  deal  just  now  to  rescue  D^vld  Stel 
said  Lucien,  Id  the  tone  of  one  who  has  given  up  nil  idet  of 
suicide.  I 

"Say  but  one  word,  my  son,  and  by  Icvmorrow moniinii he 
ahall  have  money  enough  to  set  him  free." 

"  What  t  Would  you  give  roc  twel»-e  thousand  francs?" 
"  Ah  !  child,  do  you  not  see  that  we  arc  Inivcting  on  at  ite 
rate  of  four  leagues  an  hour  ?  We  shall  dine  at  Poitiers  befalC 
long,  and  there,  if  you  decide  to  sign  the  pact,  to  give  me  a 
MUglc  proof  of  obedience,  a  great  proof  that  I  shall  rctinire, 
[hen  the  Bordeaux  coach  shall  carry  fifteen  tbousand  fratica 

to  your  sister "  J 

"  Where  is  the  money  ?  "  " 

TIte  Spaniard  made  no  answer,  and  Lucien  said  within  bim- 
sclf,  "  There  I  had  him ;  he  was  laughing  at  me." 

In  another  moment  Ihey  took  their  jijaccs.  Neither  of 
■hem  said  a  word.  Silently  the  abbi  groped  in  the  pocket  of 
the  coach,  and  drew  out  a  traveler's  leather  poucb  with  thiw 
divisions  in  it ;  thence  he  took  a  hundred  Ponagtwne  net- 
dores,  bringing  out  his  large  hand  filled  with  gold  thn* 
times.  M 


chara. 
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'  Father,  I  bid  yours,"  laid  Lacien,  duilcd  by  the  sticam 

of  gold. 

"  Child  I  "  said  the  pn«si,  and  set  a  lender  kin  on  Lucien's 

forehead.     "  IImfc  is  twice  as  much  still  left  in  the  bag,  b^ 

tide  the  money  for  traveling  expenses." 

••  And  you  are  traveling  alone  !  "  cried  Loeicn, 

"What  is  Dm?"   asked   the  Siuniard.     "1  have  more 

than  a  handred  thouund  crowns  in  drafts  on  P^iris.     .\  dtpto- 

niali&t  without  money  is  i»  your  position  of  this  morning— a 

poet  without  a  will  of  his  own  I  " 

A*  Lucien  took  his  place  in  the  caltehe  beside  the  so-called 
Spanish  diplomatist,  Eve  rose  to  give  her  child  a  draught  of 
milk,  found  the  fatal  letter  in  the  cradle,  and  read  it.  A 
sitddcn  cold  chilled  the  damps  of  morning  slumber,  diuineat 
came  over  her,  she  could  not  see.  She  called  alond  to  Marion 
and  Kolb. 

*'  Has  my  brother  gone  out  ?  "  she  asked,  and  Kolb  an« 
swered  at  once  with,  "  Yes,  moniame,  pefore  tay." 

"  Keep  this  that  I  am  going  to  tell  you  a  profound  secret," 
nid  Eve.  "  My  brother  has  gone  no  doubi  (o  make  away 
with  himself.  (lurry,  both  of  you,  nuke  in<]tiiries  cautiously, 
and  look  along  the  river." 

Eve  was  left  alone  in  a  dull  xiu]>or,  dreadful  to  see.  Her 
trouble  was  at  its  height  when  Petil-CUnd  came  in  at  seven 
o'clork  to  talk  over  the  stepe  to  be  taken  in  David's  case. 
At  such  a  lime,  any  voice  in  the  world  may  speak,  and  we  let 
I  hem  speak. 

"  Our  )>oor,  dear  David  is  in  prison,  madame,"  so  began 
Petit-Claud.  "  t  foresaw  nil  along  that  it  would  end  in  thi». 
1  advised  him  at  the  time  to  go  into  partncnhip  with  his  com- 
petitors.  the  Cointcts ;  for  while  your  husb.ind  has  simi^y  the 
idea,  they  have  the  means  of  putting  it  into  practical  shape. 
So,  as  soon  as  I  heard  of  his  arrest  yei-ierday  evening,  what  did 
I  do  but  hurry  away  to  find  the  Cointeis  and  try  to  obtain 
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such  concessions  as  miglit  satisfy  you.  If  jrou  try  to  keep 
discovery  to  yourselves,  you  will  continue  to  live  >  life  of 
shifts  and  chicAnery.  You  must  giv«  in,  or  else,  wbett  yoa 
are  exhausted  and  at  the  last  gas|>,  you  will  end  by  nukiegi 
bargain  with  some  capiulist  or  other,  and  perhaps  lo  your  on 
detriment,  whereas  to^ay  I  hope  Eo  see  you  make  a  food  one 
witli  the  Messieurs  Coiniet.  In  this  way  you  wilt  uve  yoar- 
selves  the  liardships  and  the  misery  of  the  inveDtot's  duel  vilb 
the  greed  of  the  capitalist  and  the  iiidiflerence  of  the  public 
Let  us  see  1  If  tlie  Me<«ietirs  Coinlct  should  |uy  your  ddM— 
if,  over  and  above  your  debts,  they  should  pay  you  a  fufths 
sum  of  money  down,  whether  or  not  the  invention  saccccdi; 
white  at  the  same  time  it  is  ihoiousbly  understood  ibst  if  it 
succeeds  a  certain  proportion  of  the  profits  of  working  ibe 
patent  shall  be  yonre,  would  you  not  he  doing  very  well? 
You  yourself,  madanic,  would  then  t>c  tiK  proprietor  of  Ibe 
plant  in  tlie  printing-office.  You  would  sell  the  buiinea,  w 
doubt ;  it  is  r[viite  worth  twenty  thouund  francs.  I  will  no- 
deriake  to  find  you  a  buyer  at  tlui  price. 

"  Now  if  you  draw  up  a.  deed  of  partnership  with  Ihe  Ma- 
Bieurs  Cointct,  and  receive  fifteen  thousand  franca  in  money 
paid  down,  you  will  havcthirty-five  thousand  francs  of  capital  i 
and  if  you  invest  it  in  the  funds  at  the  present  mocnent,  it 
will  bring  you  in  an  income  of  two  thousin<J  francs.  Ym 
can  live  on  two  thousand  francs  in  the  provinces.  Bear  in 
mjn'd,  too,  madame,  that,  given  certain  contingencies,  there 
will  be  yet  farther  payments.  I  say  ■  contingencies,'  bccaa« 
we  must  lay  our  accounts  with  failure. 

•■  Very  well,"  continued  Petit-Claud.  "  now  these  ihiitp 
I  am  sure  that  1  can  obtain  for  you.  First  of  all,  David'l 
release  from  prison;  secondly,  fifteen  thousand  francs,  a  pre- 
mium paid  on  his  discovery,  whether  the  esperimcnis  Ciil  of 
succeed;  and,  l.utly,  a  partnership  between  tXjivid  and  ibc 
Cointcts,  to  be  taken  out  after  private  experiment  nude 
Jointly.     The  deed  of  partnership  for  the  working  of  iW 
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patent  should  be  drawD  up  on  the  following  basis:  The  Coin- 
lets  to  t)cji  all  the  expetnea,  the  capital  iiiveUeJ  by  Djvi<I  to 
be  conftned  to  the  expenurs  of  procuring  the  i»tcni,  and  his 
&l)ure  of  the  profits  to  be  fixed  at  twenty-five  per  cent.  You 
ftre  a  clear-headed  and  very  sensible  woman,  qualities  which 
are  oot  oficn  found  combined  with  great  beauty ;  think  over 
these  proposals,  and  you  wilt  sec  that  liicy  are  very  lavonible." 
Poor  Eve  in  Iter  deipjiir  bur»t  into  tears.  "Ah,  sir]  why 
did  you  not  come  yesterday  evening  to  icll  mc  this?  We 
sboitld  have  been  spared  disgrace  and — and  something  far 


"lw3S  talking  with  the  Coinlcts  until  midnight.  Tliey 
arc  behind  Mitivier,  lu  you  must  have  sus|>ectc<l.  But  how 
has  sORKlhinj;  wor^c  than  our  poor  D^vid'a  Mita.  hap])ene<l 
since  yesterday  evening?" 

"  Here  is  the  awful  neii-s  that  I  found  when  I  awoke  this 
morning,"  she  said,  holding  out  Lucicn's  letter.  "You  hare 
just  given  me  proof  of  your  intere*t  in  us;  you  are  David's 
fiHervd  an*!  Lucien's;  I  need  not  ask  you,  sir,  to  keep  the 
secret " 

"You  need  not  leel  the  lessl  anxiety,"  said  Petit-Claud,  as 
he  returned  the  letter.  "  Lucien  will  not  take  his  life.  Your 
hnslnnd's  arrets  was  his  doing;  he  was  obliged  lo  find  some 
excuse  for  leaving  you,  and  this  exit  of  his  looks  to  me  like  a 
piece  of  stage  business." 

Tlvc  Cointcts  had  gained  their  ends.  They  had  tormented 
the  inventor  and  bis  family,  until,  worn  out  by  the  torture, 
tlie  victims  longed  for  a  respite,  and  then  seized  tticir  oppor- 
tunity and  mule  the  offer.  Not  every  inventor  has  the  le- 
nacityof  the  bull-dog  that  will  perish  with  his  teeili  fast  sei  in 
his  captive ;  the  Cointcts  h;id  shrewdly  estimated  David's 
character.  The  tall  Cointct  looked  upon  David's  imptison- 
ment  as  the  first  scene  of  the  first  act  of  the  drama.  The 
second  act  ojicned  with  the  propiissl  which  Pelil>Claud  had 
just  made.     A«  arch-schemer,  the  attorney  looked  Lucieo'a 
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fruiiic  folly  as  a  bii  of  unhojied-for  lurk,  a  rhan.-i-  ihi;  wr; 
fliully  decide  ihe  tsstK«  of  the  tUy. 

Eve  WM  complMely  [irwttiied  by  ihis  cvcni ,  Pt 
air  (his,  and  incati[  to  proAt  l>y  tier  ilcsjuiir  to  win 
fiilcnce,  fof  he  saw  at  last  how  much  she  influeiKcd  her 
band.     So  Ui  from  discoaraging  Eve  he  tricij  to 
■ind  very  cleverly  diverted  licr  thought!  to  the  pti 
sliould  peniude  David  to  take  (he  Cointets  into  |ian: 

"  Djviil  told  me,  madame,  tkit  be  only  wisheil  fur  -a  r< 
for  your  saIcc  xnd  your  brother's;  but  it  shuutd  be  cirar 
you  by  now  tlvat  to  try  lo  make  a  rich  mnn  of  L.ui:ien  wnaUta 
nudncsL     The  youngster  would  run  through  three  fonuoa. 

Eve's  attitude  told  plainly  enough  thai  ihe  liad  no  wm 
illuKOiu  left  with  regard  to  i^r  brother.     The  Uwyer  wsitni 

little  to  that  her  Mlence  should  haw  lite  weight  of  come'.: 

"Tilings  being  to,  ft  is  now  a  questioQ  of  you  and  ym 
child."  he  said.     "  It  rests  wttlt  you  lo  dcfide  if'  y 

income  of  two  thousand  francs  will  be  enough  for  yo<j  ■  - 
to  say  nothing  of  old  S^hard's  property.     Your  tuhet- 
law's  income  has  amounted  to  seven  or  eight  thouaaiMl 
for  a  long  time  post,  to  say  nothing  of  capital  lying  ool 
interest.     So,  after  all,  you  hare  a  good  proipect  bcfofc  y 
Why  torment  yourself?" 

Petit-Claud  left  Eve  S^hard  to  reflect  upon  (his 
The  whole  tchi'ine  hail  been  drawn  uj>  with  no  little  skill  \^ 
Ox  ull  Cointel  the  evening  before. 

"  Give  them  the  glimpse  of  a  posutrilily  of  money  En  hand," 
the  lynx  had  said,  when  Petit-Claad  brought  the  news  of  the 
arrest;  "once  let  them  grow  accititomed  to  ihst  idea  and 
they  an  ours ;  we  will  drive  a  bargain,  and  little  by  little  we 
shall  bring  them  down  to  our  price  for  the  secret." 

The  argument  of  the  second  att  of  the  commerrial  dnm 
waa  in  a  manner  saromed  up  in  that  speeeh. 

Mnte.  Sfchard,  heitthmken   ami   full  of  drmd    for 
brother's  Eue.  drciicd  and  came  downstaln.     Ad  agony  of 
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terror  seized  her  when  i)m  thought  that  »he  must  cross  Angoit- 
leme  alone  on  the  wajr  to  the  priton.  fetit-CUud  give  liiilc 
thought  to  hi«  fair  client's  distress.  When  he  came  back  to 
offer  hii  tnn,  it  was  from  a  tolerably  Machiavellian  motive ; 
but  Ev«  gave  him  credit  for  delicate  coiiMderation,  and  he 
allowed  her  to  lliank  him  for  it.  The  little  attention,  at  such 
a  moment,  from  so  hard  a  roan,  mo<lificd  Mme.  Sfchard's  pre- 
viotis  opinion  of  Petit-CUud. 

"  I  am  taking  you  roimd  by  Ihc  longest  way,"  he  said, 
"and  wc shall  meet  nobody. " 

"  For  the  fiist  time  in  my  life,  momieuc,  I  fe«I  ilut  I  have 
no  right  lo  hold  np  my  head  before  other  jieojile ;  1  had  a 
•harp  loson  given  to  me  last  night      ■  '" 

"  It  will  be  the  first  and  the  last." 

"  Oh  I  1  certainly  shall  not  slay  in  the  town  now "* 

"  Let  me  know  if  your  husband  consents  to  the  piopoub 
Ilut  arc  all  but  definitely  ofTrred  by  the  Cointels,"  said  Pclit- 
Claud  ai  the  gate  of  the  prison ;  "  I  wilt  come  at  oikc  with 
an  order  for  David's  rcle>!«  from  Cacban.  and,  in  all  likeli- 
hood, he  will  not  go  back  a»ain  tu  priion." 

Tim  stiggestion,  nude  on  the  very  lhre«hol<I  of  tl>r  j,itl,  was 
a  piece  of  cunning  strategy — a  c^mNtauoite,  a^  the  Italians 
rati  an  indefinable  mixmrc  of  ttcachcrj- anrf  Inith.  a  cunningly 
ptanned  fraud  which  does  not  bieak  the  letter  or  the  law,  or  a 
p-cce  of  deft  trickery  for  which  there  is  no  legal  remedy. 
St.  B-inholomcw's,  for  instance,  w»  a  political  combination. 

ImpTisonment  for  debt,  for  reamns  previomly  explained,  is 
mcb  a  rare  occurrence  in  the  provinces  that  there  is  no  house 
of  detention,  and  a  debtor  is  perforce  impritoiied  with  the 
neruicd,  convicted,  and  condemned — the  three  graduated 
subdivKions  of  tbe  class  gencrically  styled  criminal.  IXivid 
was  put  for  the  time  being  in  a  ecti  on  the  first  floor  from 
which  some  prisoner  ha<)  prcitnbly  been  recently  disclurged 
at  the  cnA  of  hii  time.  Once  inscrilied  on  the  warden's  reg< 
Uier,  with  the  amount  allowed  by  the  law  for  a  prisoner's 
S3 
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botrd  Tor  one  monih,  David  confronted  a 
more  powerriil  than  the  King;  himself  in  ■ 
this  was  the  jailer. 

An  in^ancc  of  a  thin  jailer  Is  unknown  in  the  provtom 
The  place,  to  begin  with,  is  almost  n  sinecure,  and  a  jailer  k 
a  kind  of  innkeeper  who  pays  no  rent  and  lives  very  well, 
while  his  prisoners  fare  very  ill  j  for,  tike  an  innkeeper,  he 
gives  ihem  rooms  according  to  thctr  payments.  He  fcne* 
David  by  name,  and,  what  was  more,  knew  about  Dand'l 
father,  and  thought  thai  he  might  venture  to  let  the  pnnur 
have  a  good  room  on  credit  for  one  night ;  for  David  was 
penniless. 

The  prison  of  Angoultme  was  built  in  the  Middle  Ages  aad 
ha-^  no  more  ch^tnged  tb^n  the  old  cathedral.  It  b  baih 
against  the  old  frliidinl,  or  ancient  court  of  appeal,  ud 
people  siill  call  it  the  conrt-hoii«e.  It  boasb  the  convenliooal 
prison  gateway,  ihc  solid-looking,  nail-siudded  door,  the  low, 
worn  archway  which  the  better  deserves  the  qoaliftcattoB 
"cycloiTcan,"  bfrause  llie  jailer's  peephole  or /n^o/ loob  on 
like  a  single  eye  from  the  front  of  the  building.  As  you  nta 
you  find  yourself  in  a  corridor  which  runs  across  the  eniin 
width  of  the  building,  with  a  row  of  doors  of  cells  that  give 
upon  ihc  prison. yard  and  are  lishted  by  high  windows  covend 
with  a  sr|tiare  iron  grating.  Tlie  jailer's  house  ts  squrated 
from  these  cells  by  an  archway  in  the  middle,  through  wluck 
you  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  iron  gale  of  the  prison-yard.  Tfce 
jailer  installed  David  in  a  cell  next  to  the  archway,  thinkii^ 
tl^nl  he  would  like  to  have  a  man  of  David's  stamp  as  a  itear 
neighbor  for  the  sake  of  company. 

"  Thi^  is  the  best  room."  he  said.  David  was  struck  darab 
with  amazement  at  the  sight  of  it. 

The  stone-walls  were  tolerably  damp.  Tite  windows,  s« 
high  in  the  wall,  were  heavily  barred ;  the  stone-paved  ioor 
was  cold  M  ire,  and  from  the  corridor  oalsJde  came  tl« 
sound  of  the  measured  tramp  of  the  warder,  monotonous  m 
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^^Hfa'Oii  tiK  beach.  "  Yoti  are  a  prisoner  t  you  are  watched 
and  guarded  !  "  Mid  the  fooiKcps  at  every  momeni  of  every 
ho»r.  All  tli«se  small  things  tog'ther  |)rodti<:e  a  prodigioua 
effect  opon  the  minds  of  honest  folk.  Dnvid  mw  thai  the 
bed  was  execrable,  btit  the  fintt  night  in  a  prison  it  full  of 
violent  agitation,  and  only  on  the  second  night  does  the  pris- 
oner notice  that  his  couch  ia  hard.  The  jailer  was  graciously 
disposed  ;  he  naturally  su;!gested  that  his  prisoner  should  walk 
in  the  yard  until  nightfall. 

David's  hour  of  anguish  only  began  when  he  was  locked 
into  hi*  cell  for  the  night.  Lights  arc  not  allowed  in  the 
cells.  K  prisoner  dei.iined  on  arrest  used  to  be  tut>jecied  to 
rules  devised  for  malefactors,  unless  he  brought  a  special  ex- 
emption signed  by  the  public  prosecutor.  The  Jailer  cer- 
tainly might  allow  Divid  to  lit  by  hi«  fire,  but  the  prisoner 
must  go  bctck  to  his  cell  at  locking-up  linK.  Poor  David 
learned  the  horrors  of  pibon  life  by  experience,  the  rough 
coarseness  of  the  treatment  revolted  him.  Yet  a  revulsion, 
familiar  to  those  who  live  by  thinight,  passed  over  him  ;  he 
detached  hira^elf  from  his  loneliness  and  found  a  way  of 
escape  in  a  poet's  waking  dream. 

At  Inst  the  unhappy  man's  thoughts  turned  to  his  own 
affairs.  TTie  stimulating  infiitcnce  of  a  priton  upon  conscience 
and  self-scrutiny  is  immense.  David  asked  himself  whether 
he  had  done  his  duty  as  the  head  of  a  family.  What  despair- 
ing grief  his  wife  must  feet  at  this  moment!  Why  h.id  he 
not  done  as  Marion  had  said,  and  earned  money  enough  to 
pursue  his  investigations  at  leisure  ? 

"How  can  1  stay  at  Angoutfrme  afier  such  a  diigracc? 
And  when  I  come  out  of  prison,  what  will  become  of  os? 
Where  shall  we  go?" 

Donbts  as  to  his  process  began  to  occur  to  him,  and  he 
piisvi)  through  an  agnoy  which  none  save  inventors  can 
understand.  Going  from  doubt  to  doubt,  David  beg.tn  to  see 
his  real  position  more  clearly  ;  and  to  himself  lie  said,  as  the 
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Cointets  had  said  to  old  SicUatd,  as  Petit-Claud  hod  just  aid 
to  £vc, "  Suppose  that  all  should  go  well,  whxt  does  it  amoiai 
to  in  practiced  The  first  thing  lo  be  done  is  to  tJikeouti 
patent,  and  money  is  needed  for  that — and  experimcfits  mU 
be  tried  on  a  laigc  scale  in  a  paper-mill,  which  me«i»  thit  Ibe 
discovery  must  pass  into  other  hands.  Oh!  Petit-CUndns 
right !  '■ 

A  very  vivid  light  sDinetime>  dawni  in  the  daikesi  prino. 

"Pshaw!  "said  David;  ■' 1  thall  tee  Petit-Claad  tMM>^ 
row  no  doubt,"  and  he  turned  and  slept  on  tfac  filthy  bb1> 
tress  covered  with  coarse  brown  sacking. 

So  when  Eve  unconsciously  played  into  the  hands  of  the 
enemy  that  morning,  she  found  her  husband  more  than  ready 
to  liMen  to  the  proposals.  She  put  her  arms  about  ttin  ihI 
kissed  him,  and  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed  (fof  there 
was  but  one  chair  of  the  poorest  and  commonest  kind  hi  tlie 
cell).  Her  eyes  fell  on  the  unsightly  pail  in  a  comer,  wA 
over  the  walls  covered  with  inscriptions  left  by  IXivid'c  prede- 
cessors, and  tears  filled  the  eyes  that  were  red  with  wecpini;. 
She  had  sobbed  long  and  very  bitterly,  but  ibc  sight  of  her 
husband  in  a  felon's  cell  drew  fresh  tears. 

"And  the  desire  of  fame  may  lead  one  to  this!' 
cried.  "  Oh  !  my  anget,  give  up  your  career.  Let  at 
together  along  the  beaten  track  ;  wc  will  not  try  to  makr 

haste  to  be  rich,  David I  need  very  little  to  be  very 

happy,  especially  now,  ufitr  all  that  we  have  been  througb. 
And  if  you  only  knew — the  disgrace  of  arreU  is  not  only 
the  worst Look." 

She  held  out  Lucieit's  letter,  and,  witen  David  had  md  il, 
she  tried  to  comfort  him  by  repeating  Petil>CIaml's  biUcT 
comment. 

"  If  Lncien  has  taken  his  life,  the  thing  is  doi»e  by  now." 
said  David  )  ■'  if  he  has  not  made  away  with  himself  by  tha 
time,  he  will  not  kill  himself.  As  he  himself  aays,  >Mi 
courage  cannot  last  longer  than  a  morning  '  " 
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"  ])ut  liie  siupense !"  cried  Eve,  forgiving  aliiioit  every< 
ihing  ai  ihc  Ihoughl  of  deatli.  Ilicn  the  told  her  hiislunrl 
of  t)ie  proposJils  which  Pctil-CUud  pTofcssed  to  have  rcceircd 
(roiD  the  Cointclk.  David  accepted  them  at  once  with  nuni- 
fesi  pleasure. 

"  We  hhail  have  enough  to  live  upon  in  a  village  near 
L'Houmeau,  where  the  Cointets'  paper-mill  atarnli.  1  want 
Dothiog  now  but  ■  qui^t  life,"  said  David.  "  If  Lucten  has 
puniihed  himwlf  by  death,  we  can  wail  so  long  as  father 
jive« ;  and  if  Lucien  ii  still  living,  poor  fellow,  he  will  learn 
to  adapt  hinuclf  to  our  narrow  wajs.  Tlie  Cointets  certainly 
will  malie  money  by  my  discovery  ;  but,  after  all,  what  am  t 
compared  with  our  cotiniry?  Onr  man  in  it,  that  it  all ;  and 
if  tltc  whole  country  it  bcncfiled,  i  shall  be  content.  There  1 
dear  Eve,  neither  you  nor  1  were  meant  to  be  successful  in 
business.  Wc  do  not  care  enough  about  making  a  profit ;  we 
have  not  tlte  dogged  objection  to  parting  with  our  money, 
even  when  it  is  legally  owing,  which  it  a  kind  of  vimie  of  the 
counting-house,  for  tliete  two  sorts  of  avarice  are  called  pn- 
dertcc  and  a  faculty  of  busineis." 

Eve  fell  overjoyed ;  she  and  her  hutband  held  the  same 
views,  and  this  is  one  of  the  swccle<I  flowert  of  love ;  for  two 
boman  beings  who  love  carh  other  may  not  be  of  the  same 
mind,  nnr  take  the  same  view  of  tlieir  interesta.  She  wrote 
to  Peiil-CUtid  telling  him  that  they  both  conscnicd  to  the 
general  sthenic,  and  asked  him  to  release  David.  Then  she 
beggett  the  jailer  to  deliver  the  message  to  the  awaiting 
ollomey. 

Ten  minutes  later  Peiit-CIatid  entered  the  dismal  p(ac«. 
"Co  home,  modame,"  he  said,  addresJng  Eve,  *' we  will 
follow  you.  Well,  my  dear  friend  "  (turning  to  David).  "  sn 
fou  allotred  ihcm  to  catch  youl  Why  did  you  come  out? 
How  came  you  to  make  such  a  mintake  >  " 

"Ehl  howcould  I  dootherwiie?  Look  at  this  ktterlhat 
Lucien  wrote." 
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David  held  out  a  sheet  of  paper.  It  was  Orizct'a  (brstd 
ktter. 

Pctit-CUud  read  it,  looked  st  it,  fingered  lite  paper  Ji  fat 
talked,  and  aiU  talking,  presently,  u  if  through  aUcncc  of 
mind,  folded  il  up  and  put  ii  in  liis  pocket.  Then  be  lioM 
hix  arm  in  David's,  and  they  went  out  together,  the  ordrt  Air 
release  having  come  during  die  convereaiion. 

It  was  like  heaven  to  D^vid  to  beat  home  again.  HecrM 
like  a  child  when  he  took  link  Lucien  in  his  arms  and  looked 
round  hi;  room  after  three  weeks  of  itnprbonnicot,  and  i)« 
disgrace,  according  to  provincial  notions,  of  the  Ian  ^ 
hours.  Rolb  and  Marion  had  eoroe  btKk.  Marion  had  baud 
in  L'Honmeau  that  l.ucien  had  been  %een  walking  along  OT 
tlic  Paris  road,  tomcwhcTC  beyond  Maruc.  Some  eoaoBf 
folk,  coming  in  to  market,  had  noticed  hb  fine  clothtt 
Kull),  therefore,  had  set  out  on  horseback  along  the  higk 
road,  and  heard  nt  last  at  Mansle  that  Ijncien  was  tnfe(ni| 
ix»t  in  a  cal^hc — M.  Marron  had  rccognfie*!  him  at  br 
pjtMcd. 

"  What  did  I  tell  you  i> "  said  Petii-Claud.  "  That  fellow 
is  not  a  poet ;  he  is  a  romance  in  hearen  knows  how  naay 
chapters." 

"Traveling  post!"  rcpcate<l  Ere.  "Where  can  he  be 
going  lhi«  time?" 

"  Now  go  to  see  the  Coinlets,  they  are  expecting  jrw," 
said  Petit-Claud,  turning  to  David. 

"Ah,  monsieur !  "  cried  the  beautiful  V.\t.  "  pray  do  yov 
best  for  our  interests ;  our  whole  future  lies  in  your  haadu" 

"If  you  prefer  it,  madamc.  the  conference  can  be  Wd 
here.  I  will  leave  David  with  you.  Tlw  Cointeu  vitltiNM 
Ibis  evening,  and   you  s)ull  see   if  I  can  defend  yot  i» 

ICTCStS." 

"Ah,  monsieur,  I  should  l>e  rcry  glad."  said  Eve, 
"Very  well,"  said  Petit-Claud;   "this  evening,  at 
o'clock." 
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"TliMik  )'0U,"  uid  Eve;  arnJ  rrom  her  tone  and  glance 
Petit-CUud  knew  that  he  bad  made  great  progrcsf  in  liis  fair 
client's  confidence. 

"You  have  nothing  to  fear;  you  see  I  was  right,"  he 
added.  "  Yo^ur  brother  is  a  hundred  mtlei  away  from  suicide, 
and,  when  all  conin  to  all,  iterha])*  you  will  have  a  little  for- 
tune this  evening.  A  b^n^-^dt  purchaser  for  the  buiinera  has 
lurncd  up." 

"  If  that  b  the  case,"  said  Eve,  "  why  should  we  not  wail 
a  while  before  binding  ounelves  to  the  Cointeis  ?  " 

Petit-Clatxl  saw  (Ik  danger.  "  You  are  forgetting,  madaiuc," 
he  said,  "  iliat  you  cannot  sell  your  business  until  you  bare 
paid  Monsieur  Miiivier;  for  a  distress  warrant  has  been 
iMued." 

As  soot)  QK  Pelit-Clatvl  reached  home  he  sent  fet  Oriiet, 
and,  when  the  printer's  foreman  appeared,  drew  him  into  (lie 
embrasure  of  lh«  window. 

"  To-nwrrow  evening,"  lie  skiA  "  you  will  be  Ihe  propcielor 
of  the  SichariJs'  print  ingoflice,  and  then  llicte  arc  those  be- 
hind you  who  have  inlluence  enough  to  transfer  the  license ;  " 
then,  in  a  lowered  voice,  "but  you  litve  oo  mind  to  end  in 
the  hulks,  I  suppose?" 

'■  The  hulks  !     What's  that  "i    What's  that  ?  " 

'*  Your  letter  lo  David  was  a  forgery.  It  is  in  my  posses- 
sion. What  would  Hcnrielte  say  in  a  totitt  of  l.iw.  I  do  not 
want  to  ruin  you,"  be  added  hastily,  seeing  how  wliite  Cti- 
ixel's  face  grew, 

*'  You  want  something  more  of  mc?"  cried  Ctriiet. 

*'  Well,  Iwre  il  is,"  said  Pttil-Claod.  "  Follow  mc  care- 
fblly.  You  will  be  a  master  printer  in  Angoulfrme  in  two 
months'  time,  \m\  you  will  not  have  [lard  for  your  husincs — 
jrou  will  not  pay  for  it  in  ten  years.  You  will  work  a  long 
while  yei  for  those  tlvat  have  lent  yon  ihe  money,  and  you  will 
be  the  cat's-paw  of  t)ie  liberal  paily.  Now /stiall  draw  up  your 
agreement  with  Gannerac,  and  I  can  draw  it  up  in  such  a  way 
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that  you  witl  hav«  the  business  in  your  own  hands  one  of  ihot 
days.  But — if  the  LitMraU  starl  a  paper,  if  yon  bring  il  oat, 
and  ir  I  am  dtrgxiiy  ixiblic  proMCUtor,  tlieii  you  will  conn  19 
an  underslanding  witi)  the  Cuint«isand  publish  articles  of  ta<4 
a  nature  that  ihcy  will  have  ihe  p;i|wr  suppressed.  Tlie  Ca»- 
teis  win  pay  you  batidsomcly  for  that  service.  I  know,  of 
course,  that  you  will  be  condemned  and  live  on  prison  btt 
for  a  while,  bill  you  will  be  a  licro,  a  victim  of  penccniioa; 
jou  will  Ik  a  pereuiiage  among  the  Liberalu — a  Sergeant  Mr> 
cier,  a  PjuI  Louis  Courier,  a  Manuel  on  a  small  scale.  I  «iM 
Uke  care  th.ii  they  leave  you  your  license.  In  fact,  on  the  dajr 
when  the  ncwnp.i|>erissupprciscd,I  will  burn  this  teller  beibtt 
your  eyes.     Your  fortune  will  not  cost  yoa  much." 

A  workingman  has  the  haziest  notions  »  to  the  bw  wiib 
regard  lo  forgery ;  and  Ciriict,  who  belteld  hinueif  alnrtdf 
in  the  dock,  breathed  again. 

"  In  three  year^'  time,"  continued  Pctit-Cl.tud,  "  1  Aallbe 
pjblic  prosecutor  in  Angoul^me.  You  may  have  need  of  at 
some  day ;  be.ir  that  in  mind." 

"It's  .ngreed,"  satd  Ciriwl,  "but  yoa  don't  know  ne. 
Bum  that  letter  now  and  tni«  to  my  gralitudr." 

Pelit-Chiud  looked  C.tt'iitX  in  tlie  face.  It  w»  a  ilarl  In 
which  one  man's  {;a2e  is  a  wralpel  «rlth  which  he  ewan  toprotr 
the  soul  of  another,  and  the  eyes  of  that  other  are  a  theatre,  m 
it  were,  to  which  all  his  viriue  Is  siimm'vivcd  for  display. 

Pctit-CInu<l  did  not  utter  n  word.  He  lighted  a  \rptt  and 
bumc<l  the  tetter.  "  He  has  his  way  lo  Riake,"  he  said  lo 
himself. 

"  Here  is  one  that  will  go  through  fire  and  water  for  foa." 
said  Cerixel. 


David  awaited  Ihe  interview  with  Ihe  Cointeis  with  a  n\ 
feeling  of  tineatincss;  not.  howex-er.  on  account  of  the  iw- 
poscd  pattnership,  nor  for  hb  own  (ntcrests — he  fell  twnwai 
as  lo  their  oj'tnion  of  his  woik.     He  waa  in  tomethmi  t1« 
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»aine  position  at  k  dramatic  «ithor  before  his  jodgrs.  The 
iiivrntot's  pride  in  (he  diKOvcry  so  nearly  completed  left  no 
room  for  jinjf  other  feelings. 

Al  seven  o'clock  that  evening,  white  Hme.  du  ChAiejet, 
pleading  a  sick  licadache,  bad  gone  to  her  niom  in  her  nn- 
happineu  over  the  nimors  of  Lucten'i  dcpartore ;  while  M. 
)e  Comtc,  left  to  htmtclf,  was  entertaining  his  guests  at  dinner 
— the  tall  Coioiet  and  his  stoat  brother,  accompanied  by  Petit- 
Ctaud,  opened  negotiaiiona  with  the  competitor  who  had 
delivered  himself  np,  bound  hand  and  foot. 

A  difficulty  awaited  them  at  the  outset.  How  was  tl  pofr- 
■ibte  to  draw  up  a  deed  of  patrlDcrship  unless  they  Lncw 
David's  secret?  And  if  David  divulged  his  secret,  he  would 
be  at  the  mercy  of  the  Cointels.  Petit-Claud  arranged  that 
tbe  deed  of  pxnnership  shoatd  be  first  drawn  op.  Thereujwn 
the  tall  Coinlet  ai^ed  to  see  some  specimens  of  David's  work, 
aiKl  David  brought  out  tbe  last  sheen  thai  he  hod  madct 
guaranteeing  tbe  price  of  production. 

"  Well."  said  Petit-Claud,  "there  yoa  have  the  bous  of 
the  agreemeni  ready  made.  You  can  go  into  partnership  on 
tbe  ilrenglh  of  thoie  sjunples,  inscfiing  a  clause  to  protect 
jrourselves  in  case  the  conditions  of  the  putcnt  are  not  fulfilled 
in  ihff  mannfactiiritig  procw." 

*'  Ii  is  one  thing  to  make  samples  of  paper  on  a  small  scale 
in  your  own  room  with  a  small  mould,  tnonsieur.  and  another 
In  mm  out  a  quantity,"  said  the  tall  Cointcl,  addressing 
David.  "Quite  another  thing,  as  you  may  judge  fTora  this 
single  fart.  We  manufacture  colored  papers.  We  buy  par- 
eels  of  eoJnring  absolutely  identical.  Every  cake  of  iiHligo 
used  for  '  blueing '  o<ir  post-demy  is  taken  from  a  batch  nip- 
plied  by  the  same  maker.  Well,  wc  have  never  yel  been  aUe 
to  obtain  two  balclies  of  precisely  the  samt  shade.  There 
arc  variations  in  the  material  which  we  cannot  delect.  The 
quantity  and  the  quality  of  the  pulp  modify  every  question  at 
tince.     Sappose  that  yon  have  in  a  caldron  a  quantity  of 
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ingredients  of  tome  kind  (I  don't  ssk  to  know  whu  tbcT 
aic),  you  csn  do  as  you  like  with  them,  the  ircaimcni  can  bt 
uniformly  applied,  you  cm  manijnilate,  knead,  and  pestte^ 
mass  at  your  pleasure  uniil  you  have  a  homogeneooi  mb- 
sianee.  But  who  will  guarantee  that  it  will  be  ihc  Mine  riU 
a  batch  of  five  hundred  reams,  and  that  your  plan  vill•^ 
ccedinbulk?" 

David,  Eve,  and  Petit-Claud  looked  at  one  anothcf ;  tbhr 
eyet  laid  many  things. 

"Take  a  somewhat  similar  case,"  continued  the  laJI  Coifi- 
tct  after  a  pause,  "  You  cut  two  or  three  truKK:i  of  meado* 
hay.  and  store  it  in  a  loft  before  '  the  beat  is  out  o(  the 
grass,'  as  the  peasani-i  uy ;  the  hay  ferments,  but  no  turn 
comes  of  it.  You  follow  up  your  experiment  by  storing  a 
couple  of  thoiiiutiil  truvses  in  a  wooden  bjirn — and,  of  CoiBW, 
the  hay  smoulders,  and  the  barn  bloics  up  like  a  lifhted 
match.  Van  ate  an  educ^aled  man,"  continued  CoiBWt; 
"  you  can  lee  the  appUr^tion  for  yourself.  So  far,  you  ha«t 
only  cut  yotir  two  truiscs  of  hay;  we  are  afraid  of  setting  file 
10  our  pa|>er-mill  by  bringing  in  a  couple  of  thotBand  timu. 
In  other  words,  we  may  spoil  more  than  one  batch,  mike 
heavy  losses,  and  find  ourselves  none  the  better  for  laying  oat 
a  good  deal  of  money." 

David  was  irompieiely  floored  by  this  reaioning.  Prxtical 
wisdom  ^poke  in  mailer-or-fact  language  lo  theory,  wboK 
word  is  always  for  the  future. 

"  Devil  fetch  me,  if  I'll  sign  such  a  deed  of  panncnhipl** 
the  stout  Coiniet  cried  bluntly.  "  You  may  throw  away  yoor 
money  if  you  like,  Boniface;  as  for  me,  I  shall  k«cp  mint. 
Here  is  my  offer — to  pay  M.  Stchard's  debts  amd<\x  liiiiiwwil 
francs,  and  another  three  thousand  francs  in  bills  at  iwHitiarf 
fifteen  months,"  he  abided.  "  That  will  be  (luiie  enough 
to  nin.  We  have  a  balance  o(  twelve  thousand  fr^nn  agatari 
Hiiivier.  That  will  make  fifteen  thouaand  francs.  That  it 
all  that  I  would  pay  for  the  s«crct  if  I  were  goii^  to  » 
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ploil  it  Tor  myself.  So  ihh  is  the  great  discovery  (hat  you 
were  talking  alioui,  Boniracc?  M.-in)  thanks !  1  ihousht  you 
had  more  sense.     No,  you  can't  call  this  busineu." 

"  TUc  question  for  yua,"  said  Peiii-Claud,  undismayed  by 
the  expluAioti,  "resolv«  ii^lf  into  thi.i;  Do  you  care  to  iisJc 
twenty  ibotuand  francs  to  l>uy  a  secret  that  may  make  rich 
men  of  ymi?  Why.  the  risk  UMully  is  in  proporiton  to  the 
[iTofit,  f^ntlcmcn.  You  slake  twenty  thousand  francs  on  your 
lock.  A  gambler  puts  down  a  louU  at  roulette  for  a  chance 
of  winning  thiity-ux,  but  he  knows  that  the  louia  is  Iwt.  Do 
the  same." 

"  I  must  have  time  to  think  it  over,"  uid  the  atout  Cointet ; 
"  I  am  nut  »o  clever  as  my  bfuther.  1  am  a  plain,  straigltlfor- 
ward  sort  of  clup  thai  only  knows  one  thing — how  to  print 
prayer-books  at  twenty  sous  and  sell  them  for  two  francs. 
Where  I »«  an  inrention  ihjt  has  only  been  tried  once,  1  see 
niio.  Vou  succeed  with  the  fint  batch,  you  spoil  the  next, 
you  go  on,  and  you  arc  drawn  in  ;  for  once  put  an  arm  into 
that  machineT>',  the  rest  of  you  follows,"  and  he  related  an 
inecdole  very  much  l«  the  point — how  a  Bordeaux  mrrchant 
Kad  rained  himself  by  following  a  scientific  man's  advice,  and 
trying  to  bring  the  Landes  into  cultivation  ;  and  followed  up 
the  tale  with  half-a-dozen  similar  instances  of  agricultural  and 
commercial  failures  nearer  home  in  the  departments  of  the 
Cliarente  and  Dordogne.  He  wAxd  warm  over  his  recitals. 
He  u'DuId  not  listen  to  another  word.  Petit-Claud's  demurs, 
so  far  from  soothing  the  stout  Cointet,  appeared  to  irritate 
him. 

"  I  would  rather  give  more  for  a  cenainly.  if  I  made  only 
a  small  profit  on  it,"  he  said,  looking  St  his  brother.  "  tt  n 
my  opinion  that  things  hare  not  gone  far  enough  for  busi- 
ness." he  concluded. 

"Still  you  came  here  for  something,  didn't  you?"  asked 
Pttil-Claud.     "  What  is  your  offer?" 

"  t  fffef  to  release  M.  Stehard,  and,  if  his  plan  succeeds, 
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to  give  him  thirty  per  ceiit.  of  the  profits,"  the  Bloat  Co 
mi  >  we  red  briskly. 

"But,    monsieur,"  objected   Eve,  "how   should  we 
while  ihc  expcriiDcniB  were  bein^  made?     My  hutlMod  lai~ 
endured  the  disgrace  of  imprUoiimenl  already ;  he  iwy 
well  go  back  to  prison,  it  makes  no  diArcnce  now,  aad  vt 
will  pay  our  debts  ourselves " 

Petic-CUud  laid  a  finger  on  \\\%  lips  in  warning. 

"  You  arc  unreasonable,"  said  he,  addressing  the  brothent 
"  You  have  seen  the  |M|>er ;  Monsieur  S^baid's  fotber  loU 
you  that  he  had  shut  his  fon  u;>,  and  that  he  had  made  cafaul 
pajwr  in  a  single  night  from  malcHaU  that  luost  have  c<M  I 
mere  nothing.  You  are  Iterc  to  make  an  olTcr.  Are  ynt 
purchasers,  yes  or  no  ?  " 

"Slay,"  said  the  toll  Cointct,  "whctlicr  my  brother  it 
willing  or  not,  I  will  riik  this  much  myself.  I  will  paylL 
Stcliard's  debts,  I  will  paydowtt  six  thousand  francs  over  nd 
above  the  debts,  and  M.  S^chard  shall  have  thirty  per  cent 
of  the  profits.  Bui  mind  this— if  in  the  space  of  ooc  ycaf  he 
foils  to  carry  out  the  undertakings  wlikh  he  himself  will  iwfcc 
In  the  deed  of  partnership,  he  must  return  the  six  thootaad 
francs,  and  we  shall  keep  the  patent  and  eziriiuite  onnalna 
as  best  we  may." 

"Are  you  sure  of  yourself?"  asked  Pdit-CUtMl, 
David  aside. 

"Yes,"  said  Djviil.  He  was  deceived  by  the  (actio  of 
the  brothers,  and  afraid  l«(l  the  stout  Cointct  sboiUd  fanak 
off  the  negotiations  on  which  his  future  depended. 

"  Very  well,  I  will  draft  the  deed,"  said  Pctil-Clud,  ad- 
dressing the  rest  of  the  pany.  "  Each  of  you  ihall  bsic  ■ 
copy  to-night,  and  you  will  have  all  to-morrow  nMtstD^n 
which  to  think  it  over.  To-morrow  afternoon  at  four  o'riwk. 
when  the  court  riies,  you  will  sign  the  agreement.  Voii,|ea- 
ilemen,  will  withdraw  Mitivier'ssait,  and  I,  for  my  patt,vi9 
write  to  slop  proceedings  in  the  Courl-Royal ;  we  will  gm 
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loticc  on  either  ude  that  the  affair  has  been  settled  out  of 
court." 

DAvid  Sichud't  underukings  were  thus  worded  id  ibe 
deed: 

*'  M.  David  Stehard,  priDler  or  Angouleme,  alSmtiog  that 
he  has  discovered  a  method  of  sizing  |ia[)er-pul|>  in  t)i«  vat, 
and  alto  a  method  of  eflfectiiig  a  reduction  of  M\y  [)«  cent. 
in  the  price  of  all  kinds  of  manufactured  papers,  by  intro< 
ducmg  certain  vegetable  substances  tnio  the  pulp,  cither  by 
tnieriDixturc  of  sach  tubetances  with  the  ra^  already  in  use 
or  by  employing  them  solely  without  the  addition  of  ra|[S :  a 
partnenhip  for  working;  the  patent  to  be  presently  a{>])lied  for 
is  entered  U[>oii  by  M.  David  Sfchard  and  the  firm  of  Coinlct 
Brothers,  subject  to  the  following  conditional  clauses  and  stip- 
ulations. ' ' 

One  of  the  clauses  was  so  drafted  that  David  Stehard  for- 
feited all  his  rights  if  he  failed  to  fulfill  hts  engagements  within 
Ibe  year;  tl>e  tail  Cointct  was  particularly  careful  to  iiuert 
that  dime,  and  David  Sicltard  allowml  it  to  pan. 

When  Peiit-CUud  apjieaied  with  n  co{>)-  of  the  agreement 
next  morning  at  halfpast  seven  o'clock,  he  brought  rKwt  for 
David  and  his  wife.  Cirifcl  offered  twenty-two  thouund 
francs  for  the  business.  The  whole  affair  could  be  signed  and 
settled  in  the  course  of  the  evening.  "But  If  the  Coinuis 
knew  about  it,"  he  added,  "  they  would  be  quite  cajnable  of 
refming  to  ligii  the  dec«l  of  paTtncnhij>,  of  harassing  you, 
and  selling  you  up." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  payment?"  asked  Eve.  She  had  thought 
il  hopeless  lo  try  to  sell  the  business:  and  now,  to  her  osion- 
ithment,  a  bargain  whicli  would  have  been  iticir  salvation 
three  months  ago  wai  coticludtrd  in  this  summary  fashion. 

"The  money  haa  been  de|>otited  with  me,"  he  answered 
succinctly. 
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"  Why,  here  is  magic  at  work  I "  laid  Davtd,  and  he  asknl 
Petit-Claud  for  an  explanation  of  this  piece  of  Itick. 

"No,"  said  Pctil-Ciaud.  "it  is  very  simple.  The  mer- 
chants  in  L'Houmeau  want  a  newspaper." 

"  But  I  am  bound  not  to  publtsh  a  paper,"  said  DvrU. 

"  Yes,  you  are  bound,  but  is  your  successor  ?  However  U 
is,"  he  continued,  "  do  not  trouble  younelT  at  kII  ;  kU  tlw 
business,  pocket  the  proceed?,  and  leave  C^rizet  to  fiod  to 
way  through  the  conditions  of  sale — he  can  uke  c«re  <f 
himself. " 

"  Yes."  aid  Ere. 

"  And  if  it  turns  out  (hat  you  may  not  prim  a  acmpifa 
In  Angouttme,"  taid  Pftit-d.-iiid.  "  those  who  are  findliigtte 
capital  for  Oiizel  will  bring  out  the  paper  in  VHottrntan." 

The  prospect  of  twenty-two  thousand  francs,  of  want  so* 
Bt  end,  dazxled  Eve,  The  paitncrship  and  iU  hoiies  took  ■ 
second  place.  And,  therefore,  M.  and  Mme.  S^hard  giw 
way  00  a  final  point  of  dispute.  The  tall  Cointet  innsted 
that  the  patent  should  be  taken  out  in  his  name.  He  esulv 
li«he<l  lieyond  cavil  that  David's  nghti  were  perfirctly  dcAncd 
in  ihe  deed  of  partnership,  and  that,  iherefore,  the  pMcM 
might  he  taken  out  in  the  name  of  any  one  of  the  porrsm. 
What  difference  could  it  make?  The  stout  Coinlet  said  Ibe 
last  word. 

"He  is  finding  (he  money  for  the  patent;  he  rt  beartni 
the  expensu  of  the  Joornsy — another  two  thousand  Inra 
over  and  almve  the  rest  of  the  expenses.  He  most  take  ■! 
out  in  his  own  name,  or  we  will  not  stir  in  the  matter." 

The  lynx  gained  a  victory  at  all  points.  The  deed  of  pfl- 
nership  vra«  signed  that  aflemoon  at  half-post  four. 

The  tall  Coiniet  politely  gave  Mme.  Stchard  a  doiff 
thread-pattern  forks  and  spoons  and  a  beautiful  Temn 
shawl,  "by  way  of  pin-moi>ey,"  said  he.  and  to  efioe  aay 
unpleai.ant  impression  made  in  the  heat  of  flisoKsion.  TVt 
copies  of  the  draft  had  scarcely  been  made  out,  Cachan  M 
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bwdy  had  time  to  send  the  documents  to  Pelit-Claud,  to- 
gelher  with  the  three  unlucky  forged  bills,  when  the  Stch&rds 
beard  a  deafcniDg  rumble  in  the  siieel,  s  <lray  Trom  the  Mea- 
aajeries  flopped  before  the  door,  and  Kolb's  voice  made  the 
staircase  ring  again. 

"  Montainc  !  montame  I  vif^een  tausend  vranct,  vrom  Boi- 
dien  "  (Poitiers).     "  Goot  money  1  vrom  Momiere  Lucien  I  " 

"Fifteen  thousand  francs!  "  cried  Eve,  ihrowtng  np  her 
anns. 

"  Yes,  nudame,"  said  the  carman  in  the  doorway,  "  fifteen 
thousand  francs,  brought  by  the  Bordeaux  coach,  and  they 
didn't  want  any  more  neither!  I  have  two  men  downstairs 
bringing  up  the  bsgs.  Monsieur  Lucien  Chardon  cle  Rubempri 
is  the  sender.  I  have  brought  up  a  little  leather  bag  for 
70a,  containing  five  hundred  francs  in  gold,  and  a  Iciier  it's 
likely." 

Eve  thoi^ht  that  she  must  be  dreaming  as  she  read : 


1:.' 

^own; 


"  Hv  DEAR  SisTKt : — Here  arc  fifteen  thousand  francs.  In- 
of  taking  my  life  I  have  sold  it.  I  am  no  longer  my 
'own  ;  I  am  only  the  secretary  of  a  Spanish  diplomatist ;  1  am 
his  creature,  A  new  and  dreadful  life  is  beginning  for  me. 
Perhaps  I  should  hare  done  l>etler  to  drown  myjelf. 

"Cood-by.  David  will  be  released,  and,  with  the  four 
thoutaod  francs,  he  can  buy  a  little  paper-mill,  no  doubt,  and 
make  his  fortune.  Forget  me,  all  of  you.  Thb  is  the  wish 
of  your  unhappy  brother  LtiCtEN." 

"It  is  decreed  that  my  poor  boy  sitould  be  unlucky  in 
everything,  and  even  when  he  does  well,  as  he  said  himself," 
ntd  Mme.  Chardon,  as  she  watched  the  men  piling  up  the 
bags. 

"  We  have  Had  a  narrow  escape  I "  exclaimed  the  tall 
Coiniel,  when  he  was  once  in  the  Place  du  Miirler.  "An 
hour  later  the  glitter  of  the  silver  would  h«vc  thrown  a  new 
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lighl  on  the  deed  of  ]>arlnership.     Our  man  would  hare  Rjaghi 
,  shy  of  il.     We  have  his  promise  now,  and  in  three  mostbt' 
time  we  shall  know  what  to  do." 

That  very  evening,  at  seven  o'clock,  C^iet  bought  tlw 
business,  and  the  money  wu  ]uud  over,  the  purchaser  under- 
Uking  to  |)3y  rent  for  ihc  bsl  quarter.  The  next  day  Etc 
sent  forty  (hous.'ind  francs  to  the  receiver-genera],  attd  twogkt 
two  thousand  live  buiulred  francs  of  rtntrs  in  her  hnsband't 
name.  Tiicn  she  wrote  to  her  faiher-in-l.iw  at>d  asked  him  to 
find  a  small  farm,  worth  about  ten  thousand  francs,  for  her 
near  Ma»ac.  She  meant  to  invest  her  own  fortune  in  thii 
way. 

The  tall  Cointet**  plot  wa,<  formidably  simple.  From  the 
very  first  he  considered  [hat  the  plan  of  tiling  ihe  putp  in  the 
vat  was  impracticable.  The  real  secret  of  fortune  lay  in  the 
composition  of  the  pulp,  in  Ihe  cheap  vegetable  fibre  as  assb- 
slitute  for  rags.  He  made  up  hb  mind,  therefore,  to  lay  in* 
mense  stress  on  the  secondary  problem  of  tiling  the  pulp,  and 
Co  pass  over  the  discovery  of  cheap  raw  material,  and  for  the 
following  reasons: 

The  AngouKmc  paper-milb  manufacture  ptper  for  st^S 
tioncrs,  Nolcpapct,  foolscap,  crown,  and  |)Ost^emy  are  all  ^ 
necessarily  sized  ;  and  these  ])a]ier4  have  been  the  pride  of  the 
AngoulCme  mills  for  a  long  while  past,  stationery  bring  Ihc 
specialty  of  the  Oiarenie.  This  fact  gave  color  to  the  Coin- 
lets'  urgency  upon  the  point  of  sizing  tn  tlie  pvl pin^-i rough | 
but,  as  a  mailer  of  faci.  ihey  cared  nothing  for  this  jurt  of 
David's  researches.  The  demand  fur  writing-paper  isexceett 
ingly  small  compared  with  the  almoft  unlimited  demand  to 
unsized  paper  for  printers.  As  Ikmilace  Cointet  traveled  to 
Paris  to  lake  out  the  patent  in  his  own  name,  he  was  prov- 
ing plans  ihat  were  like  to  work  a  revolution  in  his  paper-iailL 
Arrived  in  P.iris,  he  took  up  his  quarters  wild  M^ivier.  and 
gave  his  insimciions  to  his  agent.  KIMivier  wa^  lo  call  upon 
the  proprietors  of  newspapers  and  oRcr  to  deliver  paper  al  ■ 


1.0ST  iLLi/SIONS.  «H 

ptkn  below  t1to*e  quoi«d  by  all  other  boutes;  he  could  guu- 
antcc  in  e>ch  cate  that  the  (Ktiier  liliuiild  be  a  belter  <:olor,  and 
in  cvcrjr  way  sii|>cTior  to  the  beat  kind^  hithcito  in  uw.  New*> 
papcra  arc  always  supplied  by  contract ;  there  wgutd  be  time 
befoie  ilie  present  coniracis  expired  to  complete  ull  ilic  »ul>- 
IcrraDCin  opcniions  with  buyers  and  lo  ubtjin  «  nionojiuly 
of  lh«  trad«.  Cointet  calculated  tliat  he  c-ould  rid  himself  of 
Stehard  while  Mil ivierwu  taking  or<len  from  the  princi|>al 
Parii  newii>ipc[»,  which  even  ttieti  consumed  two  hundred 
ream^  daily.  Coiotct  naturally  offered  Miiivier  a  large  com* 
iniMion  on  the  conlr«ci$,  for  he  wisiicd  to  secure  a  clever 
representative  on  the  ^pot  and  to  w.utv  no  time  in  ttuvcliiig 
to  and  fro.  And  in  this  manner  the  forinncs  of  the  firm  of 
M^ivicr,  one  of  the  largest  houses  in  the  i>j])cr-irade,  were 
fouoded.  The  tall  Cointet  went  back  to  AngouKinc  to  be 
present  at  Petit-Claud's  wedding,  with  a  mind  at  rest  as  to  the 
future. 

Feill-ClaiKl  had  sold  hit  professionul  cooiwction,  and  was 
only  wailing  for  M.  Milaud's  promotion  to  take  the  pulilk 
proircutor's  place  which  had  been  promised  lo  him  by  the 
Comtcioe  du  ChAtelet.  The  public  |>ro!(ecu tor's  second  deputy 
was  4|)pointed  first  deputy  lo  the  Court  of  I.imoget.  the  keeper 
of  the  «eaU  sent  a  man  of  his  own  to  Angoultme.  and  the  post 
of  first  dcpaly  was  kept  vacant  for  a  cooplc  of  months.  The 
interval  was  Petit-Claud's  honeymoon. 

While  Boniface  Cointet  was  in  Paris,  David  made  a  first 
experimental  batch  of  unsized  pa|>er  far  superior  to  (hat  ia 
common  use  for  newspapers.  He  followed  it  up  with  a  second 
batch  of  magnificent  vellum  paper  for  fine  printing,  and  this 
Ihe  Cointels  twd  for  a  new  edition  of  their  dioretan  prayer- 
book.  The  material  had  been  privately  prepared  by  David 
himself;  he  would  have  no  helpers  but  Kolb  and  Marion. 

WlKn  Boniface  came  bock  the  whole  affair  wore  a  <liflrereni 
Mpcct ;  he  looked  at  the  samples,  and  was  fairly  saibfied- 

"  My  good  friend,"  he  uid,  "  the  wliole  trade  of  Angoa- 
M 
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leme  is  in  crown  paper.     Wc  most  malce  the  best  possibk 
crown  p3])er  at  half  tlie  present  price;  that  is  the  first  udfl 
Ibremosi  question  for  us."  ™ 

Tlien  David  tried  to  size  the  pulp  for  the  desired  I>3per,  uhI 
the  resiill  was  a  hsrsh  surface  with  grains  of  siie  distrilxited  aD 
over  it.  On  the  day  when  the  experiment  was  concluded  ud 
David  held  the  sheets  in  his  hand,  he  went  away  to  find  a  fpol 
where  he  could  be  alone  and  swallow  his  bitter  dtsappoid- 
nicni.  But  Boniface  Cointet  went  in  searcii  of  him  and  coo- 
forted  him.     Boniface  was  delightfully  amiable. 

"Do  not   lose  heart,"  lie  said;  "go  on  I     I  am  a  good' 
fcUow,  I  undentand  you  ;  1  will  stand  by  you  lo  the  end." 

"  Really,"  David  said  to  his  wife  at  dinner,  "  wc  are  with 
good  people ;  I  should  not  have  cipected  that  the  toll  Coiotet 
would  be  50  generous."  And  he  repeated  his  canvcmiiaB 
with  his  wily  partner.  f 

Three  months  were  spent  in  experiments.  David  slept  Jt  " 
the  mill ;  he  noted  the  efTccis  of  various  preparations  upon 
the  pulp.  At  une  time  he  attributed  hia  non-success  to  an 
admixture  of  rag-putp  with  his  own  ingredients,  and  made  a 
batch  entirely  composed  of  the  new  material;  at  aoMber,  bcj 
endeavored  to  size  pulp  mode  exclusively  from  rags;  per» 
vering  in  his  experiments  under  the  eyes  of  the  tall  Cointcd 
whom  he  had  ceased  to  migtrnt,  until  be  had  tried  every 
possible  combination  of  pulp  and  size.  David  lived  in  (fat 
paper-mill  for  the  first  six  munths  of  iSaj — if  it  can  becalM 
living  to  leave  food  untasted  and  go  in  neglect  of  pcnoa 
and  dress.  He  wrestled  so  desperately  with  the  diflScnbio 
that  Anybody  but  the  Coinlets  would  hav«  seen  the  stibUalty 
of  the  struggle,  for  the  brave  fellow  was  not  thinking  of  hii 
own  interests.  The  moment  had  come  when  he  catred  ftv 
nothing  but  the  victory.  With  marvelous  sagacity  he  watdied 
the  unac<:oun  table  freaks  of  the  semi -artificial  smbsianccs  called 
Into  existence  by  man  for  ends  of  hit  own ;  substances  ii 
which  nature  had  been  tamed,  as  it  were,  and  her  tacit  nsttf- 
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Uicc  ovcTCoinc ;  and  fruiu  titesc  ubseivatioiu  drew  gmtt  con* 
cfa&iuas;  finding,  as  he  did,  that  sucji  elections  con  uuly  be 
obtained  by  following  the  laws  of  the  mote  remote  affiuilies 
of  tilings,  of "  2  itecond  nature,"  u  he  called  it,  in  lubttances. 

Toward  the  end  of  Augutt  he  succeeded  to  some  citcnt  in 
suing  the  paper  pulp  in  the  vat ;  the  icsuli  being  a  kind  of 
paper  identical  with  a  make  in  use  for  printers'  jiroofs  at  the 
present  day — a  kind  of  i>apcr  that  cannot  be  depended  upon, 
for  the  tiling  iuelf  is  not  always  certain.  This  was  a  great 
result,  cuiMidering  the  condition  of  tlie  paper-trade  in  iSij, 
and  Oaviil  ho]>ed  to  solve  the  linal  difEi;uliies  of  the  i»oblein, 
but — it  had  cost  ten  thousand  francs. 

Singular  lumora  were  current  at  this  time  in  Angoulcinc 
and  L'lloumcau.  It  wjsviid  that  Djvid  S^chacd  wa>  ruining 
the  firm  of  Cointet  Uroihers.  Bspifriinents  had  euen  op 
twenty  thousand  francs;  and  the  result,  said  gowip,  was 
wretchedly  bod  p3|)er.  Other  manufacturers  took  fright  at 
(hii,  hugged  ihemseUcs  on  their  old-fashioned  methods,  and, 
being  jealous  of  tlx  Coiniels,  spread  rumors  of  the  approaching 
bll  of  that  ambitious  house.  As  fur  llie  tall  Cointet,  lie  set 
Up  the  new  machinery  for  making  lengths  of  paper  in  a  rib- 
bon, and  allowed  peoiile  to  believe  that  he  wax  buying  plant 
for  David's  experiments.  Then  the  cunning  Cointet  ined 
David's  foimuU  fur  pulp,  while  urging  hit  partner  to  give  his 
whole  aiteniioii  to  the  sizing  process ;  aitd  thousands  of  reams 
of  Ihe  new  pajter  were  dispatched  to  Miiivier  in  Parb. 

When  Se|>iember  arrived  the  tall  Cointet  took  IXivid  aside, 
and,  learning  that  the  latter  meditated  a  crowning  experi- 
ment, dissuadeil  him  from  further  attempts. 

"  Go  to  Marsac,  my  dear  David,  see  your  wife,  and  take  « 
rest  al^er  your  labors;  wc  don't  want  to  ruin  ouraelves."  said 
Cointet  in  the  friendliest  way.  "  This  great  ttium[^  of 
yours,  after  all,  is  only  a  starting-point.  Wc  shall  wait  now 
for  a  while  before  trying  any  new  cxfcrimcnts.  To  be  bir  1 
Me  what  hat  come  of  thcni.     We  are  not  merely  iMiper-makcrs, 
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wc  are  ]>riniera  beside  and  bankers,  and  people  sajr  ibu  fos 
are  luiniiig  us." 

Oavid  S^chard's  g«cure  of  pioteit  on  behalf  of  liit  good 
failh  was  sublime  in  iis^inipliciiy. 

"  Not  that  fifly  thousand  francs  thrown  into  the  ChtitDtc 
would  ruin  us,"  utd  Coinici,  in  replf  to  (he  mute  prote*. 
"  but  we  do  not  wish  to  be  obliged  to  pay  caah  for  evei7ilin| 
in  conse(]ueiice  of  sUnders  that  shake  otir  credit ;  tltat  ■void 
bring  us  lu  a  slanditill.  We  have  rexched  the  terra  faxA  bjr 
our  ngrccmciit,  and  wc  are  bound  on  either  >ide  to  think  tno 
our  position." 

"  He  is  right,"  thought  David.  He  had  forgotteti  the 
routine  trurk  of  the  busiiicM,  thoroughly  absorbed  as  he  tad 
been  in  cxi>crim«nts  on  a  laige  Miale. 

David  went  to  Manac.  For  the  pout  six  monlhi  be  had 
gone  aver  on  Saturday  evening,  returning  again  to  I.'Hoanoi 
on  Tuesday  morning.  Eve,  after  niuch  cotiiuel  frooi  het 
father-in-law,  had  lioiiglil  a  hoote  called  the  Vcrbcric,  wtlll 
three  acres  of  land  and  a  croft  planted  with  vines,  whtch  by 
like  a  wedge  ifi  ihc  old  man's  vineyard  Here,  with  b«r 
mother  and  Marion,  she  lived  a  very  frugal  life,  for  Ave  thoo- 
sand  francs  of  the  purchase- money  siiU  remained  unpaid.  It 
was  a  charming  little  donnain,  the  pretticM  bit  of  properly  to 
Marsac.  The  house,  with  a  garden  before  it  and  a  yard  at 
the  back,  was  built  of  white  tufa  ornamenied  with  carving*, 
cut  without  great  expense  in  that  easily  wrought  stone,  anl 
roofed  with  slate.  The  pretty  furniture  from  the  houar  tn 
Angoulcme  lonkal  prettier  still  at  Marsac,  for  there  was  oM 
the  slightest  attempt  at  comfort  or  luxury  in  the  country  ia 
those  days,  A  row  of  orange-trees,  pomegraiuie!!.  and  ra« 
plants  stood  before  ihe  house  on  the  &ide  i>f  tl<e  garden,  id 
there  by  the  last  owner,  an  old  general  who  died  under  H. 
Manon's  hands. 

David  was  enjoying  his  holiday  sitting  under  aa  ora&|( 
tree  with  his  wife,  and  father,  and  little  Lucien,  vben  ite 
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bailiff  from  Huislc  appeared.  Coioiet  Brothers  gave  their 
partner  formal  uuiicc  to  appoiDC  an  arbicraior  lo  settle  die- 
patea,  iu  ucLurdance  wriili  a  daiute  in  the  agreement.  The 
Coinieti  i!cm:iiidcd  ilut  llic  mx  thousand  francs  should  be 
refunded,  and  (he  jMtcni  surrendered  in  consideration  of  the 
cnoriuoos  oulla)'  made  to  no  puipo&c. 

"  People  say  thai  you  are  mining  tbvm,"  said  old  Stchard. 
"  Well,  well,  of  all  tliat  you  have  done,  thst  is  the  one  thing 
thai  I  am  f(lad  to  know." 

At  nine  o'clock  the  next  morning  Eve  and  David  Stood  in 
Fctil-Claud't  waiting-room.  The  link  lawyei  wai  the  guar- 
dian of  ihc  widow  and  orphan  by  rirluc  of  his  office,  and  it 
seemed  to  them  that  they  could  lake  no  other  advice.  Petit- 
Claud  wab  delighted  to  see  his  dienit,  and  insisted  that  M. 
and  Mine.  Sfehard  should  do  him  \\vt  pleasure  of  bieakfasting 
with  him. 

"  Do  the  Cointets  want  six  thousand  francs  of  you?"  he 
aakcd,  uniling.  "  How  much  is  still  owing  of  the  purchase- 
money  of  tlw  Verbcric  ?  " 

"  Five  thousand  francs,  monsieur,"  said  Eve,  "but  I  have 
two  thousand " 

"  Keep  your  money,"  Petit<CIaud  broke  in.  "  Let  us  sec, 
five  tltouiand — why,  you  vrant  quite  another  ten  thousand 
francs  to  settle  yourselvetcomforiabljr  in  down  yonder.  Very 
good,  in  two  hours'  time  the  Coiiitets  shall  bring  you  fifteen 
thousand  franca- — " 

Eve  started  with  surprise. 

••  If  you  will  renounce  all  claims  to  the  profits  under  the 
deed  of  partnenthip  and  conie  to  an  amicable  settlement," 
said  Petit-Claud.     "  Does  that  suit  you?" 

■•Will  it  really  W  lawfully  ours  ?  "  asked  Eve. 

"  Very  much  so,"  said  the  lawyer,  smiling.  "  The  Cotntets 
have  worketl  you  trouble  enough ;  I  should  like  to  make  an 
end  of  their  pretensions.  Listen  to  nc ;  I  am  a  magistrate 
now  and  it  is  my  duty  to  tell  you  the  tnitb.     Very  good. 


LOST  ILLVS/OffS. 


The  Coinlets  are  playing  you  falie  at  lh»  momenc,  btit  jm 
are  in  their  hands.  If  you  accept  battle  you  might  postUy 
gain  the  Uwiiuii  which  they  will  bring.  Do  you  wijJi  to  bt 
where  you  are  now  after  ten  yean  of  litigation  ^  Experts' 
fees  and  t-x[>eni«  of  arbitration  will  be  multiplied,  the  nwii 
contradictory  opinions  will  be  given,  and  you  must  take  your 
chance.  And,"  he  added,  smiling  again,  "  there  is  no  ■!• 
torney  here  that  can  defend  you,  so  far  as  I  see.  My  foc* 
eessor  has  not  much  ability.  There,  a  bod  comproaiise  ii 
better  than  a  successful  lawsuit." 

"  Any  arrangement  that  will  give  la  a  quiet  life  will  do  iiii 
ne,"  said  David. 

Pciit-ClamI  called  to  his  servant. 

"  Paul  I  go  and  a^k  Monsieur  S^gaud,  my  mcccBor,  M 
come  hero.  He  shall  go  to  see  the  Coiotets  while  we  br<ifc 
fast,"  said  Petit-Claud,  addressing  his  former  clieols.  "and 
in  a  few  hours'  time  you  will  be  on  your  way  tvome  to  Mamc, 
rained,  but  with  minds  at  rest.  Ten  thottsand  francs  wiH 
bring  you  in  another  five  hundred  francs  of  income,  and  yM 
will  live  comfortably  on  your  bit  of  property." 

Two  hours  later,  as  Pctii-CUud  Ivad  prophesied,  MdDt 
S^aud  came  baclc  with  an  agreement  duly  drawn  op  airf 
■Igned  by  the  Cointets,  and  fifteen  noiest  each  for  a  tboosai 
franci. 

"  We  arc  much  indebted  to  yoiit"  said  Stehard,  tomtng 
Petit-Claud. 

"Why,  I  have  just  this  moment  ruined  you."  stttd 
Claud,  looking  at  his  astonished  former  clients.  •■  t  tdl 
again,  I  hare  ruined  you,  as  you  will  see  as  time  goes  Mi 
but  I  Itiiuw  you,  you  would  rather  be  ruined  than  wait  far* 
fortune  which  ]>er1iap«  might  come  too  late." 

'■We  are  not  mercenary,  raomicur,"  said  Madame  E«. 
"We  thank  yon  for  giving  us  the  means  of  happines;  •» 
shall  .-ilways  feel  gratefiil  to  you." 

"  Great  heavens  I  don't  call  down  blessings  on  mff"  rnrf 
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Fetit-Oaod.  "  It  Gils  me  with  remorse;  but  to-day,  I  think, 
I  have  made  fuil  reparation.  If  I  am  a  magistrate,  it  is  en- 
tirely owing  to  you;  and  if  anybody  is  to  feel  at  all  grate- 
ful, it  is  I.     Good-by." 

As  time  went  on,  Kolb  changed  his  opinion  of  Sfchard 
senior;  and,  as  for  the  old  man,  he  took  a  liking  to  Kolb 
when  he  found  that,  like  himself,  the  Alsacien  could  iieithCT 
write  nor  read  a  word,  and  that  it  was  efSy  to  make  him  tipay. 
The  old  "bear"  imparted  his  ideas  on  vine-culture  and  the 
tale  of  a  vintage  to  the  ex^:uirassier,  and  trained  liim  with  a 
view  to  leaving  a  man  with  a  head  on  his  shoulders  to  look 
after  his  children  when  he  should  be  gone ;  for  he  grew  child- 
ish at  the  last,  and  great  were  his  fears  as  to  the  fate  of  his 
property.  He  had  chosen  Courtois  the  miller  as  his  confi- 
dant. "  You  will  see  how  things  will  go  with  my  children 
when  I  am  underground.  Lord  1  it  makes  me  shudder  to 
think  of  it." 

Old  Sichard  died  in  the  month  of  March,  1819,  leaving 
about  two  hundred  thousand  francs  in  land.  His  acres  added 
to  the  Verberie  made  a  fine  property,  which  Kolb  had  man- 
aged to  admiration  for  some  two  years. 

David  and  his  wife  found  nearly  a  hundred  thousand  crowns 
in  gold  in  the  house.  The  department  of  the  Charente  had 
valued  old  SCchard's  money  at  a  million  ;  rumor,  as  usual, 
exaggerating  the  amount  of  a  hoard.  Eve  and  Daviil  had 
barely  thirty  thousand  francs  of  income  when  they  added 
their  little  fortune  to  the  inheritance  ;  they  waited  a  while, 
and  so  it  fell  out  that  they  invested  their  capital  in  govern- 
ment securities  at  the  time  of  the  Revolution  of  July. 

Then,  and  not  until  then,  could  the  dciwrimeni  of  the 
Charente  and  David  Sirliard  form  some  idra  of  the  wealth 
of  the  I3II  Cointet.  Rich  to  the  extent  of  several  millions 
of  francs,  the  elder  Coiniet  became  a  deputy,  and  is  at  this 
day  a  peer  of  France.     It  is  said  that  he  will  be  minister  of 
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commerce  in  the  next  government;  for  in  1843  he  nurned 
Mile.  Popinot,  daughter  of  M.  Ansetmc  Popinot,  one  of  ibe 
most  influential  statesmen  of  the  dynasty,  deputy  and  taayet 
of  an  arrondiiseiucnt  in  Paris. 

David  S^chatdN  discovery  has  been  ssairailated  by  Ux 
French  man tifuti: ring  world,  as  food  a  aoiinilaie<)  by  ■  linn| 
body.  Tiianks  to  (he  inlroduction  of  mnlerials  other  than 
ra^  France  can  produce  paper  mure  cheaply  than  any  otbii 
European  country.  Dutch  paper,  as  David  foresaw,  no  longcf 
odtts.  Sooner  or  later  tl  will  be  necessary,  no  doubt,  10 
eitiblish  a  royal  pajKr  manufactory;  like  the  Gobelim,  the 
Sivrea  porcelain  works,  the  Savonnerie  (toap  wortu),  and  the 
impriraerie  roynle  (royal  print  ing-hoase),  which  so  far  bare 
escaped  the  destruction  threatened  by  bourgeois  vandalinn. 

David  S^chard,  beloved  by  his  wife,  father  of  two  bop 
and  a  girl,  has  the  good  taste  to  make  no  allusion  lo  his  pait 
elTonv  Eve  had  the  «en«e  to  diuuade  him  from  followisg 
his  terrible  vocation  ;  for  the  inventor,  like  Mo»es  on  Moml 
Horeb,  is  consumed  by  the  burning  bnsh.  He  catiiraiei  III' 
erature  by  way  of  recreation,  and  leads  a  comfortable  life  of 
leisure,  befitiinK  the  landowner  who  li«s  on  his  own  estate 
He  has  bidden  farewell  for  ever  to  glory  and  has  bravely  taka 
his  place  in  the  cla*n  of  dreamers  and  collectors ;  for  be  dib- 
bles in  entomology,  and  is  at  prewni  investigating  the  trai» 
formations  of  insects  which  science  only  knows  in  the  Coal 
Stage. 

Everybody  has  heard  of  Petit-Claud's  sacce»  as  aiioni«T- 
general ;  he  i.t  the  rival  of  the  great  Vinct  of  Provins,  tod  H 
is  his  ambition  to  be  president  of  the  Couri-Royal  of  ?ot 
tiers, 

Ctrhct  has  been  in  trotible  so  frequently  for  poliliolc' 
fenscs  that  he  has  been  a  good  deal  talked  about ;  and  as  oai 
of  the  boldest  e»fantt  furdva  (lost  children)  of  the  I.lbril 
party  he  was  nicknamed  the  ••  Brave  Ctmet."  When  P«ii- 
Claud's  successor  compelled  him  to  sell  his  bninen  in  As- 
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goalCme,  he  found  a  fresh  career  on  the  provincial  stage, 
where  his  talents  as  an  actor  were  like  to  be  turned  to  brilliant 
account.  The  chief  stage  heroine,  however,  obliged  him  to 
go  to  Paris  to  find  a  cure  for  love  among  the  resources  of 
science,  and  there  he  tried  to  curry  favor  with  the  Liberal 
party. 

As  for  Lucien,  the  story  of  his  return  to  Paris  belongs  to 
the  "  Scenes  of  Parisian  Life." 


GAUDISSART  H. 

7i>  Madam*  fa  Primtut  Crittina  dt  Belp^aio,  Ml 
THvutiio. 


To  know  how  lo  sell,  to  be  able  to  sell,  and  to  sell.  Feofde 
generally  do  not  suspect  how  much  of  the  stAtelinesi  of  Pirii 
i»  due  lo  these  three  aspects  of  the  same  problem.  The  hril- 
lUnt  display  of  stores  as  rich  as  the  »lons  of  the  aobloNe 
before  1789 ;  the  splendors  of  cafitc  which  eclipse,  and  eaulf 
eclipse,  the  Versailles  of  our  day  ;  the  siore-wiadow  lUuKxa, 
new  eveiy  moniiug,  nightly  destroyed;  the  gncc  and  eto- 
gancc  of  the  young  men  that  come  in  contact  with  lair  cm- 
tomers;  the  piquant  faces  and  costumes  of  young  damsri^ 
who  cannot  fait  10  attract  the  mascntine  ciiHomer;  and  (and 
this  especially  of  laie)  the  length,  the  vast  spaces,  the  Baby- 
lonish luxury  of  galleries  where  storekeepers  acquire  a  nw- 
nopoly  of  the  trade  in  various  articles  by  bringing  ihein  aU 
together — all  this  is  as  nothing.  Everything,  so  tax,  has  been 
done  to  appeal  to  a  single  sen«e,  and  that  the  most  exacting 
and  jaded  human  faculty,  a  faculty  developed  ever  since  ibe 
days  of  the  Roman  Empire,  until,  in  oar  own  times,  thanb  to 
the  elToris  of  the  most  fastidious  civtliialion  the  world  hai  yet 
teen,  its  demands  are  grown  limitless.  Tliat  laculty  resides 
in  the  "eyes  of  Paris." 

Those  eyes  require  illuminalioru  cocttng  a  hundred  tbon- 
sand  francs,  and  many-colored  glass  palaces  a  couple  of  nila 
long  and  sixty  feet  high ;  they  must  have  a  biryland  at  hnm 
fourteen  theatres  every  night,  and  a  succession  of  panoiUM 
and  exhibition  of  the  triumphs  of  art;  for  them  a  wbok 
world  of  suffering  and  pain,  and  a  universe  of  joy,  mut:  r^ 
volve  through  the  boulevards  or  Btray  through  the  stieeti  of 
tSTO) 
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Paria ;  Tor  th«m  encyclopedias  of  carnival  Tripperx  and  a 
score  of  illustrated  books  ace  brought  out  every  year,  to  say 
nothing  of  caricatures  by  the  hundred,  and  vignettes,  litho- 
graphs, aitd  )>Tinu  by  t)ie  thousand,  I'o  please  tlioie  eyes, 
fifteen  tboukind  fnncs'  worth  of  gas  must  blaie  every  night ; 
and,  to  conclude,  for  their  delccution  tlie  great  city  yearly 
qiends  several  millions  of  francs  in  ojxning  up  views  awl 
planting  trees.  And  even  yet  this  b  as  nothing — it  is  only 
tbe  material  side  of  the  question  ;  in  truth,  a  mete  trifle  com- 
pared with  the  expenditure  of  brain  power  on  the  shifts, 
worthy  of  Multtce,  invented  by  sonic  sixty  thousand  assistants 
and  forty  thousand  damsels  of  the  counter,  wlio  fasten  upon 
the  custontcr's  purse,  much  aa  myraids  of  Seine  minnows 
fall  upon  a  chance  cnitl  floating  down  the  river. 

Gaudistarl  in  the  man  is  at  least  the  equal  of  hts  illustrious 
namesake,  now  become  the  typical  commercial  traveler. 
Take  him  away  from  his  store  and  hi.i  line  of  business,  he  is 
like  a  colIa{Mcd  balloon  ;  only  among  his  bales  of  merchan- 
dite  do  hit  bcultie«  return,  much  as  an  actor  is  sublime  only 
irpon  the  boards,  A  French  siore-clcrk  is  better  educated 
than  his  fellows  in  other  European  countries  ;  he  can  at  need 
talk  asphair,  BjI  Mabille,  polkas,  liieratuic,  illustrated  books, 
railways,  politics,  parliament,  and  revolution  ;  transplant  him, 
lake  away  his  stage,  his  yanl-slick,  his  ani6cia)  graces,  be  b 
foolish  beyond  belief ;  Iwt  on  bis  own  boards,  on  the  tight- 
rope of  the  cotinler,  as  he  displays  a  shaw)  with  a  speech  ai  his 
tongue's  end,  and  hts  eye  on  his  customer,  he  puts  the  great 
Talleyrand  into  the  shade ;  he  has  more  wit  than  a  D^ugiers, 
more  wiles  than  Cleopatra ;  he  is  a  ntaich  for  a  Monrose  and 
a  MoliAre  to  boot.  Talleyrand  in  his  own  house  would  luve 
outwitted  Gaudisurt,  but  in  ihe  store  the  parts  would  have 
been  reversed. 

An  incident  will  illustrate  the  paradox ; 

Two  charming  duchesses  wete  chatting  with  tbe  above- 
mentioned  great  diplomatist.     The  ladies  wished  for  a  biace- 
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let ;  they  were  waitiDg  fur  the  xriival  of  a  man  from  ■  gnat 
ParisUn  jeweler.  A  Gauili^arl  accordingly  appeared  with  Vann 
bracelcia  at  marvelous  worlcmnnslii]).  The  greail  tadtet  beu- 
tated.  Choice  is  a  menial  lightning  6a&h  ;  besiiaie — [licre  t« 
no  more  to  be  said,  you  arc  at  fault,  lospiration  in  mjiiicn 
of  tasie  will  not  come  twice.  At  la&t,  after  about  ten  mitista. 
the  Prince  was  called  in.  He  saw  ihc  two  duchesM*  coi*- 
fronting  doubt  with  its  thousand  facets,  unable  to  decide 
between  the  tranurendent  merits  of  two  of  the  trinkets,  ior 
the  third  had  Ixren  $ei  aside  at  once.  Witltout  leaving  his 
book,  without  a  glance  at  the  bracelets,  tli«  Prince  loolndat 
the  jeweler's  assistant. 

"Which  would  you  choose  for  your  sweetheart?"  aslud 
he. 

The  young  man  Indicated  one  of  the  pair. 

"  In  that  case,  take  tlie  other,  you  will  make  two  woukb 
happy,"  said  the  subtlest  of  modem  diplonutisls,  "ud 
make  your  swccthcatt  happy  too,  in  my  name." 

The  two  fair  ladies  ftmiled,  and  the  young  clerk  took  his 
departure,  delighted  with  the  Prince's  present  and  the  implied 
compliment  to  his  taste. 

.\  woman  alights  from  her  splendid  carriage  before  one  of 
the  expensive  stores  where  shawls  are  sold  in  Ihc  Rue  ViviemiE. 
She  it  not  atone  ;  women  almost  always  go  in  |uirs  on  tlvae 
expeditions ;  always  make  the  lound  of  half  a  score  of  stores 
before  they  make  up  their  minds,  and  laugh  together  In  tkc 
intervals  over  the  Utile  comedies  played  for  their  bencflt 
Let  us  see  which  of  ihe  two  a<:tt  most  in  character— the  fur 
customer  or  the  teller,  and  which  has  the  best  of  it  is  tiich 
miniature  vaudevilles? 

If  you  attempt  to  describe  a  sale,  the  central  (act  of  PariaM 
trade,  you  arc  in  duty  bound,  if  you  aiicmpl  to  give  the  gi* 
of  the  matter,  to  produce  a  type,  and  for  this  purpose  a  riiaal 
or  a  chAteUinc  costing  some  three  ibouuind  francs  is  a  moM 
exciting  pUTd)a>,"  th.m  a  length  of  lawn  or  drr«s  that  con 
three  hundred.     But  know,  oh  foreign  visitor  from  tbc  Otf 
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World  anil  the  New  (if  ever  thtt  study  of  the  phjruology  of 
Ihc  Invoice  shotild  be  by  you  penned),  that  thi»  selfKimc 
comedy  ii  played  in  haberdashers'  stores  over  a  bariigc  at  two 
fnncs  Of  a  printed  muslin  at  four  francs  the  yard. 

And  you,  priiiceta  or  timpic  citizen's  wife,  whichever  yoa 
may  be,  how  should  you  di&lrust  l^tal  good-look iuu,  very 
young  man,  with  those  fr^nk,  innocent  e)-cs  and  a  clieelc  like 
a  iieach  covered  with  down  ?  He  i»  dressed  almoAt  as  well  as 
your — coinin,  let  us  say.  His  tones  are  as  »ofl  as  llie  woolen 
stu0s  which  he  sprc.ids  before  you.  llicrc  arc  three  or  four 
more  of  hts  like.  One  has  darkc}-cs,  a  decided  expression, 
and  an  imperial  maimer  of  sjying,  "Tim  a  what  you  wish;  " 
another,  that  blue-eyed  youth,  diffiilent  of  manner  and  meek 
of  speech,  prompts  the  remark,  "  Poor  boy  t  he  was  not  bom 
for  busines*;"  a  thin),  with  light  auburn  hair  and  laughing, 
tawny  eyes,  has  all  the  lively  humor,  and  activity,  and  gaiety 
of  the  South ;  while  (he  fourth,  he  of  the  tawny  red  hair  and 
(an-aUaped  beanl,  a  rough  as  a  communist,  with  his  por* 
tentous  cravat,  hin  sicrnneM,  his  dignity,  and  his  curt  speech. 

Tliese  varieties  of  clerks,  corresponding  to  the  principa] 
types  of  feminine  customers,  are  arms,  as  it  were,  directed  by 
the  head,  a  stoat  personage  with  a  bll-blown  countenance,  a 
partially  bald  forehead,  and  a  chest  measure  bcfltling  a  Mint>- 
terislist  deputy.  Occasionally  this  per«>D  wears  the  ribbon 
of  the  Legion  of  Honor  in  recognition  of  (he  manner  in  which 
he  supports  ihedignityof  the  French  drj- goods  dealer's  wand. 
From  the  comfortable  curves  of  his  figure  y°^*  ^^^  >^  ''>>*  ^ 
fan  a  wife  and  family,  a  country  house,  and  an  account  with 
the  Ilank  of  France.  He  descrnds  like  an  automatic  denwB 
whenever  a  tangled  problem  demands  a  swift  solution.  The 
feminine  purchasers  are  stinounded  on  all  sides  with  urbanity, 
youth,  pleasant  mannen,  smiles,  and  jests ;  the  most  seeming- 
aimple  human  products  of  civilization  are  here,  all  sorted  in 
shades  to  suit  all  tastes. 

Just  oi>e  word  as  to  the  natural  effects  of  archilccturei 
optical  science,  and  house  decoration ;   one  sbon,  decisive, 
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terrible  wofd,  of  liislorf  muJe  on  Ok  spot.  The  woik ' 
coniains  thijt  tnslnictive  page  ii  sold  at  number  76  Rnc  in' 
Richelieu,  where,  above  an  elegant  tlore,  all  while  and  goU 
and  crimson  velvet,  there  is  an  cntre-col  (1  room  beiweca 
ihe  firet  and  second  floofs),  into  which  the  light  pours  stnifbt 
from  ihe  Rue  de  M^nais,  ai  into  a  piinlcr's  iliiiliii  ilian. 
clear,  even  daylight.  What  idler  in  the  streets  has  noi  beheU 
the  Persian,  that  Asiatic  jiotetilate,  ruffling  it  above  tlic  door 
At  the  corner  of  the  Rue  de  la  Bourse  and  the  Rue  de  Rich- 
elieu, with  a  message  to  deliver  urbt  et  orbi,  "  Here  1  mgs 
more  tranquilly  than  at  Lahore?  "  Perhaps  but  for  this  in- 
mortal  analytical  study,  archseologisls  night  begin  to  punk 
their  headi  about  him  live  hundred  yean  hence,  aiMl  set  aboM 
writing  qtiarlot  with  plates  (^like  M.  Quatiemire's  wort  M 
Olympian  Jove)  to  prove  that  Napoleon  was  >o(nethiog  o(  a 
Sofi  in  the  East  before  he  became  "  Emjicror  of  the  French." 
Well,  Ihe  wealthy  store  bid  siege  to  the  poor  little  entresol  i 
and,  after  a  bombardment  with  bank-notes,  entered  and  took 
possession.  The  Human  Comedy  gave  way  before  liiecoOMly 
of  cashmeres.  The  Pcreian  sacrificed  a  diamond  or  two  froa 
his  crown  to  buy  that  so  necessary  daylight ;  for  a  ray  of  ■» 
light  shows  the  play  of  the  colors,  brings  uot  tl»e  rhanmof 
a  shawl  and  doubles  its  value ;  'tii  an  irrcsistibie  light ;  liteTaQ^, 
a  golden  ray.  Ftom  this  fact  you  may  judge  how  far  hn 
stores  arc  arranged  with  a  view  to  effect. 

But  to  return  to  the  young  anistant«,  to  the  benUxiMd 
man  of  forty  whom  the  King  of  the  ^Vnch  receives  M  Ul 
table,  to  the  red-bearded  head  of  Ihe  department  with  Wi 
autocrat's  air.  Week  by  week  these  emeritus  Caudissansit 
brought  in  contact  with  whims  past  cotiniing;  ibey  kno" 
every  vibration  of  the  cashmere  chord  in  the  heart  of  wooua- 
No  one — be  she  lady  or  torette,  a  young  mother  of  a  baiily, 
a  respectable  tradesnun's  wife,  a  woman  of  easy  virtoe,  1 
duche»  or  a  braien-fronted  ballet-dancer,  an  innocent  yovaj 
girl  or  a  loo  innocent  foreigner— can  appear  in  the  siore  b« 


GAUDISSAKT  II.  S88 

■he  is  watched  from  the  moment  when  she  lim  la^  her  fingers 
upon  the  door-handle.  Her  messure  is  talccn  at  a  glance  by 
Kven  or  eight  men  that  stand,  in  the  windows,  at  the  counter, 
by  the  door,  in  a  comer,  or  in  the  middle  of  the  store,  medi- 
tating, to  all  appearance,  on  the  joys  of  a  bacchanalian  Sun- 
day holiday.  As  you  look  at  them,  you  ask  yourself  involua- 
tarily,  "What  can  they  be  thinking  about?"  Well,  in  the 
space  of  one  second,  a  woman's  piirse,  wishes,  intentions,  and 
whims  are  ransacked  more  thoroughly  than  a  traveling  car- 
riage at  a  frontier  in  an  hour  and  three-quarters.  Nothing  is 
lost  on  these  intelligent  rogues.  As  they  stand,  solemn  as 
noble  fathers  on  the  stage,  they  take  in  all  the  details  of  a 
fair  customer's  dress;  an  invisible  speck  of  mud  on  a  little 
shoe,  an  antiquated  hat-brim,  soiled  or  ill-judged  bonnet- 
strings,  the  fashion  of  the  dress,  the  age  of  a  pair  of  gloves. 
They  can  tell  whether  the  gown  was  cut  by  the  intelligent 
scissors  of  a  Victorine  IV.;  they  know  a  modish  gewgaw  or 
a  irinket  from  Fromenl^Mcurice.  Nothing,  in  short,  which 
can  reveal  a  woman's  quality,  fortune,  or  character  passes  un- 
remarked. 

Tremble  before  them.  Never  was  the  Sanhedrin  of  Gau- 
dissarts,  with  their  chief  at  their  head,  known  lo  make  a  mis- 
take. And,  moreover,  they  communicate  their  conclusions 
to  one  another  with  telegraphic  s[iced,  in  a  glance,  a  smile, 
(he  movement  of  a  muscle,  a  twitch  of  the  lip.  If  you  watch 
them,  you  are  reminded  of  the  sudden  outbreak  of  lighl  along 
the  Champs  £lys4es  at  dusk  ;  one  gas-jet  does  not  succeed 
another  more  swiftly  than  an  idea  flashes  from  one  clerk's 
eyes  to  the  next. 

At  once,  if  the  lady  is  English,  llie  dark,  mysterious,  por- 
tenroMS  O.iud issart  advances  like  a  romantic  character  out  of 
one  of  Byron's  poems. 

If  she  is  a  city  madame,  the  oldest  is  put  forward.  He 
brings  out  a  hundred  shan-U  in  fifteen  miiiu;cs  ;  he  turns  her 
I'.ead  with  colors  and  patterns;  every  shawl  that  he  shows  her 
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\i  like  a  circle  described  by  a  kite  wliecling  round  a  tuples 
rabbit,  till,  at  the  end  of  lialf  au  hour,  when  her  head  is  nnn- 
ming  and  she  is  utterly  iiic3;>able  uf  making  a  decbioa  for  bo- 
self,  the  good  lady,  meeting  with  a  fUtieripg  re»ponx  lo  aU 
her  ideas,  tcfers  the  question  to  the  a«sistani,  who  promttlT 
leaves  her  on  ibe  hoiiis  of  a  dilemnu  between  two  equally 
itresistible  shawls. 

"  This,  madame,  is  very  becoming — apple-grreii.  the  color 
of  the  season  ;  still,  fashions  change ;  while  a»  for  this  otber 
black-^nd-whitc  shawl  (an  opportunity  not  lo  be  miiaed),  yon 
will  never  see  the  end  of  it.  and  it  will  go  with  any  dress." 

This  is  the  A  B  C  of  the  trade. 

"You  would  not  believe  how  much  eloquence  is  wanted 
in  that  beastly  line,"  the  head  Gaudissan  of  this  paniculir 
establishment  remarked  quite  lately  lo  two  acquaiounca 
(Duronceret  and  Bixiou}  who  had  come  irasting  in  his  jodj- 
ment  to  buy  a  nhawl.  "  L/)ok  here ;  you  are  artists  and  dii- 
erect,  I  can  tell  you  about  the  governor's  trtdcs,  and  of  all 
the  men  I  ever  saw  he  is  the  cleverest.  1  do  not  mean  at  a 
manufacturer,  there  Monsieur  Ftitoi  is  firit ;  but  as  ■  saley 
man.  He  discovered  the  '  Selira  shawl,*  an  ahicluiety  must- 
aile  article,  yet  we  never  bring  it  out  but  we  tell  ii.  We  ■ 
always  keep  a  shawl  worth  (ivc  or  six  hundred  francs  in  a  f 
ceilar-wood  box.  perfectly  plain  outside,  bat  lined  with  aitiai. 
It  is  one  of  the  sh^iwls  that  Selim  sent  to  the  Emperor  Napo- 
leon. It  is  our  Imperial  Guard;  it  is  brought  to  the  froat 
whenever  the  day  is  almost  lost;  il  it  vend  tl  me  matrt  f*^~ 
it  sells  its  life  dearly  lime  af\er  time." 

As  he  spoke,  an  Englishwoman  slq>pcd  from  her  jobbed 
carriage  and  appeared  in  all  the  glory  of  that  phlegmatic 
humor  peculiar  to  Britain  and  lo  all  its  products  which  nuke 
believe  Ihey  are  alive.  Tlie  apparition  pat  you  in  mind  of 
the  Commandant's  statue  in  "  Don  Juan,"  it  walked  alongi 
jerkily  by  fits  and  siarli:,  in  an  awkward  faiJiion  invented  b 
London,  and  cultivated  in  every  family  with  patriotic  cue. 
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"An  EnglUhwoman I "  he  continued  Tor  Bixiou's  ear. 
"  Ao  EngtUlinroinan  is  our  Waterloo.  There  are  women  who 
■lip  tlirough  our  fingers  like  eels ;  we  catch  ihcra  on  the  fcUir- 
cue.  There  are  lorcltcs  who  chnff  vit,  we  join  in  the  Uugh, 
we  have  a  hold  on  tliem  becaiue  we  give  credit.  There  are 
sphinx-like  foreign  ladica;  we  take  a  quantity  of  shawls  to 
lltcir  houses,  and  arrive  at  an  understanding  bjr  flattery  ;  but 

an  Englishwoman  I you  might  as  well  attack  tlie  bronze 

staine  of  Louis  Qualoru  I  Ttiat  sort  of  woman  turns  shop- 
pi[ig  into  an  occupation,  on  aiuuscnient.  She  quiizes  ui,  Ibr- 
Booih  I  " 

The  romantic  assistaot  came  to  the  front. 

"  Does  madamc  wish  for  real  Indian  shawb  or  French,  soiw* 
tfaing  expensive  or " 

"I  will  see"  {Jtvtrau). 

"  How  much  would  m.idame  propose—" 

"I  will  sec." 

The  sliopmon  went  in  quest  of  shawls  to  spread  upon  the 
mantlc-sland,  giving  his  colleagues  a  significant  gUncc. 
"  What  a  bore  !  "  he  said  plainly,  with  an  almost  impercept- 
ible shrug  of  the  shoulders. 

"TheM  are  our  best  quality  in  Indian  red,  blue,  and  pale 
orange — all  at  ten  thouiand  francs.  Here  are  shawls  at  five 
thousand  ftancs.  ami  others  at  three." 

The  Englishwoman  took  up  her  eyeglass  and  looked  round 
the  room  with  gloomy  indiScrence  ;  tikcn  she  submitted  the 
three  stands  to  <lie  same  scrutiny,  and  made  no  sign. 

"Have  you  any  more?"  (/favanwfM/f  ft  demanded  she. 

"Yes,  madame.  But  perliaps  madarue  has  not  quite  de- 
cided to  lake  a  shawl  ?  " 

"  Oh,  quite  decided  "  (/ret-JfyaWai), 

The  young  nwn  went  in  search  of  cheaper  wares.  These 
he  spread  out  solemnly  as  if  they  were  things  of  price,  saying 
by  his  manner,  "  Pay  attention  to  all  thb  magnificence  I " 

"These  are  much  more  expensive,"  said  he.     **Thcy  havt 
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never  been  worn ;  ihcy  hare  come  by  courier  direct  froro  the 
manur^clurcrs  at  Lahore." 

"Oh  1  I  sec,"  said  she;  "  they  are  niuch  more  l!ie  tbe 
thing  I  want." 

The  shopman  kept  his  counteiunce  in  spite  of  iitnnl 
irritation,  which  cotumuDicated  Jueir  to  Duroaceret  and 
BJxiou.  The  Englishwoman,  coo!  as  a  cdcinnbcr,  appeared 
to  rejoice  ID  bei  iihlcgmatic  huoior. 

"  What  price  ?  "  she  asked,  indicatiog  a  sky-blue  shawl  co>^ 
ered  with  a  paticin  of  birds  nestling  in  pajodaa. 

"Seven  thousand  francs." 

She  took  it  up,  wrapped  it  about  her  shoulders,  kxAed  in 
the  glass,  and  handed  it  back  again. 

"  No,  I  do  not  like  it  at  all "  {Je  n'ome  fouiitte). 

A  long  quarter  of  an  hour  vrent  by  in  trying  on  other 
shawls  ;  to  no  purpose. 

"  This  is  all  wc  have,  madamc,"  said  the  astistant,  glancing 
at  the  master  as  he  spoke. 

"  Madame  is  fastidious,  like  all  penoDi  of  taste,"  said  the 
head  of  the  eslablishment,  coining  forward  with  that  trades- 
man's suavity  in  which  pomposity  is  agreeably  blet>ded  with 
subservience.  The  Englishwoman  lookup  her  eyeglanand 
scanned  the  manufacturer  from  head  to  foot,  unwilling  U 
undeistand  that  the  man  before  her  was  eligible  for  Parlia* 
menc  and  dined  at  the  Tuilcries- 

"  I  have  only  one  shawl  left,"  he  continued,  "  bat  I  newr 
show  it.  It  it  not  to  everybody's  taste;  it  is  quite  out  of  the 
common.  I  was  thinking  this  morning  of  giving  It  lo  nj 
wife.  We  have  had  it  in  stock  unce  1805 ;  It  belonged  to 
the  Empress  Josephine." 

"  Let  me  see  it.  monsieur." 

"Co  for  it,"  said  the  master,  turning  to  a  shopman.  "Il 
is  at  my  house," 

"I  should  be  very  much  pleased  to  see  it,"  said  theEnglM 
bdy. 
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Thu  wn  s  trimnph.  The  splenetic  dame  was  appareotl)' 
M  the  poiat  of  going.  She  made  as  though  she  saw  nothiog 
but  the  shawls ;  but  all  the  while  she  furtively  watched  the 
clerk  and  the  two  customers,  Bheltering  her  eyes  behind  the 
rims  of  her  eyeglasses. 

"It  cost  sixty  thousand  francs  in  Turkey,  madame." 

"  Oh  1  ••  (k&u  /) 

"  It  is  one  of  seven  shawls  which  Selim  sent,  before  his  fall, 
lo  the  Emperor  Napoleon.  The  Empress  Josephine,  a  Creole, 
■s  you  know,  my  lady,  and  very  capricious  in  her  tastes, 
exchanged  this  one  for  another  brought  by  the  Turkish  am- 
baMador,  and  purchased  by  my  predecessor ;  but  I  have  never 
seen  the  money  back.  Our  ladies  in  France  are  not  rich 
enough ;  it  is  not  as  it  is  in  England.  The  shawl  is  worth 
seven  thousand  francs;  and  taking  interest  and  compound 
interest  altogether,  it  makes  up  fourteen  or  fifteen  thousand 
by  now " 

"  How  does  it  make  up?"  asked  the  Englishwoman. 

"  Here  it  is,  madame." 

With  precautions,  which  a  custodian  of  the  Dresden  GiUne 
Gewolbe  might  have  admired,  he  took  out  an  infinitesimal 
key  and  opened  a  square  cedar-wood  box.  The  English- 
woman was  much  impressed  with  its  shape  and  plainness. 
From  ihat  box,  lined  with  black  satin,  he  drew  a  shawl  worth 
about  fifteen  hundred  francs,  a  black  pattern  on  a  golden- 
yellow  ground,  of  which  the  startling  color  was  only  surpassed 
by  the  surprising  efforts  of  the  Indian  imagination. 

"  Splendid,"  said  the  lady,  in  a  mixture  of  French  and 
English,  "  it  is  really  handsome.  Just  my  idea!  "  {idiol)  "  of 
a  shawl;  it  is  very  magnificent."  The  rest  was  lost  in  a 
madonna's  pose  assumed  for  the  purpose  of  displaying  a  pair 
of  frigid  eyes  which  she  believed  to  be  very  fine. 

"It  was  a  great  favorite  with  the  Emperor  Napoleon;  he 
took " 

"A  great  favorite,"  repeated  she  with  her  English  accent. 
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Tlicn  >he  arninged  th«  nhawl  alx>ui  lier  sboulden  and  looM 
at  licrscU  in  tlic  gl:iss.  The  [iroprktor  took  it  lo  ll>c  ligiu, 
gaihercil  it  up  in  his  liands,  »inouliicil  il  out,  >liowctl  tlKjiOM 
on  it,  ;>la>-e(l  on  it  as  Lisu  plays  on  ibc  pianfortc  kcya. 

"  It  is  very  fine ;  beautiful,  sweet  I  "  said  tbe  lady,  as  com- 
posedly as  possible. 

Duconcerei,  Bixiou,  and  the  shopmen  exchaRged  amtned 
gUnces.     "  The  shawl  is  sold,"  tlicy  thought. 

"  Well,  madamc  ?  "  inquired  the  proprietor,  as  the  EngUih- 
woiDaii  appeared  to  be  absorbed  in  meditations  infinitely  [#&- 
longed. 

"  Decidedly,"  said  she;  "  Iwould  ratlier  have  a  carriage" 
{itne  vOieure). 

All  the  assbtants,  listening  with  silent  rapt  attention,  Rartcd 
as  one  man,  as  if  an  electric  shock  had  goi>e  through  then. 

"I  have  a  very  handsome  one,  uiadame,"  said  the  pnv 
prieior  with  unshaken  composure ;  "  it  belonged  to  a  Ritxiui 
princess,  the  Princes  Narticof ;  she  left  it  with  nM  to  (ay 
ment  for  gondx  received.  If  madame  would  like  to  see  It,  rfic 
would  be  astonished.  It  is  new ;  it  has  not  been  in  use  allCK 
gether  for  ten  days ;  there  Is  not  its  like  in  Parte." 

The  clerks'  amazement  was  supprcMed  by  profimad  ad- 
miration. 

"  I  am  quite  willing." 

"If  madame  will  keep  the  shawl,"  et^gested  the  propfi- 
etor,  "  she  can  Iry  the  effect  in  the  carriage."  And  he  ircnl 
for  Ms  hat  and  gloves. 

"How  will  this  end?"  asked  tl>e  head  assistant,  as  he 
watched  his  employer  offer  an  arm  to  the  English  lady  and  go 
down  with  her  to  the  jobbed  brougham. 

By  this  lime  the  thing  had  come  lo  be  as  exciting  as  lit 
tost  chapter  of  a  novel  for  Duronceret  and  Bixiou,  crcn  with- 
out the  additional  interest  attached  to  all  contests,  bo««wt 
trifling,  between  England  and  Frame. 

Twenty  minutes  later  the  proprietor  returned. 
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"  Go  to  the  H6tel  Lawson  (here  is  the  card,  '  Mrs.  Nos- 
well '),  and  takt  an  invoice  that  I  will  give  you.  There  are 
six  thousand  francs  to  take." 

"  How  did  you  do  it  ?  "  asked  Duronceret,  bowing  before 
(he  king  of  invoices. 

"  Oh,  I  saw  what  she  was,  an  eccentric  woman  that  loves  to 
be  conspicuous.  As  soon  as  she  saw  that  every  one  stared  at 
her,  she  said,  '  Keep  your  carriage,  monsieur ;  my  mind  is 
made  up,  I  will  lake  the  shawl.'  While  he,  Bigorneau  (indi- 
cating the  romantic -looking  assistant),  was  serving,  I  watched 
her  carefully ;  she  kept  one  eye  on  you  all  the  time  to  see  what 
you  thought  of  her;  she  was  thinking  more  about  you  than 
of  the  shawls.  Englishwomen  are  peculiar  in  their  distasle 
( for  one  cannot  call  it  taste)  ;  they  do  not  know  what  they 
want  )  they  make  up  their  minds  to  be  guided  by  circum- 
stances at  the  time,  and  not  by  their  own  choice.  I  saw 
the  kind  of  woman  at  once,  tired  of  her  husband,  tired  of  her 
bratS,  regretfully  virtuous,  craving  excitement,  always  posing 
as  a  weeping  willow."     These  were  his  very  words. 

Which  proves  that  in  all  other  countries  of  the  world  a 
storekeeper  is  a  storekeeper  ;  while  in  France,  and  in  Paris 
more  particularly,  he  is  a  student  from  a  Collfge  Royal,  a 
well-read  man  with  a  taste  for  an,  or  angling,  or  the  theatre, 
and  consumed,  it  may  be,  with  a  desire  to  be  M.  Cunin- 
Gridaine's  successor,  or  a  colonel  of  the  National  Guard,  or  a 
member  of  the  General  Council  of  the  Seine,  or  a  referee  in 
the  Commercial  Court. 

"  Monsieur  Adolphe,"  said  the  mistress  of  the  establish- 
ment,  addressing  the  slight,  fair-haired  assistant,  "  go  to  the 
carpenter  and  order  another  cedar-wood  box." 

"And  now,"  remarked  the  shopman  who  had  assisted 
Duronceret  and  Bixiou  to  choose  a  shawl  for  Mme.  Schonti, 
"  MDWwc  will  go  through  our  old  stock  to  find  another  Selim 
thawl." 

Paris,  Novtmber,  1844. 
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